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PROLOGUE. 

/IS  w  ten  in  hojlik  times  two  neighbcuritigfta'es 

Strive  by  themselves  a;-d  their  cor.feder&tei  : 
The  -war  atfrji  is  made  With  awkward  Jkill, 
Avd  Soldiers  clumjily  each  other  kill, 
Till  time  at  length  their  untaught  fury  tames, 
And  into  rules  tieir  heeJlefs  rage  reclaims  : 
Then  ev'ry  Science  by  degrees  is  made 
Subservient  to  the  man-deft;-oying  trade  : 
Wit,  ivifdom,  reading,  observation,  art; 
A  luell-turnd  bead  to  guide  a  generous  heart. 
So  it  wjy  prove  with  our  contending  ftages, 
If  you  -will  kindly  but  fippfy  their  tiages  : 
Which  yiu  ivitb  eafe  mayfurnijb,  by  retrenching 
Your  Superfluities  of  wine  and  luencking. 
Who^d  grudge  to  ff  are  from  riot  arid  lard  drinking, 
T  lay  it  cut  on  means  to  mend  his  thinking? 
To  follow  Such  advice  you  fhould  have  leisure, 
Since  it;  hat  refiveijourfenfe  ref.nes  your  pleaSure.] 
Women  grown  tame  by  vfe  each  fool  can  get, 
But  cuckolds  all  are  made  iy  men  of  ivit. 
Ta  -v:>  gin  favour  if  ods  lave  no  pretence  j 
For  maidenheads  were  made  for  men  of  fenfe. 
'77s  not  enough  to  have  a  borfe  ivell  bred, 
Tofr.etv  his  n.ettle  he  muft  be  well  fed; 
Nir  is  it  all  in  provender  and  brctJ, 
He  muft  be  try'd  andjlrain'd  to  mend  his  {feed. 
A  favoured  poet,  like  a  j  amper'd  horfe,  . 
Will  fit  am  his  eye-balls  out  to  ivin  the  course. 
Do  you  but  inycur  uijdotn  vote  it  ft 
Tc,  yield  due  Succours  to  this  ivar  of  ivit, 
7  be  tujkins  ivith  more  grace  Jbculd  tread  the  Jlagt, 
Lovejigh  in  Softer  Jirains,  heroes  /efs  rage; 
Satire  Jhall  foevj  a  triple  rovj  of  teeth, 
And  comedy  (ball  laugb  your  fops  to  death: 
Wit  ft/all  refine,  and  Pcgafusfoallfoam, 
And  Soar  in  (catch  of  antient  Greece  ar.d  Rom«. 
Ar.djince  the  nation's  in  the  conquering  Jit, 
As  you  by  arms,  'we'll  vaiitiinjl}  France  intuit. 
The  works  were  over,  coud  our  pott.',  write 

With  half  the  Spirit  that  ourfoM.ersfgbt.  Dramatis 
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ACT        I. 
Enter  Welldon  following  Lucia. 

Luc,  XT  7  HAT  will  this  come  to  ?  what  can  it  end 
VV  in  ?  you  have  perfuaded  me  to  leave  dear 
England,  and  dearer  London,  the  place  of  the  world 
molt  worthy  living  in,  to  follow  you  a  hufband  hunt- 
ing into  America  :  I  thought  hulbands  grew  in  thefe 
plantations. 

Well.  Why  fo  they  do,  as  thick  as  oranges  ripening 
one  under  another.  Week  after  week  they  drop  into 
fome  woman's  mouth  :  'tis  but  a  little  patience,, fp read- 
ing your  apron  in  expectation,  and  one  of  'em  will  fall 
into  your  Jap,  at  laftv 

Luc.  Ay,  fo  you  fay,  indeed. 

Well.  But  you  have  left  dear  London,  you  fay  :  pray 
what  have  yon  left  in  London  that  was  very  dear  to  you, 
that  had  not  left  you  before. 

LKC.  Speak  for  yourfelf,  filler. 

Well.  Nay,  I'll  keep  you  in  countenance.  Theyoung 
fellows,  you  know,  the  deareft  part  of  the  town,  and 
without  whom  London  had  been  a  wildernefs  to  you 
and  me,  had  forfaken  us  a  great  while. 

Luc .  Forfaken  us  ?  I  don't  know  that  ever  they  had  us. 

Well.  Forfaken  us  the  worft  way,  child  ;  that  is,  did 
not  think  us  worth  having;  they  neglected  us,  no 
longer  defign'd  upon  us,  they  were  tir'd  of  us.  Women 
in  London  are  like  the  rich  filks,  they  are  out  of  falhi- 
on  a  great  while  before  they  wear  out- 

Luc.  The  devil  take  the  famion,  I  fay. 

Well.  You  may  tumble  them  over  and  over  at  their 
firft  coming  up,  and  never  diiparage  their  price  ;  but 
they  fall  upon  wearing  immediately,  lower  and  lower 
in  their  value,  till  they  come  to  the  broker  at  lait. 

A  3  '  Luc.. 
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'  Luc.  Ay,  aye,  that's  the  merchant  they  deal  with, 
'  The  men  would  have  us  at  their  own  fcandalous 
*•  rates ;  their  plenty  makes  them  wanton,  and  in  a 
'  little  time,  L  fuppofe,  they  won't  know  what  they 
'  would  have  of  the  women  themfelves. 

'  WelL  O   yes,   they  know  what  they  would  have. 
'  They  would  have  a  woman  give  the  town  a  pattern 
'  of  her  perfon  and  beauty,  and  not  Itay  in  it  fo  long, 
'  to   have  the  whole  piece  worn  out.     Tlrey  would 
1  have  the  good  face  only  difcover'd,  and  not  the  folly 
1  that  commonly  goes  along  with  it.     They  fay  there 
:  is   a  vaft  (lock  of  beauty  in  the  nation,  but  a  great 
1  part  of  it  lies  in  unprofitable  hands;  there. ore,  for 
the  good  of  the  public,  they  would  have  a  draughc 
made  once  a  quarter,  fend  the  decaying  beauties  for 
breeders  into  the  country,  to  make  room  for  new- 
faces  to  appear,  to  countenance  the  pleafures  of  the 
town. 

*  Luc.  'Tis  very  hard,  the  men  muft  be  young  as 
long  as  they  live,  and  poor  women  be  thought  de- 
caying and  unfit  for  the  town  at  one  and  twenty. 
I'm  iure  we  were  not  feven  years  in  London. 
'-  Well.  Not  half  the  time  taken  notice  of,  fifler. 
The  two  or  three  laft  years  we  could  make  nothing  of 
it,  even  in  a  vizard-maflc  ;  not  in  a  vizard-maflc,  that 
has  cheated  many  man  into  an  old  acquaintance. 
Our  faces  began  to  be  as  familiar  to  the  men  of  in- 
trigue as  their  duns,  and  as  much  avoided.  We  durft 
not  appear  in  publick  places,  and  were  almoil  grudg'd 
a  gallery  in  the  churches  :  even  there  they  had  their 
jeih  upon  us,  and  cry'd,  fhe's  in  the  right  on't, 
gcod  gentlewoman,  fince  no  man  confiders  her  body, 
hie  dees  very  well  indeed  to  take  care  of  her  foul. 
'  Luc .  Such  unmannerly  fellows  there  will  always  be. 
'  Well.  Then  you  may  remember  we  were  reduc'd 
to  the  laft  neceffity,  the  neccffity  of  making  filly 
viiits  ro  our  civil  acquaintance,  to  bring  us  into  toler- 
able company.  Nay,  the  young  inns  of  court-beaus, 
of  but  one  term's  ftanding  in  the  fafhion,  who  knew 
nobody,  but  as  they  were  Ihewn  them  by  the  .orange 

'  woman, 
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*  woman,  had  nick   names   for  us :  how  often  .have 

*  they  laughed  out,  there  goes  my  landlady  ;  is  fhe  not 
'  come  to  let  lodgings  yet  ? 

*  '  Luc.  Young  coxcombs  that  knew  no  better. 

'  Well.  And  that  we  muft  have  come,  to.    For  your 

*  part,   what  trade  could  you  fet  up  in  ?  you  would 

*  never  arrive  at  the  trull  and  credit  of  a  guinea-bawd  : 
'  you  would  have  too  much  bufinefs  of  your  own  ever 
'  to  mind  other  people's.- 

'  Luc.  That  is  true,  indeed.. 

'  Well.  Then  as  a  certain  ngn  that  there  was  nothing 
'  more  to  be  hop'd  for,  the  maids  of  ihe  chocolate- 

*  houfes  found  us  out,  and  laugh'd  at  us  :  our  billet- 
'  doux  lay  there  neglected  for  wafle-paper  :  we  were 

*  cry'd  down  fo  low,  we  could  not  pafs  upon  the  city; 

*  and  became  fo  notorious  in  our  galloping  way,  from 
'  one  end  of  the  town  to  t'other,  that  at  laft  we  could 

*  hardly  compafs  a  competent  change  of  petticoats  to 

*  difguife  us  "to  the  hackney  coachmen :  and  then  it 

*  was  near  walking  a-foot  indeed. 

'  Luc.  Nay,  that  I  began  to  be  afraid  of. 

'  Well. '  To  prevent  which,  with  what  youth  and  beauty 
were  left,  fome  experience,  and  the  fmall  remainder  of 
fifteen  hundred  pounds  a-piece,  which  amounted  to 
bare  two  hundred  between  us  both,  I  perfuaded  you  to 
bring  your  perfon  for.  a  venture  to  the  Indies.  Every 
thing  has  fucceeded  in  our  voyage  :  I  pafs  for  your 
brother:  one  of  the  richeft  planters  here  happening 
to  die  juft  as  we  landed,  I  have  claimed  kindred  with 
him :  fo  without  making  his  will,  he  has  left  us  the 
credit  of  his  relation  to  trade  upon  :  '  We  pafs  for 

*  his  coufms,  coming  here  to  Surinam  chiefly  upon 
'  his  invitation  :'  we  live  in  reputation  ;  have   the 
beft  acquaintance  in  the  place ;  and  we  mall  fee  our 
account  in't,  I  warrant  you. 

Luc.  I  muft  rely  upon  you. 

Enter  Widow  Lackitt. 

Wid.  Mr.  Wettden,  yourfervant.  Yourfervant,  Mrs. 

Lucy,  I  am  an  ill  vifitor,  but  'tis  not  too  late,  I  hope,  to 

bid  you  welcome  to  this  fide  of  the  world.  [Salutes  Lucy. 

A  4  Well. 
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Well,  Gad  fo,  I  beg  your  pardon,  widow,  I  mould 
have  done  the  civilities  of  my  houfe  before  :  but,  as 
you  fay,  'tis  not  too  late,  I  hope —  [Going  to  kifs  her. 

Wid.  What!  you  think  now  this  was  a  civil  way  of 
begging  a  kifs  ;  and  by  my  troth,  if  it  were,  1  fee  no 
harm  in't;  'tis  a  pitiful  favour  indeed  that  is  not 
worth  affiing  for  :  tho'  I  nave  known  a  woman  fpeak 
plainer  before  now,  and  not  underftood  neither. 

Well.  Not  under  my  roof.     Have  at  you,  widow — 

Wid.  Why  that's  well  faid,  fpoke  like  a  younger  bro- 
ther, that  deferves  to  have  a  widow. [He  ki/es  ber.\ 

You're  a  younger  brother  I  know  by  your  killing. 

Well   How  fo,  pray  r 

Wid.  Why,  you  kifs  asifyouexpefted  tobepaidfor't.. 
You  have  birdlime  upon  your  lips.  You  Hick  fo  clofe, 
there's  no  getting  rid  of  you. 

Well.  I  am  a- kin  to  a  younger  brother. 

Wid.  So  much  the  better  :  we  widows  are  commonly 
the  better  for  younger  brothers. 

Luc.  Better  or  worfe,  moft  of  you.  But  you  won't 
be  much  the  better  for  him,  I  can  tell  you. [Afide. 

Well.  I  was  a  younger  brother  ;  but  an  uncle  of  my 
mother's  has  malicioufly  left  me  an  eftate,  and,  I'm 
afraid,  fpoil'd  my  fortune. 

Wid.  No,  no ;  an  eftate  will  never  fpoil  your  for- 
tune ;  I  have  a  good  eftate  rnyfelf,  thank  Heaven,  and- 
a  kind  hufband  that  left  it  behind  him. 

Well.  Thank  Heaven  that  took  him  away  from  it, 
widow,  and  left  you  behind  him. 

Wid.  Nay,  Heaven's  will  muft  be  done ;  he's  in  a 
better  place. 

Well.  A  better  place  for  you,  no  doubt  on't :  now 
you  may  look  about  you ;  chufe  for  yourfelf,  Mrs. 
Lackift,  that's  your  bufinefs ;  for  I  know  you  defign 
to  marry  again. 

Wid.  O  dear!  not  I,  I  proteft  andfwear;  I  don't 
defign  it :  but  I  won't  fwear  neither ;  one  does  not 
know  what  may  happen  to  tempt  one. 

Well.  Why  a  lufty  young  fellow  may  happen  to 
tempt  you. 
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Wid.  Nay,  I'll  4o  nothing  ramly :  I'll  refolve 
againft  nothing.  The  devil,  they  fay,  is  very  bufy 
upon  thcfe  occafions,  efpecially  with  the  widows. 
But,  if  I  am  to  be  tempted,  it  muft  be  with  a  young 
man,  I  promife  you— Mrs.  Lucy,  your  brother  is  a 
very  pleafant  gentleman  :  I  came  about  bufmefs  to 
him,  but  he  turns  every  thing  into  merriment. 

Well.  Bufinefs,  Mrs.  Lackht  ?  then  I  know,  you 
would  have  me  to  yourfelf.  Pray,  leave  us  together, 
filter.  [Exit  Lucia. 

What  am  I  drawing  upon  myfelf  here  ?  [Afids. 

Wid.  You  have  taken  a  very  pretty  houfe  here ; 
every  thing  fo  neat  about  you  already.  I  hear  you  are 
laying  out  for  a  plantation. 

Well.  Why,  yes  truly,  I  like  the  country,  and  would 
buy  a  plantation,  if  I  could  reafonably. 

Wid.  O  !  by  all  means  reafonably. 

Well.  If  I  could  have  one  to  my  mind,  I  wouH 
think  of  fettling  among  you. 

Wid.  O  !  you  can't  do  better.  Indeed  we  can't  pre- 
tend to  have  fo  good  company  for  you,  as  you  had  in 
England-;  but  we  fhall  make  very  much  of  you.  For 
my  own  part,  I  affure  you,  I  mall  think  myfelf  very- 
happy  to  be  more  particularly  known  to  you. 

Well.  Dear  Mrs.  Lackitt,  you  do  me  too  much 
honour. 

Wid.  Then  as  to  a  plantation,  Mr.  Welldon,  you 
know  I  have  feveral  to  difpofe  of.  Mr.  Lackitt,  I 
thank  him,  has  left,  tho'  I  fay  it,  the  richeft  widow 
upon  the  place  ;  therefore  I  may  afford  to  ufe  you 
better  than  other  people  can.  You  mall  have  one 
upon  any  reafonably  terms. 

Well.  That's  a  fair  offer,  indeed. 

Wid.  You  fhall  find  me  as  eafy  as  any  body  you  can 
have  to  do  with,  I  affure  you.  Pray  try  me,  I  would 
have  you  try  me,  Mr.  Welldcn.  Well,  I  like  that 
name  of  your's  exceedingly,  Mr.  Welldon. 

Well.  My  name  ! 

Wid.  O  exceedingly  !  if  any  thing  could  perfuade  me 
to  alter  my  own  name,  I  verily  believe  nothing  in  the 
world  would  do  it  fo  foon,  as  to  be  called  Mrs.  Welldon. 
A  5  Well.. 
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Well.  Why,  indeed  Welldon  doth  found  fomething 
better  than  Lackitt. 

•^  Wid.  O !  a  great  deal  better.  Not  that  there  is  fo  much 
in  the  name  neither.  But,  I  don't  know,  there  is  fome- 
thing ;  I  mould  like  mightily  to  be  called  Mrs.  Welldon. 

Well.  I'm  glad  you  like  my  name. 

Wid,  Of  all  things.  But  then  there's  the  misfortune, 
one  cannot  change  one's  name  without  changing  one's 
condition. 

Well.  You'll  hardly  think  it  worth  that,  I  believe. 

Wid.  Think  it  worth  what,  fir  ?  changing  my  con- 
dition !  indeed,  fir,  I  think  it  worth  every  thing.  But 
alas  !  Mr.  Welldon,  I  have  been  a  widow  but  fix  weeks  ; 
'tis  too  foon  to  think  of  changing  one's  condition  yet  : 
indeed  it  is  :  pray  don't  delire  it  of  me  :  not  but  that 
you  may  perfuade  me  to  any  thing,  fooner  than  any 
perfon  in  the  world.-  •  •  • 

Well.  Who,  I,  Mrs.  Lackitt. 

Wid.  Indeed  you  may,  Mr.  Welldon,  fooner  than  any 
man  living.  Lord,  there's  a  great  deal  in  faving  a  de- 
cency :  I  never  minded  it  before  :  well,  I  am  glad  you 
fpoke  firft,  to  excufe  my  modefty.  But,  what  r  modefty 
means  nothing,  and  is  the  virtue  of  a  girl,  that  does  not 
know  what  ihe  would  be  at :  a  widow  mould  be  wifer. 
Now  I  will  own  to  you,  (but  I  won't  confefs  neither) 
I  have  had  a  great  refpeft  for  you  a  great  while,  I  beg 
your  pardon,  fir,  and  I  muft  declare  to  you,  indeed  I 
muft,  if  you  defire  to  difpofe  of  all  I  have  in  the  world 
in  an  honourable  way,  which  I  don't  pretend  to  be  any 
way  deferving  your  confideration,  my  fortune  and  per- 
fon, if  you  won't  underftahd  me  without  telling  you  fo, 

are  both  at  your  fervice,  gad  fo !  another  time 

Enter  Stanmore. 

Stan.  So,  Mrs.  Lackitt,  your  widowhood's  weaning 
a  pace,  I  fee  which  way  'tis  going.  Wel'idcn,  you're  a 
happy  man.  The  women  and  their  favours  come  home 
to  you. 

Wid.  A  fiddle  of  favour,  Mr.  Stanmore :  I  am  a  lone 
•woman,  you  know  it,  left  in  a  great  deal  of  bufmefs, 
and  bufmefs  muft  be  followed,  or  loft.  I  have  feveral 

ftocks 
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flocks  and  plantations  upon  my  hands,  and  other  things 
to  difpofe  of,  which  Mr.  Weild'onmz.y  have  occafion  for. 

Well.  We  were  juft  upon  the  brink  of  a  bargain,  as 
you  came  in. 

Stan.  Let  me  drive  it  on  for  you. 

Well.  So  you  mult,  I  believe,  you  or  fomebody  for  me. 

Stan.  I'll  itand  by  you :  I  underftand  more  of  this 
bufmefs  than  you  can  pretend  to. 

Well.  I  don't  pretend  to  it :  'tis  quite  out  of  my 
way  indeed. 

Stan.  If  the  widow  gets  you  to  herfelf,  me  will  cer- 
tainly be  too  hard  for  you  :  I  know  her  of  old  :  me  has 
no  confcience  in  a  corner;  a  very  Jew  in  a  bargain, 
and  would  circumcife  you  to  get  more  of  you. 
•     Well.  Is  this  true,  widow  ? 

Wid.  Speak  as  you  find,  Mr.  Wcttden,  I  have  offer'd 
you  very  fair  !  think  upon't,  and  let  me  hear  of  you; 
the  fooner  the  better,  Mr.  Welldon.  [Exit. 

Stan.  I  affure  you  my  friend  fhe'll  cheat  you,iffhe  can. 

Well.  I  don't  know  that;  but  I  can  cheat  her,  if  I  will. 

Stan.   Cheat  her  !   how  ? 

Well.  I  can  marry  her ;  and  then  I  am  fure  I  have 
it  in  my  power  to  cheat  her. 

Stan.   Can  you  marry  her  ? 

Well.  Yes,  faith',  fo  me  lays:  her  pretty  perfon  and 
fortune,  (which,  one  with  the  other,  you  know  are  not 
contemptible)  are  both  at  my  fervice. 

Stan.  Contemptible  !  ve~y  confiderable,  egad  ;  very 
defirable ;  why  fhe's  worth  ten  thoufand  pounds,  man  ; 
a  clear  eftate  :  no  charge  upon't,  bat  a  boobily  fon  : 
He  indeed  was  to  have  half;  but  his  father  begot  him, 
and  me  breeds  him  up  not  to  know  or  have  more 'than 
me  has  a  mind  to  :  and  me  has  a  mind  to  fomething 
elfe,  it  feems. 

We'll.  There's  a  great  deal  to  be  made  c  f  this — [Mu/tng. 

Stan.  A  handiome  fortune  may  be  made  on't ;  and  I 
•advife  you  to't  by  all  means. 

Well.  To  marry  her !  an  old  wanton  witch  !  I  hate  her. 

Stan.  No  matter  for  that :  let  her  go  to  the  devil 
for  you.  She'll  cheat  her  fon  of  a  good  eftate  for  you : 
that's  a  perquiiite  of  a  widow's  portion  always. 

Well. 
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Well.  I  have  a  defign,  and  will  follow  her  atleaft, 
till  I  have  a  pennyworth  of  the  plantation. 

Stan.  I  fpeak  as  a  friend,  when  I  advife  you  to  marry 
her,  for  'tis  direftly  againft  the  intereit  of  my  own  fa- 
mily. My  coufin  Jack  has  belabour'd  her  a  good  while 
.  that  way. 

Well.  What !  honeft  Jack  !  I'll  not  hinder  him.  I'll 
give  over  the  thoughts  of  her. 

Stan.  He'll  make  nothing  on't ;  me  does  not  care 
for  him.  I'm  glad  you  have  her  in  your  power. 

Well.  I  may  be  able  to  ferve  him. 

Stan.  Here's  a  fhip  come  into  the  river ;  I  was  in 
hopes  it  had  been  from  England. 

Well.   From  England! 

Stan.  No.  I  was  difappointed ;  I  long  to  fee  this 
handfome  coufin  of  your's  :  the  pifture  you  gave  me 
of  her  has  charm'd  me. 

Well.  You'll  fee  whether  it  has  flatter'd  her  or  no., 
in  a  little  time.  If  me  recover'd  of  that  illnefs  that 
was  the  reafon  of  her  ftaying  behind  us,  I  know  me 
will  come  with  the  firft  opportunity.  We  mail  fee  her, 
or  hear  of  her  death. 

Stan.  We'll  hope  the  beft.  The  (hips  from  England 
are  expefted  every  day. 

Well.  What  fhip  is  this  ? 

Stan.  A  rover,  a  bnccaneer,  a  trader  in  flaves  : 
that's  the  commodity  we  deal  in,  you  know.  If  you 
have  a  curiofity  to  fee  our  manner  of  marketing,  Til 
wait  upon  you. 

Well.  We'll  take  my  filter  with  us.—          [Exeunt. 

SCENE,      An  open  place. 
Enter  Lieutenant-Governor  and  Blandford. 

Gw.  There's  no  refilling  your  fortune,  Blandford  ^ 
you  draw  all  the  prizes. 

Blan,  I  draw  for  our  lord  governor,  you  know,  his 
fortune  favours  me. 

Go<v.  I  grudge  him  nothing  this  time ;  but  if  for- 
tune had  favour'd  me  in  the  laft  fale,  the  fair  flave  had 
been  njijoe ;  Clement  had  been  mine. 

Blan. 
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'Elan.  Are  you  ftill  in  love  with  her  ? 

Go<v.  Every  day  more  in  love  with  her  ? 
Eater  Capt.  Driver,  teazed  and  pulled  about  by  luidonu 

Lackitt,  and  federal  planters.     Enter,  at  another  door, 

Welldon,  Lucia,  Stanmore. 

Wid.  Here  have  I  fix  flaves  in  my  lot,  and  not  a 
man  among  them  ;  all  women  and  children  ;  what  can 
I  do  with  'em,  captain  :  pray  confider  I  am  a  woman 
myfetf,  and  can't  get  my  own  flaves,  as  fome  of  my 
neighbours  do. 

\Jt  Plant.  I  have  all  men  in  mine :  pray,  captain,  let 
the  men  and  women  be  mingled  together,  for  procrea- 
tion fake,  and  the  good  of  the  plantation. 

id  Plant.  Ay,  ay,  a  man  and  a  woman,  captain,  for 
the  good  of  the  plantation. 

Capt.  Let  them  mingle  together,  and  be  damn'd, 
what  care  I :  would  you  have  me  a  pimp  for  the  good  of 
the  plantation  ? 

\ft  Plant.  I  am  a  conftant  cuftomer,  captain. 

Wid.  I  am  always  ready  money  to  you,  captain. 

ift  Plant.  For  that  matter,  miitrefs,  my  money  is  as 
ready  as  yours. 

Wid.  Fray  hear  me,  captain. 

Capt.  Look  you,  I  have  done  my  part  by  you ;  I 
have  brought  the  number  of  flaves  I  bargain'd  for ;  if 
your  lots  have  not  pleas'd  you,  you  muft  draw  again 
among  yourfelves. 

3</  Plant.  I  am  contented  with  my  lot. 

4/£  Plant.  I  am  very  well  fatisfy'd. 

id  Plant.  We'll  have  no  drawing  again. 

Capt.  Do  you  hear,  miltrefs  ?  you  may  hold  your 
tongue  :  for  my  part  I  expecl  my  money. 

Wid.  Captain,  nobody  queftions  or  fcruplcs  the 
payment :  but  I  won't  hold  my  tongue  ;  'tis  too  much 
to  pray  and  pay  too  :  one  may  fpeak  for  one's  own  I 
hope. 

Capt.  Well,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

Wid.  I  fay  no  more  than  I  can  make  out. 

Caft.  Out  with  it  then. 

Wid.  I  fay,  things  have  not  been  fo  fair  carried  as 

they 
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they  might  have  been.  How  do  I  know  but  you  have 
juggled  together  in  my  abfence  ?  You  drew  the  lots 
before  I  came,  I'm  fure. 

Capt.  That's  your  own  fault,  miftrefs,  you  might 
have  come  fooner. 

Wid.  Then  here's  a  prince,  as  they  fay,  among  the 
•flaves,  and  you  fet  him  down  to  go  as  a  common  man. 

Capt.  Have  you  a  mind  to  try  what  a  man  he  is  ? 
You'll  find  him  no  more  than  a  common  man  at  your 
bufinefs. 

Wid.  Sir,  you're  a  fcurvy  fellow  to  talk  at  this  rate 

•  to  me.     If  my  hufband  were  alive,  gadfbodykins  you 
would  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Capt.  Right,  miftrefs,  I  would  not  ufe  you  at  all. 

Wid.  Not  ufe  me!  your  betters  every  inch  of  you,  I 
would  have  you  to  know,  would  be  glad  to  ufe  me,  fir- 
rah.  Marry  come  up  here,  who  are  you  I  trow?  You 
begin  to  think  yourfelf  a  captain,  forfooth,  becaufe  we 
call  you  fo.  You  forget  yourfelf  as  faft  as  you  can  ;  but 
I  remember  you ;  I  know  you  for  a  pitiful  paltry  fel- 
'  low  as  you  are,  an  upftart  to  profperity  ;  one  that  is 
but  juft  come  acquainted  with  cleanlinefs,  and  that  ne- 
ver faw  five  {hillings  of  your  own  without  deferving 
to  be  hang'd  for  'em. 

Go<v.  She  has  given  you  a  broadlide,  captain  ;  you'll 
(land  up  to  her. 

Capt.  Hang  her,  '  ftink-pot,'  I'll  come  no  nearer. 

Wid.  By  this  good  light  it  would  make  a  woman  do 
a  thing  me  never  defined  ;  marry  again,  though  me 
were  fuve  -to  repent  it,  and  be  revenged  of  fuch  a 

7.  Stan.  What's  the  matter,  Mrs.  Lackitt,  can  I  ferve 
you  ? 

Wid.  No,  no,  you  can't  ferve  me  :  you  are  for  ferv- 

•  ing  ycurfelf,  I'm  fure.     Pray  go  about  your  bufinefs,  I 
have  none  for  you:  you  know,  I  have  told  you  fo. 
Lord  !  how  can  you  be  fo  troublefome  ;  nay  fo  Uncon- 
fcionable,  to  think  that  every  rich  widow  muft  throw 
herfelf  away  upon  a  young  fellow  that  has  nothing  ? 

Stan.  Jack,  you  are  anfwer'd,  I  fuppofe. 
7.  Stan.  J'll  have  another  pluck  at  her. 

Wid. 
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-  Wid.  Mr.  Welldon,  I  am  a  little  out  of  order;  but 
pray  bring  your  lifter  to  dine  with  me.  Gad's  my  life, 
I'm -out  .of  all  patience  with  that  pitiful  fellow:  my 
fleih  rifes  at  him;  I  can't  ftay  in  the  place  where  he 
is [Exit. 

Blan.  Captain,  you  have  ufed  the  widow  very  fami- 
liarly. 

Capt.  This  is  my  way  ;  I  have  no  defign,  and  there- 
fore am  not  over-civil.  If  fhe  had  ever  a  handfome 
daughter  to  wheedle  her  out  of;  or  if  I  could  make 
•any  thing  cf  her  booby  fon 

Well.  1  may  improve  that  hint,  and  make  fome- 
thingofhim.  ,  \AJide. 

Gov.   She's  very  rich. 

Capt.  I'm  rich  myfelf.  She  has  nothing  that  I  want ; 
I  have  no  leaks  to  flop.  Old  women  are  fortune- 
menders.  I  have  made  a  good  voyage,  and  would  reap 
the  fruits  of  my  labour.  We  plow  the  deep,  my 
mailers,  but  our  harvell  is  on  more.  I  am  for  a  young 
woman . 

Stan.  Look  about,  captain,  there's  one  ripe,  and 
-ready  for  the  fickle. 

Capt.  A  woman  indeed  :  I  will  be  acquainted  with 
her  :   who  is  fhe  ? 
•      Well.  My  filter,   fir. 

Capt.  Would  I  were  a-kin  to  her:  if  fhe  were  my 
fitter,  fhe  mould  never  go  out  of  the  family.  What  fay 
you,  miftrefs  r  you  expecl  I  mould  marry  you,  I  fuppofe. 

Luc.  I  (han't  be  difappointed,  if  you  don't. 

\Turning  aivay. 

Well.  She  won't-  break  her  heart,  fir. 

Capt.  But  I  mean [Follciving  her. 

Well.  And  I  mean —  [Going  between  tim  and Lt\\z\a.. 
That  you  muft  not  think  of  her  without  marrying. 

Capt.  I  mean  fo  too. 

Well.  Why  then  your  meaning's  out. 

Capt.  You're  very  fhort. 

Well.  I  will  grow,  and  be  taller  for  you. 

Capt.  1  fhall  grow  angry  and  fwear. 

Well.  You'll  catch  no'fifh  then. 

Capt. 


16  O    R    O    O    N    O    K    O: 

Capt.  1  don't  well  know  whether  he  defigns  to  af- 
front me,  or  no. 

Stan.  No,  no,  he's  a  little  familiar ;  'tis  his  way. 

Caft,  Say  you  fo  r  nay,  I  can  be  as  familiar  as  he,  if 
that  be  it.  Well,  fir,  look  upon  me  full.  What  fay 
you  ?  how  do  you  like  me  for  a  brother-in-law  ? 

Well.  Why  yes,  faith,  you'll  do  my  bufinefs,  \fTurni- 
ing  kirn  about. ~\  if  we  can  agree  about  my  filter's. 

Capt.  I  don't  know  whether  your  fifter  will  like  me, 
or  not :  I  can't  fay  much  to  her  ;  but  I  have  money 
enough  :  and  if  you  are  her  brother,  as  you  feem  to  be 
a-kin  to  her,  I  know  that  will  recommend  me  to  you. 

Well.  This  is  your  market  for  (laves  ;  my  filter  is  a 
free  woman,  and  muft  not  be  difpofed  of  in  public. 
You  mall  be  welcome  to  my  houfe,  if  you  pleafe  :  and, 
upon  better  acquaintance,  if  my  filler  likes  you,  andi 
like  your  offers 

Ca^t.  Very  well,  fir,  I'll  come  and  fee  her. . 

Gcv.  Where  are  the  flaves,  captain?  they  are  long 
a  coming. 

Elan.  And  who  is  this  prince  that's  fall'n  to  my  lot 
for  the  lord  governor  ?  let  me  know  fomething  of  him, 
that  I  may  treat  him  accordingly,  who  is  he  ? 

Capt.  He's  the  devil  of  a  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  ?  a 
prince  every  inch  of  him  :  you  have  paid  dear  enough 
for  him,  for  all  the  good  he'll  do  you  :  I  was  forc'd  to 
clap  him  in  irons,  and  did  not  think  the  (hip  fate  neither. 
You  are  in  hoftility  with  the  Indians,  they  fay,  they 
threaten  you  daily  :  you  had  beft  have  an  eye  upon 
him. 

Blan.  But  who  is  he  ? 

Go<u.  And  how  do  you  know  htm  to  be  a  prince  ? 

Capt.  He  is  fon  and  heir  to  the  great  king  of  Angola, 
a  mifchievous  monarch  in  thofe  parts,  who,  by  his  good 
will,  would  never  let  any  of  his  neighbours  be  in  quiet. 
This  fon  was  his  general,  a  plaguy  fighting  fellow.  I 
have  formerly  had  dealings  with  him  for  flaves,  which 
he  took  prifoners,  and  have  got  pretty  roundly  by  him. 
But  the  wars  being  at  an  end,  and  nothing  more  to  be 
got  by  the  trade  of  that  country,  I  made  .bold  to  bring 
the  prince  along  with  me. 

Gev- 
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frov.  How  could  you  do  that  ? 

Blan.  What !  fteal  a  prince  out  of  his  own  country  T 
impoffible  \ 

Caft.  'Twas  hard  indeed  j  but  I  did  it.  You  mufB 
know  this  Oroonoko 

Blan.  Is  that  his  name  ? 

Capt.    Ay,   Oroonoko* 

Go<v.   OrocnoKO. 

Capt.  Is  naturally  inquifitive  about  the  men  and  man- 
ners of  the  white  nafions.  Becaufe  I  could  give  him 
fome  account  of  the  other  parts  of  the  world,  I  grew 
very  much  into  his  favour :  in  return  of  fb  great  an  ho- 
nour, you  know,  I  cowld  do  no  lefs,  upon  my  coming 
away,  than  invite  him  on  board  me :  never  having  been 
in  a  fhip,  he  appointed  his  time,  and  I  prepared  my  en- 
tertainment ;  he  came  the  next  evening,  as  private  as  he 
could,  with  about  fome  twenty  along  with  him.  The 
punch  went  round ;  and  as  many  of  his  attendants  as 
would  be  dangerous,  I  fent  dead  drunk  on  Iriore  ;  the 
reft  we  fecured ;  and  fo  you  have  the  prince  Oroonoko. 

1/1 *  Plant.  Gad-a-mercy,  captain,  there  you  were 
with  him,  i'faith. 

zd  Plant.  Such  men  as  you  are  fit  to  be  employed  in 
public  affairs :  the  plantation  will  thrive  by  you. 

3</  Plant.  Induftry  ought  to  be  encouraged. 

Capt.  There's  nothing  done  without  it,  boys.  I  have 
made  my  fortune  this  way. 

Blan.  Unheard  of  villainy  ! 

Stan,  Barbarous  treachery  ! 

Blan.  They  applaud  him  for't. 

GOT/.  But,, captain,  methinksyou  have  taken  a  great 
deal  of  pains  for  this  prince  Oroonoko;  why  did  you  part 
with  him  at  the  common  rate  of  flaves  ? 

Capt.  Why,  Lieutenant-Governor,  I'll  tell  you,! 
did  defign  to  carry  him  to  England,  to  have  fhow'd  him 
there;  but  I  found  him  troublefome  upon  my  hands, 

and  I'm  glad  I'm  rid  of  him Oh,  oh,  hark,  they 

come. 

Black  Slaves,  men,  women,  and  children,  pafs  acrofs  the 
ftage  by  two  and  two  ;  Aboan,  and  others  of  Oroo- 

noko?.r 
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noko'/  attendants,  two  and  two  :  Oroonoko  laji  of  all 
in.  chains. 

Luc.  Are  all  thefe  wretches  flaves  ? 
;     Stan.  All  fold,  they  and  their  pofterity,  all  flaves. 
Luc.  O  miferable  fortune  ! 

Blan.  Moil  of  them  know  no  better  ;  they  were  born 
fo,  and  only  change  their  matters.  But  a  prince,  born 
only  to  command,  betray'd  and  fold  !  my  heart  drops 
.blood  for  him. 

;     Capt.  Now,  Governor,  here  he  comes,  prayobferve 
him. 

Qro.  So,  fir,  you  have  kept  your  word  with  me. 
Capt.  I  am  a  better  Chriftian,  I  thank  you,  than  to 
keep  it  with  a  heathen. 

.     Oro.  You  are  a  Chriftian,  be  a  Chriftian  ftill  ; 
:If  you  have  any  God  that  teaches  you 
•To  break  your  word,  I  need  not  curfe  you  more  : 
Let  him  cheat  you,  as  you  are  falfe  to  me. 
:You  faithful  followers  of  my  better  fortune, 
We  have  been  fellow-foldiers  in  the  field  ; 

[Embracing  his  friends, 

Now  we  are  fellow-flaves.     This  laft  farewel, 
.Be  fare  of  one  thing  that  will  comfort  us, 
Whatever  world  we  are  next  thrown  upon 
Cannot  be  worfe  than  this. 

'.  \_All  Jla<ves  go  off  but  Oroonoko. 

Capt.  You  fee  what  a  bloody  pagan  he  is,  Governor, 
but  1  took  care  that  none  of  his  followers  Ihould  be  in  the 
fame  lot  with  him,  for  fear  they  mould  undertake  fome 
defperate  action,  to  the  danger  of  the  colony. 

Oro.  Live  ftill  in  fear  ;  it  is  the  villain's  curfe, 
And  will  revenge  my  chains  ;  fear  even  me", 
Who  have  no  power  to  hurt  thee.     Nature  abhors, 
And  drives  thee  out  from  the  fociety 
•And  commerce  of  mankind,  for  breach  of  faith. 
Men  live  and  profper  but  in  mutual  truft, 
A  confidence  of  one  another's  truth  : 
That  thou  haft  violated.     I  have  done ; 
I  know  my  fortune,  and  fubmit  to  it. 

Go<v.  Sir,  I  am  forry  for  your  fortune,  and  would 
•help  it,  if  I  could. 

Elan. 
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Eland.  Take  off  his  chains.  You  know  your  condi- 
tion ;  but  you  are  fallen  into  honourable  hands:  you 
r  re  the  Lord  Governor's  flave,  who  will  ufe  you  nobly : 
in  his  abfence  it  {hall  be  my  cnre  to  ferve  you. 

[Blandford  applying  to  him. 

Oro.  I  hear  you,  but  I  can  believe  no  more. 

•  GO--J.  Captain,  I'm  afraid  the  world  won't  fpeak  fo 
honourable  of  this  a&ion  of  yours,  as  you  would  have 
them. 

Capt.  I  have  the  money,  let  the  world  fpeak  and  be 
damn'd,  I  care  not. 

Oro.  1  would  forget -myfelf.  Be  fatisfied     [70  Blan. 
I  am  above  the  rank  of  common  flaves. 
Let  that  content  you.  TheChniHan  there  that  knows  me, 
For  his  own  fake  will  not  di (cover  more. 

Capt.  I  have  other  matters  to  mind.  You  have  him, 
and  much  good  may  do  you  with  your  prince.       [Exit. 
'The  planters  pulling  and  flaring  at  Oroonoko. 

•  Blan.  What  would  you  have  there?  you  Itare  as  if 
you  never  faw  a  man  before.     Stand  farther  off. 

[Turns  'gm  away. 
Oro.  Let  'em  ftare  on. 
I  am  unfortunate,  but  not  afliam'd 
Of  being  fo  :  No,  let  the  guilty  blufh, 
The  white  man  that  betray'd  me  :  honcft  black 
Difdains  to  change  its  colour.     I  am  ready  : 
Where  muft  I  go  ?  difpofe  me  as  you  pleafe, 
I  ?.m  not  well  acquainted  with  my  fortune, 
But  muft  learn  to  know  it  better  :  fo  I  know,  you  fay, 
Degrees  make  all  things  eafy. 

•  Blan.  All  things  mall  be  eafy. 

Oro.  Tear  off  this  pomp,  and  let  me  know  myfelf  .- 
The  flavifh  habit  beft  becomes  me  now. 
Hard  ntte,  and  whips,  and  chains  may  overpow'r 
The  frailer  fiefh,  and  bo\v  my  body  down  : 
But  there's  another,  nobler  part  of  me, 
Out  of  your  reach,  which  you  can  never  tame. 

Blan.  You  fnall  find  nothing  of  this  wretchednefs 
You  apprehend.     We  are  not  monfters  all. 
You  fcem  unwilling  to  difclofe  yourfelf : 
Therefore,  for  fear  the  mentioning  your  name 

Should 
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Should  give  you  new  difquiets,  I  prefume 
To  call  you  Cxfar. 

Oro.  I  am  myfelf ;  but  call  me  what  you  plea/e. 

Stan.  A  very  good  name  Cecfar. 

Goii.  And  very  fit  for  his  character. 

Oro.  Was  Ceefar  then  a  flave  ? 

Gov.  I  think  he  was  ;  to  pirates  too  ?  he  was  a  great 
conqueror,  but  unfortunate  in  his  friends  • 

Oro.  His  friends  were  chriltians  •?. 

JB/aa.  No. 

Oro.  No  !  that's  ftrange. 

Go-v.  And  murder'd  by  'em. 

Oro.  I  would  be  C^/cr  then.     Yet  I  will  live. 

.£?/*«.  Live  to  be  happier. 

Oro.  Do  what  you  will  with  me.- 

Blan.  I  will  wait  upon  you,  attend,  and  ferve  you. 
[Exit  'with  Oroonoko, 

Luc.  Well,  if  the  captain  had  brought  this  prince's 
country  along  with  him,  and  would  make  me  queen  of 
it,  I  would  not  have  him,  after  doing  fo  bafe  a  thing. 

Well.  He's  a  man  to  thrive  in  the  world,  filter  : 
He'll  make  you  the  better  jointure. 

Luc.  Hang  him,  nothing  can  profper  with  him. 

Stan.  Enquire  into  the  great  eftates,  and  you'll  find 
moft  of  them  depend  upon  the  fame  title  of  honefty  : 
the  men  who  raife  'em  nrft  are  much  of  the  captain's 
principles. 

Well.  Ay,  ay,  as  you  fay,  let  him  be  damn'd  for  the 
good  of  his  family.  Come,  lifter,  we  are  invited  to 
dinner. 

Gc-v.  Sfaanutre,  you  dine  with  me.  [Exeunt.. 

' 
• 

ACT        IL 

SCENE,     Widow  Lackitt'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Widow  Lackitt  and  Welldon. 

Well.  '"T~*HIS  is  fo  great  a  favour,  I  don't  know  how 

\_        to  receive  it. 
Wid.  O  dear  fir  !  you  know  how  to  receive,  and  how. 
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to  return  a  favour  as  well  as  any  body,  I  don't  doubt  it : 
'tis  not  the  firft  you  have  had  from  our  fex,  I  fuppofe. 

Well.  But  this  is  fo  unexpected. 

Wid.  Lord,  how  can  you  fay  fo,  Mr.  Welldon  ?  I 
won't  believe  you.  Don't  I  know  you  handfome  gen- 
tlemen expeft  every  thing  a  woman  can  do  for  you"? 
and  by  my  troth  you're  in  the  right  on't.  I  think  one 
can't  do  too  much  for  a  handfome  gentleman  ;  and 
fo  you  mall  find  it. 

Well.  I  mall  never  have  fuch  an  offer  again,  that's 
certain  :  what  mall  I  do  ?  I  am  mightily  divided — 

[Pretending  a  concern. 

Wid.  Divided :  O  dear,  I  hope  not  fo,  fir :  if  I 
marry,  truly  I  expeft  to  have  you  to  myfelf. 

Well.  There's  no  danger  of  that,  Mrs.  Lackitt.  I  am 
divided  in  my  thoughts :  my  father  upon  his  death- 
bed obliged  me  to  fee  my  fitter  difpofed  of,  before  I 
married  myfelf.  'Tis  that  (licks; upon  me.  They  fay 
indeed  promifes  are  to  be  broken  or  kept ;  and  I  know 
'tis  a  foolifh  thing  to  be  tied  to  a  promife ;  but  -I  can't 
help  it.  I  don't  know  how  to^et  rid  of  it. 

Wid.  Is  that  all'? 

Well.  All  in  all  to  me.  The  commands  of  a  dying 
Father,  you  know,  ought  to  be  obey'd. 

Wid.  And  fo  they  may. 

Well.  Impofllble  to  do  me  any  good. 

•Wid.  They  fhan't' be  your  hindrance.  You  wou'd 
have  a  huftand  for  your  fitter,  you  fay:  he  muft  be 
very  well  to  pafs  tooin  the  world,  I  fuppofe. 

•Well.  I  would  not  throw  her  away. 

Well.  Then  marry  her  out  of  hand  to  the  fea-cap- 
tain  you  were  fpeaking  of. 

Well.  I  was  thinking  of  him,  but  'tis  to  no  pur- 
•pofe  ;  (he  hates  him. 

Wid.  Does  (he  hate  him  ?  nay,  'tis  no  matter,  an 
impudent  rafcal  as  he  is,  I  would  not  advife  her  to 
marry  him. 

Well.  Can  you  think  cf  nobody  elfe  ? 

Wid,  Let  me  fee. 

Well. 
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Well.  Ay,  pray  do,  I  fhould  be  loth  to  part  with  my 
good  fortune  in  you  for  fo  fmall  a  matter  as  a  filler  : 
but  you  find  how  it  is  with  me. 

Wid.  Well  remember'd,  i'faith :  well,  if  I  thought 
you  would  like  of  it,  I  have  a  hufband  for  her :  what 
do  you  think  of  my  fon  ? 

Well.  You  don't  think  of  it  yourfelf. 

Wid.  I  protefl  but  I  do :  I  am  in  earneft,  if  you  are 
he  mail  marry  her  within  this  half  hour,  if  you'll  give 
your  ccnfent  to  it. 

Well.  I  give  my  confent !  I'll  anfwer  for  my  fifter, 
me  (hall  have  him :  You  may  be  fure  I  mail  be  glad  to 
get  over  the  difficulty. 

Wid.  No  more  to  be  faid  then,  that  difficulty  is  over; 
but  I  vow  and  fwear  you  frighten'd  me,  Mr.  Welldon. 
If  I  had  not  had  a  fon  now  fcr  your  filler,  what  muft  I 
have  done,  do  you  think?  Were  not  you  an  ill-natur'd 
thing  to  boggle  at  a  promife  ?  I  could  break  twenty  for 
you. 

Well.  I  am  the  more  obliged  to  you  :  but  this  fort 
will  fave  all. 

Wid.  He's  in  the  houfe  ;  I'll  go  and  bring  him  my- 

felf.  [Going. ~\  You  would  do  well  to  break  the  bufi- 

nefs  to  your  fifter:  She's  within,  I'll  fend  her  to  you— 

[Going  again,  comes  back. 

Well.  Pray  do.    - 

Wid.  But  d'you  hear  r  perhaps  flie  may  Hand  upon  her 
maidenly  behaviour,  and  Siluih,  and  play  the  fool,  and 
delay  :  but  don't  be  anfwer'd  fo  :  what !  fhs  is  not  ^ 
girl  at  thefe  years  :  fLew  your  authority,  and  tell  her 
roundly,  me  muft  be  married  immediately.  I'll  manage 
my  fon,  I  warrant  you {Goes  out  in  hujte. 

Well.  The  widow's  in  hafte,  I  fee  :  I  thought  I  had 
laid  a  rub  in  the  road,  about  my  filler  :  but  me  has 
flcpp'd  over.  that.  She's  making  way  for  herfelf  as  faft 
as  me  can  ;  but  little  thinks  where  (he  is  going:  I  could 
tell  her  me  is  going  to  play  the  fool :  but  people  don't 
love  to  heai  of  their  faults  :  beiides,  that  is  not  my  bu- 
fmefs  at  prefent. 

Enter  Lucia. 
So,  fifter,  I  have  a  hufband  for  you 

3  '  Luc. 
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Luc.  With   all  my  heart.  I  don't  know  what  con- 
finement marriage  may  be  to  the  men,  but  I'm  fure  the 
women  have  no  liberty  without  it.    I'm  for  any  thing1    - 
that  will  deliver  me  from  the  care  of  a  reputation,  which 
I  begin  to  find  impoffible  to  preferve. 

Well.  I'll  eafe  you  of  that  care  :  you  muft  be  married 
immediately. 

Luc.  The  fooner  the  better;  for  I  am  quite  tir'd  of 
fetting  up  for  a  hufband.  The  widow's  feolifh  fon  is 
the  man,  I  fuppofc. 

Well.  I  confider'dyour  con ftitution,  lifter ;  and,  find- 
ing you  would  have  occafion  for  a  fool,  I  have  pro- 
vided accordingly. 

Luc.  I  don't  know  what  occafion  I  may  have  for  a. 
fool  when  I'm  married :  but  I  find  none  but  fools  have 
occafion  to  marry, 

Well.  Since  he  is  to  be  a  fool  then,  I  thought  it  better 
for  you  to  have  one  of  his  mother's  making  than  your 
own  ;  'twill  fave  you  the  trouble. 

Luc .  I  thank  you  ;  you  take  a  great  deal  of  pains  for 
me  :  but,  pray  tell  me,  what  you  are  doing  foryourfelf 
all  this  while  ? 

Well.  You  are  never  true  to  your  own  fecrets,  and 
therefore  I  won't  truft  you  with  mine.  Only  remember 
this,  I  am  your  eldeft  fitter,  and  confequently,  laying 
my  breeches  afide,  have  as  much  occafion  for  a  hufband 
as  you  can  have.  I  have  a  man  in  my  eye,  be  fatisfy'd. 

Enter  Widow  Lackitt,  luitb  her  Son  Daniel. 
Wid.  Come  Daniel,  hold  up  thy  head,  child  :  look 
like  a  man  :  You  muft  not  take  it  as  you  have  done'. 
Gad's  my  life  !  there's  nothing  to  be  done  with  twirling 
your  hat,  man. 

Dan.  Why,  mother,  what's  to  be  done  then  ? 
Wid.  Why  look  me  in  the  face,  and  mind  what  I  fay 
to  you. 

Dan.  Marry,  who's  the  fool  then  ?  What  (hall  I  get 
by  minding  what  you  foy  to  me? 

Wid.  Mrs.  Lucyt  the  boy  is  baftiful,  don't  difcourage 

him  ;  pray  come  a  little  forward,  and  let  him  faluteyoii. 

\Going  between  Lucy  and  Daniel. 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Afinehufbandl  am  to  have  truly.  [To  Welldon. 

Wid.  Come  Daniel,  you  mult  be  acquainted  with 
this  gentlewoman. 

Dan.  Nay  I'm  not  proud,  that  is  not  my  fault :  I  am 
prefently  acquainted  when  I  know  the  company  :  but 
this  gentlewoman  is  a  ftranger  to  me. 

Wid.  She  is  your  miftrefs,  I  have  fpoke  a  good  word 
for  you  ;  make  her  a  bow,  and  go  and  kifs  her. 

Dan.  Kifs  her  !  have  a  care  what  you  fay  ;  I  war- 
rant (he  fcorns  your  words.  Such  fine  folks  are  not  us'd 
to  be  flopp'd  and  kifs'd.  Do  you  think  I  don't  know 
that,  mother  I 

Wid.  Try  her,  try  her,  man,  [Daniel  bo--vjs,Jhethruftf 
him  forward}  Why  that's  well  done  ;  go  nearer  her. 

Dan.  Is  the  devil  in  the  woman  ?  Why  fo  1  can  go 
nearer  her,  if  you  would  let  a  body  alone.  [To  bis  Mo- 
ther] Cry  your  mercy,  forfooth  ;  my  mother  is  always 
ihaming  one  before  company :  fhe  would  have  me  as 
unmannerly  as  herfelf,  and  offer  to  kifs  you.  [To  Lucia. 

Well.  Why  won't  you  kifs  her  ? 

Dan.  Why,  pray  may  I. 

Well.  Kifs  her,  kifs  her,  man. 

Dan.  Marry,  and  I  will,  [Kijfis  her.]  gadfooks  ;  me 
kifles  rarely,  an'  pleafe  you,  miilrefs,  and,  feeing  my 
mother  will  have  it  fo,  I  don't  much  care  if  I  kifs  you 
again,  forfooth.  [Kijfes  her  again. 

Luc.  Weil,  how  do  you  like  me  now  ? 

Dan.  Like  you  ?  marry  I  don't  know,  you  have  be- 
witched me,  I  think :  I  was  never  fo  in  my  born  days 
before. 

Wid.  You  muft  marry  this  fine  woman,  Daniel. 

Dan.  Hey  day !  marry  her  !  I  was  never  married  in 
all  my  life.  What  muft  I  do  with  her  then,  mother  ? 

Wid.  You  muft  live  with  her,  eat  and  drink  with 
her,  go  to  bed  with  her,  and  fleep  with  her. 

Dan.  Nay,  marry,  if  I  muft  go  to  bed  with  her,  Ifhall 
never  fleep,  that's  certain  ;  flie'll  break  me  of  my  reft, 
quite  and  clean,  I  tell  you  before  hand.  As  for  eating 
and  drinking  with  her,  why  I  havea  good  llomach,  and 
can  play  my  part  in  any  company.  But  how  do  you 
think  I  can  go  to  bed  to  a  woman  I  don't  know  ? 

W<IL 


mure  to  go  co  oeu  wun  ner. 
lere's  a  good  child,  go  in  and  put  on  thy 
;  pluck  up  a  fpirit,  I'll  Hay  in  the  room 
ihe  won't  hurt  thee,  I  warrant  thee. 
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Well.  You  mall  know  her  better. 

Dan.  Say  you  fo,  fir  ? 

IV ell.  Kifs  her  again.  [Daniel  kijjes  Lucy. 

Dan.  Nay,  killing  I  find  will  make  us  prefentiy 
acquainted.  We'll  fteal  into  a  corner  to  practice  a 
little,  and  then  I  fliall  be  able  to  do  any  thing. 

Well.  The  young  man  mends  a-pace. 

Wid.  Pray  don't  baulk  him. 

Dan.  Mother,  mother,  if  you'll  ftay  in  the  room 
by  me,  and  promife  not  to  leave  me,  I  don't  care  for 
once  if  1  venture  to  go  to  bed  with  her. 

Wid.  There 
beft  cloaths 
by  thee.     She  won' 

Dan.  Nay,  as  to  that  matter  I  am  not  afraid  of  her  : 
I'll  give  her  as  good  as  me  brings.  I  have  a  Rowland 
for  her  Oliver,  and  fo  thou  may  tell  her.  [Exit. 

Wid.  Mrs.  Lucia,  we  fhan't  Hay  for  you :  you  are 
in  readinefs,  I  fuppofe. 

Well.  She  is  always  ready  to  do  what  I  would  have 
her,  I  muft  fay  that  for  my  filler. 

Wid.  'Twill  be  her  own  another  day,  Mr.  Welld(Mt 
veil  marry  'em  out  of  hand,  and  then— — 

Well.  And  then,  Mrs.  Lackitt,  look  to  yourfelf      •• 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Oroonoko  and  Blandford. 

'  Oro.  You  grant  I  have  good  reafon  to  fufpecl 
*  All  the  profeflions  you  can  make  to  me. 

'   Elan.  Indeed  you  have. 

'  Oro.  The  dog  that  fold  me  did  profefs  as  much 

As  you  can  do— —but  yet,  I  know  not  why — 

Whether  it  is  bccaufe  I'm  fall  B  fo  low, 

And  have  no  more  to  fear — that  is  not  it : 

1  am  a  flave  no  longer  than  I  pleafe. 

'Tis  fomething  nobler— being  juft  myfelf, 

|  am  inclining  to  think  others  fo : 

'Tis  that  prevails  upon  me  to  believe  you. 

'  Elan.  You  may  believe  me. 

*  Oro.  I  do  believe  you. 

B  *  From 
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'  From  what  I  know  of  you,  you  are  no  fool : 
'  Fools  only  are  the  knaves,  and  live  by  tricks  : 
'  Wife  men  may  thrive  without  'em,  and  be  honeft. 

*  Elan.  They  won't  all  take  your  Counfel  .\_JlJtde? 

Oro.  '  You  know  my  ftory,  and'  you  fay  you  are 
A  friend  to  my  misfortunes  :  that's  a  name 
Will  teach  you  what  you  owe  yourfelf  and  me. 

Blan.  I'll  ftudy  to  deferve  to  be  your  friend. 
When  once  our  noble  governor  arrives, 
With  him  you  will  not  need  my  intereft  : 
He  is  too  generous  not  to  feel  your  wrongs. 
But  be  aflur'd  I  will  employ  my  povv'r, 
And  find  the  means  to  fend  you  home  again. 

Oro.  I  thank  you,  fir.—  My  honeft,  wretched  friends ! 

[Sighing, 

Their  chains  are  heavy :  they  have  hardly  found 
So  kind  a  mafter.     May  I  afk  you,  fir, 
What  is  become  of  them  :  Perhaps  I  mould  not, 
You  will  forgive  a  ftranger. 

Blan.  I'll  enquire. 

And  ufemy  beft  endeavours,  where  they  are, 
To  have  'em  gently  us'd. 

Oro.  Once  more  I  thank  you. 
You  offer  every  cordial  that  can  keep 
My  hopes  alive,  to  wait  a  better  day. 
What  friendly  care  can  do,  you  have  apply'd  ; 
But  oh  !  I  have  a  grief  admits  no  cure. 

Blan.   You  do  not  know,  fir 

Oro.  Can  you  raife  the  dead  ? 
Purfue  and  overtake  the  wings  of  Time  ? 
And  bring  about  again  the  hours,  the  day?, 
The  years  that  made  me  happy  .' 

Blan.  That  is  not  to  be  done. 

Oro.  No,  there  is  nothing  to  be  done  for  me. 

[Kneeling  and  kijfing  the  earth. 
Thou  God  ador'd  !  thou  ever-glorious  fun  ! 
If  Hie  be  yet  on  earth,  fend  me  a  beam 
Of  thy  all-feeing  pow'r  to  light  me  to  her  : 
Or,  if  thy  filter  goddefs  has  preferr'd 
Her  beauty  to  the  Ikies,  to  be  a  liar  : 

OteJl 
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O  tell  me  where  Ihe  mines,  tha   I  may  iland 
Whole  nights,  and  gaze  upon  her. 

Blan.  I  am  rude,  and  interrupt  you. 

Oro    I  am  troublefome  : 

But  pray  give  me  your  pardon.     My  fwoll'n  heart 
Burft  out  itspafTage,   and  I  muft  complain. 

0  !  can  you  think  of  nothing  dearer  to  me  ? 
Dearer  than  liberty,  my  country,  friends, 
Much  dearer  than  my  life,  that  I  have  loft     • 
The  tend'reft  bed  belov'd,  and  loving  wife. 

Blan.  Alas  !  I  pity  you. 

Oro.  Do  pity  me  : 

Pity's  a-kin  to  love  ;  and  every  thought 
Of  that  foft  kind  is  welcome  to  my  foul. 

1  would  be  pity'd  here. 

Blan.  I  dare  net  afk 

More  than  you  pleafe  to  tell  me  :  But,  if  you 
Think  it  convenient  to  let  me  know 
Your  ftory,  I  dare  promife  you  to  bear 
A  part  in  your  diftrefs,  if  not  aflift  you. 

Oro.  Thou  honeft-hearted  man !  I  wanted  fuch, 
Juft  fuch  a  friend  as  thou  art,  that  would  fit 
Still  as  the  night,  and  let  me  talk  whole  days 
Of  my  Imoinda.     O  !  I'll  tell  thee  all 
From  firir  to  laft ;  and  pray  obferve  me  well. 

Blan.  I  will  moft  heedfully. 

Oro.  There  was  a  flranger  r\  my  father's  court, 
Valu'd  and  honour'd  much  :  He  was  a  white, 
The  firft  I  ever  faw  of  your  complexion  : 
He  chang'd  his  God  for  ours,  and  fo  grew  great ; 
Of  many  virtues,  and  fo  fam'd  in  arms, 
He  ftill  commanded  all  my  father's  wars. 
I  was  bred  under  him.     One  fatal  day, 
The  armies  joining,  he  before  me  flepp'd. 
Receiving  in  his  breaft  a  poifon'd  dart 
Levell'd  at  me  ;  he  dy'd  within  my  arms. 
I've  tir'd  you  already. 

Blan.  Pray  go  on. 

Oro.  He  left  an  only  daughter,  whom  he  brought 
An  infant  to  Angola.     When  I  came 

B  2  Back 
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Back  to  the  court,  a  happy  conqueror, 
Humanity  oblig'd  me  to  condole 
With  this  fad  virgin  for  a  father's  lofs, 
Loft  for  my  fafety.     J  prefented  her 
With  all  the  (laves  of  battle,  to  atone 
Her  father's  ghoft.     But,  when  I  faw  her  face, 
And  heard  her  fpeak,   I  effer'd  up  myfelf 
To  be  the  facrifice.     She  bow'd  and  blufh'd  : 
I  wonder'd  arid  ador'd.     The  facred  pow'r, 
That  had  fubdu'd  me,  then  infpir'd  my  tongue, 
Inclin'd  her  heart,  and  all  our  talk  was  love. 
Elan.  Then  you  were  happy. 
Oro.  O  !  I  was  too  happy. 

I  marry'd  her  :  And,  though  my  country's  cuftom 
Lndulg'd  the  privilege  of  many  wives, 
I  fwore  myfelf  never  to  know  but  her. 
She  grew  with  child,  and  I  grew  happier  ftilk 
O  my  Imoinda  !  but  it  could  not  lall. 
Her  fatal  beauty  reach'd  my  father's  ears  : 
He  fent  for  her  to  court,  where,  curfed  court ! 
No  woman  comes  but  for  his  amorous  ufe. 
He  raging  to  paffefs  her,  fiie  was  forc'd 
To  own  herfelf  my  wife.     The  furious  king 
Started  at  inceft  :  but,  grown  defperate, 
Not  daring  to  enjoy  what  he  defir'd, 
In  mad  revenge  (which  I  could  never  learn) 
He  poifon'd  her,  or  fent  her  far,  far  off, 
Far  from  my  hopes  ever  to  fee  her  more. 

Elan.  Moil  barbarous  of  fathers  !  the  fad  tale 
Has  ftruck  me  dumb  with  wonder. 

Oro.  I  have  done. 

I'll  trouble  you  no  farther  :  Now  and  then 
A  figh  will  have  its  way  :  That  mall  be  all. 

Enter  Stan  more. 

Stan.  Elanford,  the  Lieutenant-Governor  is  gone  to 
your  plantation.  He  defires  you  would  bring  the  Royal 
ilave  with  you.  Theiight  of  his  fair  miitrefs,  he  fays, 
is  an  entertainment  for  a  Prince;  he  would  have  his 
opinion  of  her. 

Ofo.  h  he  a  lover! 

Elan. 
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E/a».  So  he   fays  hiinfelf :   he  flatters  a  beautiful 
flave  that  I  have,  and  calls  her  miitreis. 

Ore.   Mull  he  then  flatter  her  to  cal!"iier  miftrefs  ? 
i  pity  the  proud  man,  \vho  thinks  himielf 
Above  being  in  love  :  what,   tho'  ihe  be  a  llave, 
She  may  deferve  him. 

Blan^  You  mall  judge  of  that,  when  you  fee  her,  fir* 

Oro.  I  go  with  you.  [Exfuut. 

SCENE,     a  Plantation. 
Lieut.  Governor  following  Imoinda. 

Go<v.  I  have  difturb'd  you,  I  co.jfefs  my  faults^ 

My  fair  Clemene  ;  '  but  begin  again, 
And  I  will  liften  to  your  mournful  fong, 
Sweet  as  the  foft  complaining  nightingale's. 
While  every  note  calls  out  my  trembling  foul, 
And  leaves  me  filent,  as  the  midnight  groves, 
Only  to  flicker  you  ;'  fmg,  fing  again, 

And  let  me  wonder  at  the  many  ways 

You  have  to  ravifti  me. 
Imo.  O  I  can  weep 

Enough  for  you  and  me,  if  that  will  pleafe  you. 
Go<u.  You  mart  not  weep  :  I  corne  to  dry  your  tedr?, 

And  raife  you  from  your  forrow.     Look  upon  me  : 

'•  Look  with  the  eyes  of  kind  indulging  love, 

•  That  I  may  have  full  caufe  for  what  I  fay :' 

I  came  to  offer  you  your  liberty, 

Andbemyfelftheflave.  You  turn  away.  [FcJbwiagiw* 

But  every  thing  become  you,     I  may  take 

This  pretty  hand  :  I  know  your  modefty 

Would  draw  it  back  :  But  you  would  take  it  ill 

If  I  mould  let  it  gc,  I  know  ye  wou'd. 

You  mall  be  gently  fbrc'd  to  pleafe  yourfelf ; 

That  you  will  thank  me  for. 

[She  Jfrugg/es  and  gets  her  band  from  him,  then 
he  offers  to  kifs  her. 

Nay  if  you  ftruggle  with  me,  I  muft  take— 

Imo.  You  may  my  life,  thr.t  I  can  part  with  freely. 

[Exit. 
B   3  Enter 
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Enter  Blandford,  Stanmore.,  and  Oroonoko. 

Blan.   So,  Governor,  we  don't  diilurb  you,  I  hope  : 
Your  miftrefs  has  left  you  :  You  were  making  love, 
She's  thankful  for  the  honour,  I  fuppofe. 

Go<v.  Quite  infenfible  tofell  I  fay,  and  do  : 
When  I  fpeak  to  her,  fhe  fighs,  or  weeps, 
But  never  anfwers  me  as  I  would  have  her. 

Stan.  There's  fomething  nearer  than  her  flavery, 
that  touches  her. 

Elan.  What  do  her  fellow-flaves  fay  of  her;  can't 
they  find  the  caufe  ? 

Go<v.  Some  of  them,  who  pretend  to  be  wifer  than 
the  reft,  and  hate  her,  I  fuppofe  for  being  us'd  better 
than  they  are,  will  needs  have  it  that  fhe  is  with  child. 

Blan.  Poor  wretch  !  if  it  be  fo,  I  pity  her  : 
She  has  loft  a  hufband,  that  perhaps  was  dear 
To  her,  and  then  you  cannot  blame  her. 

Qro.  If  it  be  fo,  indeed  you  cannot  blame  her. 

[Sighing. 

Gov.  No,  no,  it  is  not  fb  :  If  it  be  fo, 
I  muft  ftill  love  her  :  And,  defiring  ftill, 
I  muft  enjoy  her. 

Blan.  Try  what  you  can  do  with  fair  means,  and 
welcome. 

GC--V.  I'll  give  you  ten  flaves  for  her. 

Blan..  You.  know  fhe  is  our  lord  governor's:  But, 
if  I  could  difpofe  cf  her,  I  would  not  now,  efpecially 
to  you. 

Gov.   Why  not  to  me  ? 

Blan.  I  mean  againft  her  will.     You  are  in  love 

with  her ; 

And  we  all  know  what  your  defires  would  have  : 
Love  flops  at  nothing  but  pofTeffion. 
'  Were  fhe  within  your  pow'r,  you  do  not  know 
'  How  foon  you  would  be  tempted  to  forget 
'  The  nature  of  the  deed,  and,  maybe,  aft 
'  A  violence,  you  after  would  repent.' 

Oro.  'Tis  godlike  in  you  to  protect  the  weak. 

Gov.  Fie,  fie,  I  would  not  force  her.  Tho'  fhe  be 
A  flave,  her  mind  is  free,  and  fhould  confent. 

Oro. 
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Ofo.  Such  honour  will  engage  her  to  confent: 
And  then,  if  you'ie  in  love,  (he's  worth  the  having. 
Shall  we  not  iee  the  wonder  ? 

GO--V.  Have  a  care  ; 
You  have  a  heart,  and  fhe  has  conqu'ring  eyes. 

Oro.  I  have  a  heart :   but,  if  it  could  be  falfe 
To  my  firfl  vows,   ever  to  love  again, 
Thefe  honeft  hands  fhou'.d  tear  it  from  my  breaft, 
And  throw  the  traitor  from  me.     O  !  Imoinda! 
Living  or  dead,  I  can  be  only  thine. 

Blan.  Imoinda  was  his  wife  :  (he's  either  dead, 
Or  living,  dead  to  him  :  forc'd  from  his  arms 
By  an  inhuman  father.     Another  time 
I'll  tell  you  all.  [to  the  Gov.  and  Stan. 

Stan,  Hark  !    the  flares  have  done  their  work ; 
And  now  begins  their  evening  merriment. 

Blan.  The  men  are  all  in  love  with  fair  Clemens 
As  much  as  you  are :  And  the  women  hate  her, 
From  an  inilinft  of  natural  jealoufy. 
They  fing,  and  dance,   and  try  their  little  tricks 
To  entertain  her,  and  divert  her  fadnefs. 
May  be  fhe  is  among  them  :  Shall  we  fee  ?     [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  drawn  Jhenus  the  Slaves,   Men,  Women* 
and  Children  upon  the  Ground;  fame  rife  and  dance \ 

'A     SONG     by     a    BOY. 

A    Lafs  there  lives  upon  the  green , 
/~\    '  Could  I  her  pi&ure  draw  ; 
'  A  brighter  nymph  ivas  never  feen, 

*  That  looks,  and  reigns  a  little  queen, 

'  And  keeps  thefwains  in  aive. 

II. 

'  Her  eyes  are  Cupid's  darts  and  wings  t 
f  Her  eye-bro~iMs  are  his  bo*w  : 

*  Her  Jtlken  hair  the  jilver  firings, 

'  Which fure  .and f-Mift  deftruttion  bringt 
'  To  all  the  world  beljvj, 

B  4  III, 
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m. 

*  #"?  aft  or  el  la's  dawning  light 

'  Can  ivarm  and  wound  us  fo  : 

*  Her  noon  will  foine  Jo  piercing  bright, 

*  Each  glancing  beam  wit'l  kill  outright, 

'  And  e-vtrj/  j'wain  fubduf. 


•  A     SONG     by     a    MAN. 

'   "DRight  Cynthia's  power  divinely  great, 

'  What  heart  is  not  obeying  ? 
~*  A  thoufand  Cupids  on  her  wait, 
'  And  in  her  eyes  are  playing. 
II. 

*  She  feenti  the  queen  of  love  to  reign, 

*  For  Jhe  alone  difpenfes 

*  Suchf<wetts,  as  beji  can  entertain 

4  The  guji  ofaUtheftnfes. 

III. 
'  Her  face  a  charming  profpett  brings  ; 

'  Her  breath  gives  balmy  blij/es  j 
'  7  hear  an  angel  when  Jbe  Jings 

4  And  tajle  cfHeav'n  in  ki/es. 

«     .  IV. 

'  Four  fenfes  thus  Jhe  feafts  ivith  jcyt 
'  From  Nature 's  richejl  treafure  : 

*  Let  me  the  other  fen fe  employ, 

'  And  IJhall  die  with  pleafure.' 

During  the  Entertainment,  the  Governor,  Blanford,  Stan- 
more,  Oroonoko,  enter  as  Spectators',  that  ended, 
Captain  Driver,  Jack  Stanmore,  and  federal  Plan- 
ters enter  'with  their  fiuords  drawn. 


Capt.  Where  are  you,  Governor  ?  Mai 

you  can 

To  fave  yourfelf  and  the  whole  colony. 
I  bid  'em  ring  the  bell. 

Gov. 
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Gov.  What's  the  matter  ? 

J.  Stan.  The  Indians  are  come  down  upon  us  :  they 
have  plunder'd  fome  of  the  plantations  already,  and 
are  marching  this  way  as  faft  as  they  can. 

Go'v.  What  can  we  do  againft  them? 

Blan.  We  fliall  be  able  to  make  a  Hand,  till  more 
planters  come  in  to  us. 

J.  Stan.  There  are  a  great  many  more  without,  if 
you  would  (hew  yourfelf,  and  put  us  in  order. 

Gov.  There's  no  danger  of  the  white  flaves,  they'll 

not  ftir.    Blandford and  Stanmore,  come  you  along  with 

me.  Some  of  you  ftay  here  to  look  after  the  black  ilaves. 

[  All  go  out  but  the  Captain  andfex  Planters, 

ivbo  all  at  oncefeize  Oroonoko.    " 

ift  Plant.  Ay,  ay,  let  us  alone. 

Capt.  In  the  firft  place  we  fecureyou,  fir, 
A;,  an  enemy  to  the  government. 

Oro.  Are  you  there,  fir  ?  you  are  my  conftant  friend. 

\Jl  Plant.  You  will  be  able  to  do  a  great  deal  of 
mifchief. 

Capt.  But  we  fhall  prevent  you  :  bring  the  irons  hi- 
ther. He  has  the  malice  of  a  flave  in  him,  and  would 
be  glad  to  be  cutting  his  matters  throats.  I  know  him. 
Chain  his  hands  and  feet,  that  he  may  not  run  over  to 
'em.  If  they  have  him,  they'll  carry  him  on  their 
backs,  that  I  can  teli  'em. 

[As  they  are  chaining  him,  Blandford  enters,  runs  to  'e A 

Blan.  What  are  you  doing  there  ? 

Capt.  Securing  the  main  chafict :  this  is  a  bofom 
enemy. 

Blan.  Away,  you  brutes :  I'll  anfwer  with  my  life 
for  his  behaviour;  fo  tell  the  Governor. 

Capt.  and  Plant.   Well,  fir,  fo  we  xvill 


[Exeunt  Captain  and  Planters. 
rd, 


Oro.  Give  me  a  fword,  and  I'll  deferve  your  truit. 

4 party  o/"  Indians  enter,   hurrying  Imoinda  among  the. 

Jlaves  ;  another  party  of  Indians  fuftai  as  'em  re  treat- 
ing, 'followed  at  a  dift-ance  by  the  Governor  <witb  the 
Planters:  Blandford,  Oroonoko,  join  'eat.] 
Blan.  Hell  and  the  devil !  they  drive  away  our  flaves 
B  5  before 
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before  our  faces.     Governor,  can  you  (land  tamely  by, 
and  fuffer  this  ?  Clemene,  fir,  you  miftrefs,  is  among  'em. 
Go-v.  We  throw  ourfelves  away,    in  the  attempt  to 
refcue  'em. 

Oro.  A  lover  cannot  fall  more  glorious, 
Than  in  the  caufe  of  love.     He,  that  deferves 
His  miftrefs's  favour,  wo'not  flay  behind  : 
•I'll  lead  you  on,  be  bold,  and  follow  me. 

[Oroonoko,  at  the  bead  of  the  Planters,  falls  upon 
the  Indians  'with  a  great  Jhout,  and  beats  'em  off. 

Enter  Imoinda. 

Imo.  I'm  toft  about  by  my  tempeftuous  fate, 
And  no- where  muft  have  reft :  Indians ,  or  Englijh  ! 
Whoever  has  me,  I  am  ftill  a  flave. 
No  matter  whofe  I  am,  fmce  I'm  no  more 
My  royal  mailer's;  fmce  I'm  his  no  more. 
O  I  was  happy  !  nay,    I  will  be  happy, 
In  the  dear  thought  that  I  am  flill  his  wife, 
Tho'  far  divided  from  him.  [draws  off  to  a  cor- 

ner cftbeftage. 

Enter  the  Governor  'with  Oroonoko,  Blajidford,  Stan- 
more,  and  the  Planters. 

Gc<v.  Thou  glorious  man-!  thou  fomething  greater 
Than  C<ffar  ever  was  !  that  fmgle  arm  [fure 

Has  fav'd  us  all :  accept  our  general  thanks. 

[411  bo<w  to  Oroonoko. 
And  what  can  we  do  more  to  recompeufe 
Such  noble  fervices,  you  mall  command. 
Clemene  too  mall  thank  you-  me  is  fafe-      •    • 

Look  up,  and  blefs  your  brave  deliverer. 
[Brings  Clemeneyorw/zr^,  looking  de*wn  on  the  ground. 
Oro.  Blefs  me  indeed  ! 
Elan.   You  ftart ! 
.   Oro.  O  all  you  gods, 

Who  govern  this  great  world,  and  bring  about 
Things  ilrange  and  unexpected  !  can  it  be  ? 
Go-v.  What  is't  you  flare  at  fo  ? 
Oro.  Anfwer  me  fome  of  you,  you  who  have  pow'r, 
And  have  your  fenfes  free:  or  are  you  all 
Struck  thro' with  wonder  too  ?  [Looking  Jl  i  II fx' don  her. 

Blan. 
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Elan.  What  would  you  know  ? 

Oro.  My  foul  fteals  from  my  body  thro'  my  eyes  ; 
All  that  is  left  of  life  I'll  gaze  away, 
And  die  upon  the  pleafure. 

Go<v.  This  is  ilrange  ! 

Oro.  If  you  but  mock  me  with  her  image  here  : 

If  me  be  not  Imoinda 

[She  look's  upon  him,  and  falls  into  afwoon  ;  he  runs  to  her. 

Ha  !  She  faints  ! 

Nay,  then  it  muft  be  fhe :  it  is  Imoinda  : 

My  heart  confefles  her,  and  leaps  for  joy, 

To  welcome  her  to  her  own  empire  here. 

'  I  feel  her'all,  in  ev'ry  part  of  me. 

'  O  !  let  me  prefs  her  in  my  eager  arms, 

'  Wake  her  to  life,  and  with  this  kindling  kifs 

'  Give  back  that  foul,  me  only  lent  to  me.  [Kiffes  her. 

'  Go-v.  I  am  amaz'd  ! 

'  Blan.  I  am  as  much  as  you. 

Oro.  '  Imoinda  !   Oh  !   thy  Oroonoko  calls. 

[Imoinda  coming  to  life. 

Imo.  My  Oroonoko  !  '  Oh  !  I  can't  believe 
What  any  man  can  fay.     But,   if  I  arn 
To  be  deceiv'd,  there's  fomething  in  that  name, 

That  voice,  that  face {Staring  on  him. 

O  !  if  I  knowmyfelf,  I  cannot  be  miitaken. 

[Runs  and  embraces  Oroonoko. 

Oro.  Never  here  : 

You  cannot  be  miflaken  :  I  am  youf's, 
Your  Oroonoko,  all  that  you  would  have, 
Your  tender  loving  hulband. 

Imo.  All  indeed 

That  I  would  have  :  my  hufband  !  then  I  am 
Alive,  and  waking  to  the  joys  I  feel : 
They  were  fo  great,  I  could  not  think  'em  true ; 
But  I  believe  all  that  you  fay  to  me : 
For  truth  itfelf  and  everlading  love 
Grows  in  this  breaft,  and  pleafure  in  thefe  arms. 

Oro.  Take,  take  me  all :  enquire  into  my  heart, 
(You  know  the  way  to  ev'ry  fecret  there) 
My  heart,  the  facred  treafury  of  love  : 

B  6  And 
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And  if,  in  abfence,  I  have  mifemploy'd 
A  mite  from  the  rich  itore ;  if  I  have  fpent . 
A  wifh,    a  figh,   but  what  I  fent  to  you ; 
May  I  be  curs'd  to  wifti,  and  figh  in  vain, 
And  you  not  pity  me. 
Im«.  O!  I  believe, 

And  know  you  by  myfelf.     If  thefe  fad  eyes, 
Since  laft  we  parted,  have  beheld  the  face 
Of  any  comfort,  or  once  wifll'd  to  fee 
The  light  of  any  other  Heav'n  but  you, 
May  I  be  ftruck  this  moment  blind,    and  lofe 
Your  blefTed  fight,  never  to  find  you  more. 

Ore.  Imoinda  !  O  !  this  feparation 
Has  made  you  dearer,  if  it  can  be  fo, 
Than  you  ever  were  to  me.     You  appear 
Like  a  kind  ftar  to  my  benighted  fteps, 
To  guide  me  on  my  way  to  happineis  i 
I  cannot  mifs  it  now.     Governor,  friend, 
You  think  me  mad:  but  let  me  blefs  you  all, 
Who,  any  ways,    have  been  the  inftruments 
Of  finding  her  again.     Imeinda's  found  ?" 
And  every  thing  that  I  would  have  in  her. 

[Embracing  her  in  the  mojt paj/ionate  fondnefi. 

Stan.  Where's  your  miftrefs  now,  Governor? 

Goi>.  Why,  where  moft  men's  miitrefles  are  forced 

to  b«  fometimes, 

With  her  hufband,   it  feems :  but  I  won't  lofe  her  fo. 

{Afide. 

Stan.  He  has  fought  lulfily  for  her,    and  d^ferves 
I'll  fay  that  for  him.  [her, 

Blan.  Sir,  we  congratulate  your  happinefs:   I  do 
moft  heartily. 

Gov.  And  all  cf  us;  but  how  it  comes  to  pafs « 

4  Oro.  That  wiM  require 

*  More  precious  time  than  I  can  fpare  you  now. 
'  I  have  a  thoufand  things  to  afk  of  her, 

'  And  fhe  as  many  more  to  know  of  me. 

*  But  you  have  made  me  happier,  I  confefs, 

•  Ac-knowledge  it,  much  happier,  than  I 

•  Have  -words  or  pow'r  to  tell  you.     Captain,  you, 

'  Ev'a 
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*  Ev'n  you,  who  moft  have  wrong'd  me,  I  forgive. 
'  I  wo'not  fay  you  have  betray'd  me  now  : 

'  I'll  think  you  but  the  minifter  of  fate, 

*  To  bring  me  to  my  lov'd  Imdnda  here. 

Imo.  How,  how,  mall  I  receive  you ;  how  be  worthy 
Of  fuch  endearments,  all  this  tendernefs  B 
Thefe  are  the  tranfports  of  profperity, 
When  Fortune  fmiles  upon  us. 

Oro.  Let  the  fools, 

Who  follow  Fortune,   live  upon  her  fmiles  ; 
All  our  profperity  is  plac'd  in  love, 
We  have  enough  of  that  to  make  us  happy. 
This  little  fpot  of  earth,  you  ftand  upon, 
Is  more  to  me  than  the  extended  plains 
Of  my  great  father's  kingdom.     Here  I  reign 
In  full  delights,  in  joys  to  pow'r  unknown  : 
Your  love  my  empire,  and  your  heart  my  throne. 


ACT        III, 

Enter  Aboan,  <witb  fever al  Slaves,  and  Hotman. 

Hot.  \\7  HAT  !  to  be  flaves  to  cowards !  Slaves  to 
*  ^     rogues  !  who  can't  defend  themfelves  ! 

Abo.  Who  is  this  fellow?  he  talks  as  if  he  were  ac- 
quainted with  our  defign  :  is  he  one  of  us  ? 

\^AJlde  to  bis  oiun  gang. 

Slav.  Not  yet :  but  he  will  be  glad  to  make  one,  I 
believe. 

Abo.  He  makes  a  mighty  noife. 

Hot.  Go,  fneak  in  corners,  whifper  out  your  griefs, 
For  fear  your  matters  hear  you:  cringe  and  crouch 
Under  the  bloody  whip,  like  beaten  curs, 
That  lick  their  wounds,  and  know  no  other  cure. 
All,  wretches  all!  you  feel  their  cruelty, 
As  much  as  I  can  feel,    but  dare  not  groan. 
For  my  part,  while  I  have  a  life  and  tongue, 
I'll  curfe  the  authors  of  my  flavery. 
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Abo.  Have  you  been  long  a  Have? 

Hot.  Yes,  many  years. 

Abo.  And  do  you  only  curfe  ? 

Hot.  Curfe !   only  curfe  !  I  cannot  conjure, 
To  raife  the  fpirits  up  of  other  men  : 
I  am  but  one.     O  !  for  a  foul  of  fire, 
To  warm  and  animate  our  common  caufe, 
And  make  a  body  of  us,   then  I  would 
Do  fomething  more  than  curfe. 

Abo.  That  body  fet  on  foot,  you  would  be  one,   . 
A  limb,   to  lend  it  motion. 

Hot.  I  would  be 

The  heart  of  it;    the  head,  the  hand,  and  heart : 
Would  I  could  fee  the  day. 

Abo.  You  will  do  all  yourfelf. 

Hct.  I  would  do  more 
Than  I  mall  fpeak,   but  I  may  find  a  time 

Abo.  The  time  may  come  to  you;    be  ready  for't. 
Methinks  he  talks  too  much ;   I'll  know  him  more, 
Before  I  truft  him  farther.  \_Afide. 

Slav.  If  he  dares 

Half  what  he  fays,    he'll  be  of  ufe  to  us. 
Enter  Blandford. 

'Elan.  If  there  be  any  one  among  you  here 
That  did  belong  to  Oroonoko,  fpeak, 
I  come  to  him. 
-  Abo.  1  did  belong  to  him ;  Abo  an  my  name. 

Blan.  You  are  the  man  I  want ;  pray  come  with  me. 

\Exeiim. 
Enter  Oroonoko  and  Imoinda. 

Ore.  I  do  not  blame  my  father  for  his  love  : 
(Tho'  that  had  been  enough  to  ruin  me) 

'Twas  nature's  fault  that  made  you,   like  the  fun, 

The  reafonable  worlhip  of  mankind : 

He  could  not  help  his  adoration. 

Age  had  not  lock'd  his  fenfes  up  fo  clofe, 

But  he  had  eyes,   that  open'd  to  his  foul, 

And  took  your  beauties  in  :  he  felt  your  pow'r, 

And  therefore  I  forgive  his  loving  you  ;* 
But,  when  I  think  on  his  barbarity, 

3  That 
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That  could  expofe  you  to  fo  many  wrongs; 
Driving  you  out  to  wretched  flavdy, 
Only  for  being  mine  ;    then  I  confefs 
I  v/ifh  I  could  forget  the  name  of  fon, 
Thnt  I  might  curfe  the  tyrant. 

Into.  I  will  blefs  him, 

For  I  have  found  you  here  :   Heav'n  only  knows 
What  is  referv'd  for  us :    but,   if  we  guefs 
The  future  by  the  part,   our  fortune  muft 
Be  wonderful,   above  the  common  fize 
Of  good  or  ill ;  it  muft  be  in  extremes : 
Extremely  happy,  or  extremely  wretched. 
Qro.  'Tis  in  our  po\v'r  to  make  it  happy  now. 
Imo.  But  not  to  keep  it  fo. 

Enter  Blandford  and  Aboan. 
Elan.  My  royal  lord  ! 
I  have  a  prefent  for  you. 
Qro.   Aboan  ! 
Abo.  Your  loweft  flave. 
Oro.  My. try'd  and  valu'd  friend! 
This  worthy  man  always  prevents  my  wants : 
I  only  wim'd,   and  he  has  brought  thee  to  me. 
Thou  art  furpris'd :  carry  thy  duty  there  ; 

[Aboan  goes  to  Imoinda,  and  falls  at  her  feet. 
While  I  acknowledge  mine,  how  mail  1  thank  you  ? 

Elan.  Believe  me  honeft  to  your  intereft, 
And  I  am  more  than  paid.     I  have  fecur'd 
That  all  your  followers  mall  be  gently  us'd. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  perfon,  while  you  flay 
Among  us. 

Oro.  I  owe  every  thing  to  you. 
Elan.  You  mult  not  think  you  are  in  flavery. 
Oro.  I  do  not  find  I  am. 
Blan.  Kind  Keav'n  has  miraculoufly  fent 
Thofe  comforts,  that  may  teach  you  to  expeft 
Its  farther  care,  in  your  deliverance. 

0?-0,  I   fometimes  think  myfelf,   Heav'n  is  con- 

cern'd 
For  my  deliverance. 

Blan. 
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Elan.  It  will  be  Toon  ; 

You  may  expecl  it.     Pray,  in  the  mean  time,. 
Appear  as  chearful  as  you  can  among  us. 
You  have  fome  enemies,  that  reprefent 
You  dangerous,  and  would  be  glad  to  find 
A  reafon,  in  your  difcon  tent,  to  fear: 
They  watch  your  looks.     Bat  there  are  honeft  men,, 
Who  are  your  friends:;  yotr are  fecur'd  in  them-. 

Oro.  I  thank  you  for  your  caution. 

Slan.  I  will  leave  you  : 
And  be  afTur'd,  I  vvifh  your  liberty.  \Exlt  •• 

Abo.  He  fpeaks  you  very  fair. 

Oro.  He  means  me  fair. 

Abo.  If  he  mould  not,   my  lord  ? 

Oro.  If  he  mould  not? 
I'll  not  fufpe£t  his  truth  :  but,  if  I  dfd, 
What  mail  I  get  by  doubting  ?. 

Abo.  You  fecure 

Not  to  be  difappointed  :  but,  befides, 
There's  this  advantage  in  fufpedling  hkn  : 
When  you  put  off  the  hopes  of  other  men, 
You  will  rely  upon  your  god-like  felf  j 
And  then  you  may  be  fare  of  liberty. 

Oro.  Be  fure  of  liberty  !  what  doft  thou  mean  ; 
Advifmg  to  rely  upon  myfelf  ? 
I  think  I  may  be  fure  on't :  we  muft  wait : 
'Tis  worth  a  little  patience.         [burning  :.o  Imoinda. 

Abo.  O  my  lord! 

Or o.  What  doft  thou  drive  at  ? 

Abo.  Sir,  another  time 
You  would  have  found  it  fooner:  but  I  fee 
Love  has  your  heart,  and  takes  up  all  your  thoughts. 

Oro.  And  can'ft  thou  blame  me  ? 

Abo.  Sir,  I  muft  not  blame  you. 
But,  as  our  fortune  ftands,  there  is  a  paflioir 
(Your  pardon,  royal  miftrefs,  Imuitfpeak); 
That  would  become  you  better  than  your  love: 
A  brave  refentment ;  which,  infpir'd  by  you, 
Might  kindle  and  diffufe  a  gen'rous  rage 
Among  the  flaves,  to  roufe  and  {hake  our  chains. 

And 
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And  ftruggle  to  be  free 

Oro.  How  Can  we  help  ourfelves  ? 

Abo.  I  knew  you  when  you  would  have  found  a  way. 
How  help  ourfelves  !  the  very  Indians  teach  U6  ; 
We  need  but  to  attempt  our  liberty, 
And  we  carry  it.    We  have  hands  fufiicient, 
Double  the  number  of  our  matters  force, 
Ready  to  be  employ'd.     '  What  hinders  us 
'  To  fet  'em  at  work  ?'  we  want  but  you, 
To  head  our  enterprize,  and  bid  us  Itrike. 

Oro.  What  would  you  do  ? 

Abo.  Cut  our  oppreftbrs  throats. 

Oro.   And  you  would  have  me  join  in  your  deHgn 
of  murder. 

Abo.  It  deferves  a  better  name  : 
But,  be  it  what  it  will,  'tis  juflify'd- 
By  felf-defence,  and  natural  liberty. 

Oro.  I'll  hear  no  more  on't. 

Abo,  I  am  forry  fcr't. 

Oro.  Nor  fhall  you  think  of  it  ! 

Abo.  Not  think  'of  it  ! 

Oro.  No,  I  command  you  not. 

Abo.  Remember,  fir, 
You  are  a  flave  yourfelf,  and  to  command 
Is  now  another's  right.     Not  think  of  it  ! 
Since  the  firft  moment  they  put  on  my  chains, 
I've  thought  of  nothing  but  the  weight  of  'cm, 
And  how  to  throw  'em  off:  Can  your's  fit  eafy  ? 

Oro.  I  have  a  fenfe  of  my  condition, 
As  painful,  and  as  quick,  as  your's  can  be. 
I  feel  for  my  Imoinda  and  myfelf ; 
Imoinda,  much  the  tendereft  part  of  me. 
But  tho'  I  languifh  for  my  liberty, 
I  would  not  buy  it  at  the  Chriftian  price 
Of  black  ingratitude  :   they  fha'not  fay, 
That  we  deferv'd  our  fortune  by  our  crimes. 
Murder  the  innocent  ! 

Abo.  The  innocent ! 

Oro.  Thefe  men  are  fo,  whom  you  would  rife  againft ; 
If  we  are  flaves,  they  did  not  make  us  (laves ; 

But 
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But  bought  us  in  an  honeft  way  of  trade : 
As  we  have  done  before  'em,  bought  and  fold 
Many  a  wretch,  and  never  thought  it  wrong. 
*  They  paid  our  price  for  us,  and  we  are  now 
'  Their  property,  a  part  of  their  eltate, 
f  To  manage  as  they  pleafe.  Miftake  me  not,' 
I  do  not  tamely  fay,  that  we  mould  bear 
All  they  could  lay  upon  us  :  but  we  find 
The  load  fo  light,  fo  little  to  be  felt, 
(Confidering  they  have  us  in  their  pow'r, 
And  may  inflift  what  grievances  they  pleafe) 
We  ought  not  to  complain. 

Abo.  My  royal  lord  ! 
You  do  not  know  the  heavy  grievances, 
The  toils,  the  labours,  weary  drudgeries, 
Which  they  impofe  ;  burdens  more  fit  for  beads, 
For  fenfelefs  bealts  to  bear,  than  thinking-  men. 
Then  if  you  faw  the  bloody  cruelties 
They  execute  on  every  flight  offence  ; 
Nay,  fometimes  in  their  proud,  infulting  fport, 
How  worfe  than  dogs  they  lafh  their  fellow-creatures ; 
Your  heart  would  bleed  for  'em.  Oh  !  could  you  know 
How  many  wretches  lift  their  hands  and  eyes 
To  you  for  their  relief! 

Oro.  I  pity  'em, 
And  wifh  I  could  with  honefly  do  more. 

Abo.  You  muft  do  more,  and  may,  with  honefly, 
O  royal  fir,  remember  who  you  are, 
A  prince,  born  for  the  good  of  other  men  : 
Whofe  god-like  office  is  to  draw  the  fword 
Againft  oppreffion,  and  fet  free  mankind  : 
And  this  I'm  fure  you  think  oppreffion  now. 
What  tho'  you  have  not  felt  thefe  miferies, 
Never  believe  you  are  oblig'd  to  them  : 
They  have  their  felfifh  reafons,  may  be,  now, 
For  ufmg.of  you  well  :  but  there  will  come 
A  time,  when  you  muft  have  your  mare  of  'em. 

Oro.  You  fee  how  little  caufel  have  to  think  fo  : 
Favour'd  in  my  own  perfon,  in  my  friends ; 
Indulg'd  in  all  that  can  concern  my  care, 

la 
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In  my  Imoinda's  foft  fociety.  \Embraiing  her- 

Abo.  And  therefore  would  you  lie  contended  down 
in  the  forgetfulnefs,  and  arms  of  love, 
To  get  young  princes  for  'em  ? 
Qro/Say'ftthou!  ha! 

Abo.  Princes,  the  heirs  of  empire,  and  the  laft 
Of  your  illuitrious  lineage,  to  be  born 
To  pamper  up  their  pride,  and  be  their  flaves  ? 

Oro.  Imoinda!  fave  me,  faveme  from  that  thought. 
'  Imo.  There  is  no  fafety  from  it :  I  have  long 
Sufrer'd  it  with  a  mother's  labouring  pains ; 
And  can  no  longer.     Kill  me,  kill  me  now, 
While  I  am  blefs'd,  and  happy  in  your  love  ; 
Rather  than  let  me  live  to  lee  you  hate  me  : 
As  you  muft  hate  me  ;  me,  the  only  caufe, 
The  fountain  of  thefe  flowing  miferies : 
Dry  up  the  fpring  of  life,  this  pois'nous  fpring, 
That  i  wells  ib  fait,  to  overwhelm  us  all. 
'  Oro?  Shall  the  dear  babe,  the  eldeft  of  my  hopes, 
Whom  I  begot  a  prince,  be  born  a  Have  ? 
The  treafure  of  this  temple  was  defign'd 
T*  enrich  a  kingdom's  fortune  :  Shall  it  here 
Be  feiz'd  upon  by  vile  unhallow'd  hands, 
To  be  employ'd  in  ufes  moft  profane  ? 

Abo.  Jn  moft  unworthy  ufes  ;  think  of  that ; 
And,  while  you  may,  prevent  it.    '  O  my  lord, 
'  Rely  on  nothing  that  they  fay  to  you. 
;  They  fpeak  you  fair,  I  know,  and  bid  you  wait : 
'  But  think  what  'tis  to  wait  on  promifes, 
'  And'promifes  of  men  who  know  no  tie 
'  Upon  their  words,  againft  their  intereft : 
•   And  where's  their  intereft  in  freeing  you  ? 

'  Imo,  O  !  where  indeed,  to  lofe  fo  many  fiaves  ? 
'  Abo.  N.'iy,  grant  this  man,  you  think  fo  much  your 

'  friend* 

Be  honeft,  and  intends  all  that  he  fays  ; 
He  is  but  one ;  and  in  a  government, 
Where,  he  confeffes,  you  have  enemies, 
That  watch  your  looks.  What  looks  can  you  put  on, 
Topleafe  thefe  men,  who  are  before  refolv'd 
To  read  'em  their  own  way  ?  Alas  !  my  lord, 

«  If 
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If  they  incline  to  think  you  dangerous, 
They  have  their  knavifh  arts  to  make  you  fo  J 
And  then  who  knows  how  far  their  cruelty 
May  carry  their  revenge  ! 

*  Into.  To  every  thing 

That  does  belong  to  you,   your  friends,  and  me  j 
I  fhall  be  torn  from  you,  forced  away, 
Helplefs  and  miferable  :  Shall  I  live 
To  fee  that  day  again  ? 

*  Oro.  That  day  fhall  never  come.' 
Abo.  I  know  you  are  perfuaded  to  believe 

The  governor's  arrival  will  prevent 

Thefe  mifchiefs,  and  beftow  your  liberty  : 

But  who  is  fure  of  that  ?  I  rather  fear 

More  mifchiefs  from  his  coming.     Ke  is  young, 

Luxurious,  paffionate,  and  amorous : 

Such  a  complexion,  and  made  bold  by  pow'r, 

To  countenance  all  he  is  prone  to  do, 

Will  know  no  bounds,  no  law  againflhis  lufts. 

If,  in  a  fit  of  his  intemperance, 

With  a  ftrong  hand  he  mall  refolve  to  feize, 

And  force  my  royal  miftrefs  from  your  arms, 

How  can  you  help  yourfelf  ? 

On?.  Ha  !  thou  haft  rous'd 
The  lion  in  his  den,  he  ftalks  abroad, 
And  the  wide  foreft  trembles  at  his  roar. 
I  find  the  danger  now.     My  fpirits  ftart 
At  the  alarm,  and  from  all  quarters  come 
To  man  my  heart,  the  citadel  of  love. 
Is  there  a  pow'r  on  earth  to  force  you  from  me  ? 
And  (hall  I  not  refift  it  ?  «  nor  ftrike  firft 
'  To  keep,  to  fave  you  :  to  prevent  that  curfe  ? 
'  This  is  your  caufe  and  mail  it  not  prevail  }' 
Oh  !  you  were  born  always  to  conquer  me. 
Now  I  am  famion'd  to  thy  purpofe  :  fpeak, 
What  combination,  what  conspiracy, 
Would'ft  thou  engage  me  in  ?  I'll  undertake 
All  thou  would'ft  have  me  now  for  liberty, 
For  the  great  caufe  of  love  and  liberty. 

Abo,  Now,  my  great  matter,  you.  appear  yourfelf. 
2  And, 
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And,  fmce  we  have  you  join'd  in  our  defign, 
It  cannot  fail  us.     I  have  multer'd  up 
The  choiceft  flaves,  men  who  are  fenfible 
Of  their  condition,  and  feem  moft  refolv'd  : 
They  have  their  feveral  parties. 

Oro.  Summon  'em, 

Aflemble  'em  :  I  will  come  forth  and  mew 
Myfelf  among  'em  :  if  they  are  refolv'd, 
I'll  lead  their  foremoft  refolutions. 

Abo.  I  have  provided  thofe  will  follow  you. 
Oro.  With  this  referve  in  our  proceedings  Hill, 
The  means  that  lead  us  to  our  liberty 
Muft  not  be  bloody. 

'  Alo.  You  command  in  all. 
«  We  mall  expeft  you,  -fir, 
'   Oro.   You  flia'not  long.' 
I  Exeunt  Oro.  and  lino,  at  one  door,  Aboan  at  another. 

Welldon  coming  in  before  Mrs.  Lackitt. 
Wid.  Thefe  unmannerly  Indians  were  fomethSng  un- 
reafonable  to  difturb  us  juft  in  the  nick,  Mr.  Welldon: 
but  J  have  the  parfon  within  call  ftill,  to  do  us  the  good 
Uirn. 

Well.  We  had  beft  ftay  a  little  I  think,  to  fee  things 
fettled  again,  had  not  we  ?  marriage  is  a  ferious  thing 
you  know. 

Wid.  What  do  you  talk  of  a  ferious  thing,  Mr.  Well- 
don? I  think  you  have  found  me  fufKciently  ferious :  I 
have  married  my  fon  to  your  fifter,  to  pleafure  you  : 
ind  now  I  come  to  claim  your  promife  to  me,  you  tell- 
me  marriage  is  a  ferious  thing. 
Well.  Why,  is  it  not  ? 

Wid.  Fiddle,  faddle,  I  know  what  it  is  :  'tis  not  the 
firit  time  I  have  been  marry'd,  I  hope  :  but  I  mail 
begin  to  think  you  don't  defign  to  do  fairly  by  me,  fo 
I  {hall. 

Well.  Why  indeed,  Mrs.  Lackitt,  I'm  afraid  I  can't 
do  fo  fairly  as  I  would  by  you.  'Tiswhat  you  mult  know 
firft  or  laft ;  and  I  fliould  be  the  worft  man  in  the  world 
to  conceal  it  any  longer;  therefore  I  muft  own  to  you 
that  I  am  married  already. 

IVid.  Married  ?  you  don't  fay  fo,  I  hope  !  how  have 

you 
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you  the  confcience  to  tell  me  fuch  a  thing  to  my  face. 
Have  you  abus'd  me  then,  fool'd  and  cheated  me  ?  what 
do  you  take  me  for,  Mr.  Welldon?  Do  you  think  I  am 
to  be  ferv'd  at  this  rate  ?  but  you  {han't  find  me  the 
filly  creature  you  think  me :  I  would  have  you  to  know, 
I  under/land  better  things,  than  to  ruin  my  fon  without 
a  valuable  confideration.  If  I  can't  have  you,  I  can  keep 
my  money.  Your  filler  fhan't  have  the  catch  of  him 
fhe  expedled  :  I  won't  part  with  a  milling  to  'em. 

Well.  You  made  the  match  yourfelf,  you  know,,  you 
can't  blame  me. 

Wid,  Yes,  yes,  I  can,  and  do  blame  you  :  you  might 
have  told  me  before,  you  were  marry'd. 

WelL  I  would  not  have  told  you  now  ;  but  you  fol- 
low'd  me  fo  clofe,  I  was  forc'd  to  it :  indeed  I  am  mar- 
ry'd in  England;  but  'tis  as  if  I  were  not ;  for  I  have 
been  parted  from  my  wife  a  great  while,  and,  to  do 
reafon  on  both  fides,  we  hate  one  another  heartily. 
Now  I  did  defign,  and  will  marry  you  ftill,  if  you'll 
have  a  little  patience. 

Wid.  A  likely  bufinefs  truly. 

WelL  1  have  a  friend  in  England  that  I  write  will  to, 
to  poifon  my  wife,  and  then  I  can  marry  you  with -"a 
good  confcience ;  if  you  love  me,  as  you  fay  you  do, 
you'll  confent  to  that,  I'm  fure. 

Wid.  And  will  he  do  it,  do  you  think  ? 

WelL  At  the  firft  word,  or  he  is  not  the  man  I  take 
him  to  be. 

Wid.  Well,  you  are  a  dear  devil,  Mr.  Welldon  :  and 
would  you  poifon  your  wife  for  me  ? 

WelL  I  would  do  any  thing  for  you. 

Wid.  Well,  I  am  mightily  obliged  to  you.  But  'twill 
be  a  great  while  before  you  can  have  an  anfwer  of  your 
letter. 

WelL  'Twill  be  a  great  while  indeed. 

Wid.  In  the  mean  time,  Mr.  Welldon 

WelL  Why  in  the  mean  time Here's  company  : 

We'll  fettle  that  within  ;  I'll  follow  you.  [Exit  Wid. 
Enter  Stanmore. 

Stan.  So,  fir,  you  carry  on  your  bufinefs  fwimming- 
ly :  you  have  Itolen  a  wedding,  I  hear. 
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Well.  Ay,  my  fifter  is  marry'd  :  and,  I  am  very  near 
being  run  av/ay  with  myfelf. 

Stan.   The  widow  will  have  you  then. 

Well.  You  come  very  feafonably  to  my  refcue  :  Jack 
Stanmore  is  to  be  had,  I  hope. 

Stan.    At  half  an  hour's  warning. 

Well.  I  muft  advife  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

'SCENE,     The  Country. 
'  Enter  Oroonoko  'with  Aboan,  Hotman,  and  Slaves. 

'   Oro.  Impoflible  !  nothing's  impoflible  : 

*  We  know  our  ftrength  only  by  being  try'd. 
'  If  you  object  the  mountains,  rivers,  woods 

*  -UnpafTable,  that  lie  before  our  march  : 

'  Woods  we  can  fet  on  fire  :  we  fwim  by  nature  : 

'  What  can  oppofe  us  then  but  we  may  tame  ? 

'  All  things  fubmit  to  virtuous  induftry  : 

'  That  we  carry  with  us,   that  is  ours. 

*  Slav.  Great  fir,  we  have  attended  all  you  faid, 

'  With  filent  joy  and  admiration  : 

'  And,  were  we  only  men,  would  follow  fuch, 

'  So  great  a  leader,  thro'  the  untry'd  world. 

*  But,  oh  !  confider  we  have  other  names, 

'  Hulbands  and  fathers,  and  have  things  more  dear 

'  To  us  than  life,  our  children  and  our  wives, 

1  Unfit  for  fuch  an  expedition  : 

'  What  muft  become  of  them  ? 

'  Oro.  We  wo'not  wrong 

'  The  virtue- of  our  women,  to  believe 

'  There  is  a  wife  among  them  would  refufe 

'  To  fliare  her  hufband's  fortune.     What  is  hard, 

'  We  muft  make  eafy  to 'em  in  our  love:  while  we  live, 

'  And  have  our  limbs,  we  can  take  care  of  them  ; 

'  Therefore  I  ftill  propofe  to  lead  our  march 

'  Down  to  the  fea,  and  plant  a  colony  ; 

'  Where,  in  our  native  innocence,  we  mall  live 

'  Free,  and  be  able  to  defend  ourfelves  ; 

'  Till  flrefs  of  weather,  or  fome  accident, 

'  Provide  a  fhip  for  us. 

'  Alo. 
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'  Abo.  An  accident ! 
The  luckieft  accident  prefents  itfelf ; 
The  very  fhip,  that  brought  and  made  us  flares, 
Swims  in  the  river  Hill :  I  lee  no  caufe 
JBut  we  may  feize  on  that. 
«  Oro.  It  mall  be  fo  : 
There  is  a  juitice  in  it  pleafes  me, 
Do  you  agree  to  it  ?  [To  the  JJaves. 

*   Omnes.  We  follow  you. 

«  Oro.  You  do  not  relifli  it.  [ToHotman. 

'  Hot.  I  am  afraid 

You'll  find  it  difficult  and  dangerous. 
'  Abo.  Are  you  .the  man  to  find  the  dangers  firft? 
You  mould  have  giv'n  example.     Dangerous ! 
I  thought  you  had  not  underftood  the  word  ; 
You,  who  wculd  be  the  head,  the  hand  and  heart ; 
Sir,  I  remember  you,  you  can  talk  well ; 
I  wo'not  doubt  but  you'll  maintain  your  word. 
'   Oro.  This  iel low  is  not  right,  I'll  try  him  further, 

[To  Aboan. 

The  danger  will  be  certain  to  us  all, 
And  Death  moil  certain  in  mifcarrying. 
We  mult  expeft  no  mercy,  if  we  fail: 
Therefore  our  way  maft  be  not  to  expeft: 
We'll  put  it  out  cf  expectation, 
By  death  upon  the  pla.ce,  or  liberty. 
There  is  no  mean,  but  death,  or  liberty. 
There's  no  man  heie  I  hope,  but  comes  prepar'd 
For  all  that  can  befal  him. 
'  Abo.  Death  is  all : 
In  moll  conditions  of  humanity 
To  be  defir'd,  but  to  be  Ihun'd  by  none : 
The  remedy  of  many,  wiih  of  fome, 
And  certain  end  of  all. 
If  there  be  one  among  us,  who  can  fear 
The  face  of  death  appearing  like  a  friend, 
As  in  this  caufe  of  honour  death  muft  be  : 
How  will  he  tremble  when  he  fees  him  drefi'd 
In  the  wild  fury  of  our  enemier, 
In  all  the  terrors  of  thek  cruel  ;y  ! 

•  For 
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For  now,  if  we  fhould  fall  into  their  hands, 
Could  they  invent  a  thoufand  murd'ring  ways, 
By  racking  torments,  we  fhould  feel  'em  all. 

*  Hot.  What  will  become  of  us  ? 

'  Oro.  Obferve  him  now.     [To  Abo.  concerning  Hot. 

I  could  die,  altogether,  like  a  man  ; 

As  you,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  muft  do  : 

But  who  can  promife  for  his  bravery 

Upon  the  rack  ?  where  fainting,  weary  life, 

Hunted  thro'  ev'ry  limb,  is  forc'd  to  feel 

An  agonizing  death  of  all  its  parts? 

Who  can  bear  this  ?  rcfolve  to  be  empal'd  ? 

His  fkin  Head  off,  and  roafted  yet  alive  ? 

The  quivering  fiefh  torn  from  his  broken  bones 

By  burning  pincers  ?  Who  can  bear  thefe  pains  ? 

*  Hot.  They  are  not  to  be  borne. 

\T)  if  covering  all  the  confujion  of  fear. 
f  Oro.  You  fee  him  now,  this  man  of  mighty  words  ! 
'  Abo.  How  his  eyes  roll  ! 

*  Oro.  He  cannot  hide  his  fear : 

I  try'd  him  this  way,  and  have  found  him  out. 

'  Abo.  I  could  not  have  believ'd  it :  fuch  a  blaze, 

And  not  a  fpark  of  fire  ! 

'  Oro.   His  violence 

Made  me  fufpeft  :  now  I'm  convinc'd. 

'  Abo.  What  mail  we  do  with  him? 

'  Oro.  He  is  not  fit- 

'  Abo.  Fit !  hang  him,  he  is  only  fit  to  bs 
Juft  what  he  is,  to  live  and  die  a  {lave  : 
The  bafe  companion  of  his  fervile  fears. 

*  Oro.  We  are  not  fafe  with  him. 
'  Abo.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

'  Oro.  He'll  certainly  betray  us. 

'  Aba.  That  he  fhan;t : 

I  can  take  care  of  that :  I  have  a  way 

To  take  him  oft"  his  evidence. 

'  Oro.  What  way  ? 

'  Abo.  I'll  ftop  his  mouth  before  you,  flab  him  here, 

And  then  let  him  inform. 

'  [Going  to  ftab  Hotman,  Oroonoko  holds  him. 
C  «  Or,. 
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'  Oro.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

*  Abo.  I  would  fecure  ourfelves. 

'  Oro.  It  fha'not  be  this  way  ;  nay  cannot  be  : 
'  His  murder  will  alarm  all  the  reft, 

*  Make  'em  fufpeft  us  of  barbarity, 

'  And,  may  be,  fall  away  from  our  defign. 

*  We'll  not  fet  out  in  blood.     We  have,  my  friends, 
'  This  night  to  furflifh  what  we  can  provide 

'  For  our  fecurity  and  juft  defence. 
«  If  there  be  one  among  us,  we  fufpecl 
'  Of  bafenefs,  or  vile  fear,  it  will  become 

*  Our  common  care  to  have  an  eye  on  him  ; 
'  I  wo'not  name  the  man. 

'  Abo.  You  guefs  at  him.  [To  Hotman. 

'  Oro.  To-morrow,  early  as  the  breaking  day, 
'  We  rendezvous  behind  the  citron-grove. 
'  That  fliip  fecur'd,  we  may  tranfport  ourfelves 
•*•  To  our  refpeftive  homes  :  my  father's  kingdom 
'  Shall  open  her  wide  arms  to  take  you  in, 

*  And  nurfe  you  for  her  own,  adopt  you  all, 

*  All,  who  will  follow  me. 

*  Omnes.  All,  all  follow  you. 

*  Oro.  There  I  can  give  you  all  your  liberty : 

*  Beftow  its  bleflings,  and  fecure  'em  yours. 

*  There  you  (hall  live  with  honour,  as  becomes 
'  My  fellow-fufferers  and  worthy  friends. 

*  Thus  if  we  do  fucceed  :  but,  if  we  fall 
'  In  our  attempt,  'tis  nobler  ftill  to  die, 
'  Than  drag  the  galling  yoke  of  flavery. 

*  [Exeunt.* 


ACT        IV. 

Enter  Welldon  '  and  Jack  Stanmore. 

«  #W/.T7OU  fee,  honeft>r£,  I  have  been  induf- 
\     *  trious  for  you  :  you  muft  take  fome  pains 
'  now  to  ferve  yourfelf, 

•  J.  Stan. 
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*  y.  Stan.  Gad,  Mr.  Wettdon,  I  have  taken  a  great 
'  deal  of  pains;  and,   if  the  widow  fpeak  honeftly, 

*  faith -and  troth,  (he'll  tell  you  what  a  pains-taker  I  am. 
'  Well.  Fie,  fie,  not  me ;   I  am  her  hufljand  yon 

*  know.    She  won't  tell  me  what  pains  you  have  taken 
'  with  her  :  befides,  me  takes  you  for  me. 

'  y.  Stan.  That's  true :  I  forgot  you  had  marry' d 
'  her.  But  if  you  knew  all 

'  Well.  'Tis  no  matter  for  my  knowing  all,  ifme  does. 

*  J.  Stan.  Ay,  ay,  me  does  know,  and  more  than 

*  ever  me  knew  fmce  me  was  a  woman,  for  the  time ;  I 
'  will  be  bold  to  fay :  for  I  have  done 

*  Well.  The  devil  take  you, for  you'll  never  have  done. 
'  J.  Stan.  As  old  as  me  is,  me  has  a  wrinkle  behind 

'*  more  than  me  had,  I  believe  :  for  I  have  taught  her 
'  what  me  never  knew  in  her  life  before. 

'  Well.  What  care  I  what  wrinkles  (he  has?  or  what 
'  you  have  taught  her?  If  you'll  let  me  ad  vile  you,  you 
'  may  :  if  not,  you  may  prate  on,  and  ruin  the  whole 
«  defign. 

«  J.  Stan.  Well,  well,  I  have  done, 

'  Well.  Nobody  but  your  coufin,  and  you,  and  I, 
'  know  any  thing  of  this  matter.  I  have  marry'd  Mrs. 
'  Lackitt,  and  put  you  to  bed  to  her,  which  me  knows 
'  nothing  of,  to  ferve  you :  in  two  or  three  days  I'll 

*  bring  it  about  fo,  to  refign  up  my  claim,  and  with  her 
'  content,  quietly  to  you. 

'  J.  Stan.  But  how  will  you  do  if  ? 

'  WelL  That  muft  be  my  bufinefs  :  in  the  mean  time, 
'  if  you  mould  make  any  noife,  'twill  come  to  her  ears, 
'  and  be  impoffible  to  reconcile  her. 

'  J.  Stan.  Nay,  as  for  that,  I  know  the  way  to  re- 
'  concile  her,  I  warrant  you. 

*  Well.  But  how  will  you  get  her  money  ?  I  am  mar- 

*  ry'd  to  her. 

'  y.  Stan.  That  I  don't  know*  indeed. 
'  Well.  You  muft  leave  it  to  me,  you  find ;  all  the 
'  pains  I  (hall  put  you  to  will  be  to  be  lilent :  you  can 

*  hold  your  tongue  for  two  or  three  days  ? 

'  J.  Stan.  Truly  not  well,  in  a  matter  of  this  nature : 
C  2  *  I  Hiouid 
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'  I  (hould  be  very  unwilling  to  lofe  the  reputation  of 
'  this  night's  work,  and  the  pleafure  of  telling  it. 

«  Well.  You  muft  mortify  that  vanity  a  little  :  You 
'  will  have  time  enough  to  brag  and  lie  of  your  man~ 
'  hood,  when  you  have  her  in  a  bare-fac'd  condition  to 
'  difprove  you. 

'  %.  Stan.  Well,  I'll  try  what  I  can  do  :  the  hopes 
'  of  her  money  muft  do  it. 

'  Well.  You'll  come  at  night  again  ?  'tis  your  own 

*  bufinefs. 

«  J.  Stan.  But  you  have  the  credit  on't. 
'  Well.  'Twill   be  our  own  another  day,  as  the  wi- 
'  dow  fays.  Send  your  coufm  to  itie  :  I  want  his  advice. 
'  J.  Stan.  I  want  to  be  recruited,  I'm  fure  ;  a  good 

*  breakfaft,  and  to  bed  :  She  has  rock'd  my  cradle  fuf- 
'  ficiently.  [Ex:/. 

'  Well.  She  would  have  a  hufband  ;  and,  if  all  be  as 
'  he  fays,  me  has  no  reafon  to  complain  :  but  there's  no 
'  relying  on  what  men  fay  upon  thefe  occafions:  they 
'  have  the  benefit  of  their  bragging,  by  recommending 
'  their  abilities  to  other  women  :  their's  is  a  trading 
'  ellate,that  lives"  upon  credit,and  increafes  by  removing 
'  it  out  of  one  bank  into  another.  Now  poor  women  have 
'  not  thefe  opportunities :  we  mull  keep  our  (locks 
'  dead  by  us,  at  home,  to  be  ready  for  a  purchafe,  when 

*  it  comes,  a  hufband,  let  him  be  never  fo  dear,  and  be 
'  glad  of  him  :  or  venture  our  fortunes  abroad  on  fuch' 
'  rotten  fecurity,  that  the  principal  and  ir.tereft,  nay, 
'  very  often,  our  perfons  are  in  danger.     If  the  women 
'  would  agree  (which  they  never  will)  to  call  home  their 
'  effecls,  how  many  proper  gentlemen  would  fneak  into 
'  another  way  of  living,  for  want  of  being  refponfible 

*  in  this  !  then  hufbands  would  be  cheaper.  Here  comes 
'  the  widow,  fhe'll  tell  truth  :   fhe'll  not    bear  falfe 
«  witnefs  againft  her  own  intereft,  I  know.' 

Enter  Widow  Lackitt. 
Well.  Now,  Mrs.  Lackitt. 

Wid.  Well,  well,  Lackitt,  or  what  ycu  will  row  ', 
now  I  am  marry'd  to  you  :  I  am  very  well  pleas'd  with 
what  I  have  done,  I  affure  you 

Well. 
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Well.  And  with  what  I  have  done  too,  I  hope. 

*  Wid.  Ah  !  Mr.  Welldon!  I  fay  nothing,  but  you're 
a  dear  man,  and  I  did  not  think  it  had  been  in  you. 

Well.  I  have  more  in  me  than  you  imagine. 

Wid.  No  no,  you  can't  have  more  than  I  imagine. 
'Tis  impoffible  to  have  more:  You  have  enough  for  any 
woman,  in  an  honeft  way,  that  I  will  fay  for  you. 

'  Well.  Then  I  find  you  are  fatisfied. 

'  Wid.  Satisfied:  no  indeed:  I'm  not  to  be  fatisfied 

*  with  you  or  without  you  :  to  be  fatisfied  is  to  have 
'  enough  of  you;  now  'tis  a  folly  to  lie  :  1  (hall  never 
'  think  I  can  have  enough  of  you.  I  fha!l  be  very  fond 
'  of  you  :  would  you  have  me  fond  of  you  ?  what  do  you 
'  do  to  me,  to  make  me  love  you  fo  well  ? 

'  Well.   Can't  you  tell  what  ? 

'  Wid.  Go,  there's  no fpeakingtoyou  :  You  bringall 
'  th«  blood  of  one's  body  into  one's  face,  fo  you  do  : 

*  why  do  you  talk  fo  ? 

'  Well.  'Why,  how  do  I  talk  ? 

c  Wid.  You  know  how:  but  a  little  colour  becomes 

*  me,  I  believe  :  how  do  I  look  to-day  ? 

'  Well.  O  •  moft  lovingly,  moil  amiably. 
'  Wid.  Nay,  this  can't  be  long  \  fccret,  I  find,  I  (hall 
'  difcover  it  by  niy  countenance. 

'  Well.  The  women  will  find  you  out,  you  look  fo 

*  chearfully. 

'  Wid.  B  ut  do  I,  do  I  really  look  fo  cheafully,  fo  ami- 
'  bly  ?  There's  no  fuch  paint  in  the  world  as  the  natu- 
'  ral  glowing  of  a  complexion.  Let  'em  find  me  out  if 
•'  they  pleaie,  poor  creatures,  I  pity  'em  :  they  envy 
'  me,  I'm  fure,  and  would  be  glad  to  mend  their  looks 

*  upon  the  fame  occafion.  The  young  jill-flirting  girls, 
'  forfooth, believe  no  body  muft have  a  hufbandbut  them- 
'  felves :  but  I  would  have  them  to  know  there  are  other 
'  things  to  be  taken  care  of,  befides  their  green-ficknefs. 

1  Well.  Ay,  fure,  or  the  phyficians  would  have  but 

*  little  practice.' 

Wid.  Mr.  Welldon>  what  muft  I  call  you  ?  I  muft  have 
fome  pretty  fond  name  or  other  for  you  What  mail 
1  call  you  ? 

C  3  Well 
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Well.  I  thought  you  lik'd  my  own  name. 

/F*VA  Yes,yes, I  like  it,but  I  muft  have  a  nick-name  for 
you :  mo-ft  women  have  nick-names  for  their  hufbands. 

Well   Cuckold. 

W.id.  No,  no,  but  'tis  very  pretty  before  company  ;  it 
looks  negligent,  and  is  the  faftrion,  you  know. 

Well  To  be  negligent  of  their  hufbands,  it  is,  indeed. 

Wid.  Nay  then,  I  won't  be  in  the  fafhon  ;  for  I  can 
•Rever  be  negligent  of  dear  Mr.  W ell  don  :  and,  to  con- 
vince you,  here's  fomething  to  encourage  you  not  to  be 
•egligent  of  me,  [Gives  him  apurfe  and  a  little  cajket. 
five  hundred  pounds  in  gold  in  this  ;  and  jewels  to  the 
value  of  five  hundred  pounds  more  in  this. 

[  Welldon  opens  the  cajket. 

Well.  Ay,  marry,  this  will  encourage  me  indeed. 

Wid.  There  are  comforts  in  marrying  an  elderly  wo- 
man. Mr.  Welldon.  Now  a  young  woman  would  have 
fancy'd  me  had  paid  you  with  her  perfon,  or  had  done 
you  the  favour. 

Well.  What  do'  you  talk  of  young  women  :  you  are 
as  young  as  any  of 'em,  in  every  thing  but  their  folly 
and  ignorance. 

Wid.  And  do  you  think  me  fo  ?  but  I  have  reafon  to 
fufpecl  you.  Was  not  I  feen  at  your  houfe  this  morn- 
ing, do  you  think  ? 

Well.  You  may  venture  again  :  you'll  come  at  night, 
I  fuppofe. 

Wid.  O  dear  !  at  night  ?  fo  foon  ? 

Well.  Nay,  if  you  think  it  fo  foon. 

Wid.  O  !  no,  'tis  not  for  that,  Mr.  Welldon,  but 

Well.  You  won't  come  then  ? 

Wid.  Won't !  I  don't  fay  I  won't :  that  is  not  a 
word  for  a  wife  :  If  you  command  me • 

Well.  To  pleafe  yourfelf. 

Wid.   [  will  come  to  pleafe  you. 

Well.  To  pleafe  yourfelf,  own  it. 

Wid.  Well,  well,  to  pleafe  myfelf  then.  You're  the 
flrangeft  man  in  the  world,  nothing  can  'fcape  you  j 
you'll  to  the  bottom  of  ev'ry  thing. 

£nter 
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Enter  Daniel,  Lucia,  following. 

Dan.  What  would  you  have  r  what  du  you  follow 
Hie  for  ? 

Luc.  Why  mayn't  I  follow  you  ?  I  muft  follow  you 
now  all  the  world  over. 

Dan.  Hold  you,  hold  you  there  :  Not  fo  far  by  a 
mile  or  two  ;  I  have  enough  of  your  company  already, 
by'r  lady,  and  fomething  to  fpare:  you  may  go  home 
to  your  brother,  an  you  will  j  I  have  no  farther  to  do 
with  you. 

If 'id.  Why,  Daniel,  child,  thou  art  not  out  of  thy 
wits,  fure,  art  thou  ? 

Dan.  Nay,  marry,  I  don't  know  ;  but  I  am  very 
near,  I  believe :  I  am  alter 'd  for  the  worfe  mightily 
fince  youfawme ;  and  me  has  been  the  caufe  of  it  there. 

Wid.  Hovvfo,  child? 

Dan.  I  told  you  before  what  would  come  on't  of 
putting  me  to  bed  to  a  ftrange  woman  ;  but  you  would 
not  be  faid  nay. 

Wid.  She  is  your  wife  now,  child,  you  muft  love  her. 

Dan.  Why, 'fo  I  did,  at  firft. 

Wid.   But  you  muft  love  her  always. 

Dan.  Always !  I  lov'd  her  as  long  as  I  could,  mo- 
ther, and  as  long  as  loving  was  good,  I  believe ;  for 
I  find  now  I  don't  care  a  fig  for  her. 

Luc.  Why,  you  lubberly,  flovenly,  mifbegotten 
blockhead 

Wid.  Nay,  miftrefs  Lucy,  fay  any  thing  elfe,  and 
fpare  not :  But,  as  to  his  begetting,  that  touches  me, 
he  is  as  honeftly  begotten,  tho'  I  fay  it,  that  he  is  the 
worfe  again. 

Luc.  I  lee  all  good-nature  is  thrown  away  upon  you— 

Wid.  It  was  fo  with  his  father  before  him  :  He  takes 
after  him. 

Luc.  And  therefore  I  will  ufe  you  as  you  deferve, 
you  tony. 

Wid.  Indeed  hedeferves  bad  enough;  but  don't  call 
him  out  of  his  name  ;  his  name  is  Daniel,  you  know. 

Dan.  She  may  call  me  hermaphrodite  if  me  will; 
for  I  hardly  know  whether  I'm  a  boy  or  girl. 

*  Well.  A  boy,  I  warrant  thee,  as  long  as  thou  liv'fh 
C  4  '  Dan. 
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Dan.  Let  her  call  me  what  fhe  pleafes,  mother, 

*  tis  not  her  tongue  that  I'm  afraid  of/ 

i*T,Iwillmakefuch  abeaft  of  thee.fuch  a  cuckold  ' 
Wid.  O,  pray,  no  I  hope  ;  do  nothing  raflily  Mrs, 

*  Lucy. 

Luc.  Such  a  cuckold  I  will  make  of  thce. 
Dan.  I  had  rather  be  a  cuckold,  than  what  yon 
would  make  of  me  in  a  week,  I'mfufe;  I  have  no  move 
manhood  left  in  me  already,  than  there  is,  faving  the 
mark, in  one  of  my  mother's  old  under-petticoats  herp. 
'  Wid.  Sirrah,  lirrah,  meddle  with  your  wife's  petti- 
coats, and  let  your  mother's  alone,  you  ungracious 
bird  yon.  [Seats  him. 

*  Dan.  Why,  is  the  devil  in  the  woman  ?  What  have  I 
faid  now  ?  Do  you  know,  if  you  were  afk'd,  I  trow  ? 
But  you  are  all  of  a  bundle ;  ev'n  hang  together  :  he 
that  unties  you,  makes  a  rod  for  his  own  tail  j  and  fo 
he  will  find  it  that  has  any  thing  to  do  with  you. 
'  Wid.  Ay,  rogue  enough,  you  lhall  find  it :  I  have 
«  a  rod  for  your  tail  Mil. 

'  Dan.  No  wife,  arid  I  care  not.' 
Wid.  I'll  fwinge  you  into  better  manhers/yo'u  booby. 
[Beats  bint  ojf\   and  exi:. 

Well.  You  have  confummated  out  project  upon  him. 
Luc.  Nay,   if  I  have  a  limb  of  the  fortune,  I  c;ire 
not  who  has  the  whole  body  of  the  fool. 

Well.  That  you  mall,  and  a  large  one  I  promife  you. 
Luc.  Have  you  heard  the  news?  They  talk  of  an 
Englijh  fhip  in  the  river. 

Well.  I  have  heard  on't;  and  am  preparing  to  re- 
ceive it,  as  faft  as  I  can. 

Luc.  There's  fomething  the  matter  too  with  the  flaves, 
fome  difturbance  or  other,  I  don't  know  what  'tis. 

Well.  So  much  the  better  Mil  :  We  fifli  in  troubled 
waters  :  we  mall  have  fewer  eyes  upon  us.  Pray  go 
yon  home,  and  be  ready  to  affiil  me  in  your  part  of  the 
defign. 

Luc.  \  can't  fail  in  mine.  {Exit. 

Well.  The  widow  has  furnifh'd  me,  I  thank  her,  to 

carry  it  on.    Now  I  have  got  a  wife,  'tis  high  time  to 

think  of  getting  a  hufband.     I  curry  my  fortune  about 

me 


O    R    O    O    N    O    K    O.  £7 

me  a  thoufand  pounds  in  gold  and  jewels.  Let  me 
fee — 'twill  be  a  confiderable  trull:  and,  I  think,  I 
•fhail  lay  it  out  to  advantage. 

Enter  Stanmore. 

Stan.  SoWclLdon,  Jackhzs  told  me  his  fuccefs  ;  and 
his  hopes  of  marrying  the  widow  by  your  means. 

Well.  I  have  ftrain'd  a  point,  Staninare,  upon  your 
account,  to  be  lerviceable  to  your  family. 

Stan.  I  take  it  upon  my  account;  and  am  very  much 
obliged  to  you.  But  here  we  are  all  in  an  uproar. 

Well.  So  they  fay,  what's  the  matter? 

Stan.  A  mutiny  among  the  Haves :  Oroonokn  is  at  the 
head  of  'em.  Our  governor  is  gone  out  with  his  rafcally 
militia  again/I  'em.  What  it  may  come  to  nobody  knows. 

W-ell.  For  my  part,  I  ihall  do  as  well  as  the  reft :  but 
I'm  concerned  for  my  filler  and-coufin,  whom  I  expedl 
in  the  (hip  from  England. 

Stan.  There's  no  danger  of  'em. 

Well.  I  have  a  thoufand  pounds  here,  in  gold  and 
jewels,  for  my  coufm's  ufe,  that  I  would  more  parti- 
cularly take  care  of;  'tis  too  great  a  fum  to  venture  at 
home  ;  and  I  would  not  have  her  wrong'd  of  it :  there- 
fore, to  fecure  it,  I  think  my  bell  way  will  be  to  put  it 
into  your  own  keeping. 

Stan.  You  have  a  very  good  opinion  of  my  honefly. 
[Takes  the  purfe  and  cajkst. 

Well.  I  have,  indeed ;  if  any  thing  mould  happen  to 
me,  in  this  buftle,  as  nobody  is  fecure  of  accidents,  I 
know  you  will  take  my  coufin  into  your  protection  and 
care;  and 

'  Stan.  You  may  be  fure  on't. 

'  Well.  If  you  hear  Ihe  is  dead,  as  me  may  be,  then  I 

*  defire  you  to  accept  of  the  thoufand  pounds  as  a  legacy, 
'  and  token  of  my  friendship;  my  filler  is  provided  for. 

'  Stan.  Why,  you  amaze  me:  but  you  are  never  the 

*  nearer  dying,  I  hope,  for  making  your  will  ? 

'  Well.  Not  a  jot;  but  I  love  to  be  before-hand 

*  with  fortune.     If  Ihe  comes  fafe,  this  is  not  a  place 
'   for  a  fingle  woman,  you  know  ;'  pray  lee  her  mar- 
ried as  foon  as  .you  can. 

C  Stan. 
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Stan.  If  fhe  be  as  handfome  as  her  pi&ure,  I  car* 
promife  her  a  huiband. 

Well.  If  you  like  her,  when  you  fee  her,  I  wifh  no- 
thing fo  much,  as  to  have  you  marry  her  yourfelf. 

'  Stan.  From  what  I  have  heard  of  her,  and  my  en- 
'  gagements  to  you,  itmuft  be  her  fault,  if  I  don't:  I 
'  hope  to  have  her  from  your  own  hand. 

'  Well.  And  I  hope  to  give  her  to  you,  and  all  this. 

'  Stan.  Ay,  ay,  hang  thefe  melancholy  reflections  : 
'  Your  generofity  has  engaged  all  my  fervices.' 

Well.  I  always  thought  you  worth  making  a  friend. 

Stan.  You  fhan't  find  your  good  opinion  thrown 
away  upon  me  :  I  am  in  your  debt,  and  mail  think  io 
as  long  as  I  live.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE     rhe  Country. 
Enter  on  one  fide  of  the  jlage  Oroonoko,  Aboan,  ivitb 

the  Jlaves.     Imoinda  with  a  bo<vo  and  quiver  ;  the 

•women,  fame  leading,  others  carrying  their  children- 

upon  their  backs. 

Oro.  The  women,  with  their  children,  fall  behind., 
Imoinda,  you  muft  not  expofe  yourfelf  : 
Retire,  my  love  :  I  almoft  fear  for  you. 

Imo.  I  fear  no  danger  ;  life,  or  death,  I  will 
Enjoy  with  you.. 
.     Oro.  My  perfon  is  your  guard. 

Abo.  'Now,  fir,  blame  yourfelf  :'  if  you  had  not  pre- 
vented my  cutting  his  throat,  that  coward  there  had  not 
difcovered  us,  he  comes  now  to  upbraid  you. 
Enter  on  the  other  fide  the  Governor,  talking  to.  Hotman,, 
with  his  rabble* 

Gbv-  This-  is  the  very  thing  I  would  have  wilh'd. 
Your  honeft  fervice  to  the  government     [To  Hotman*. 
Shall  be  rewarded  with  your  liberty. 

Abo..  His  honeft  fervice  1.  call  k  what  it  is,. 
His  villainy,  the  fervice  of  his  fear  : 
If  he  pretenda  to  honeft  fervices. 
Let  him  ft-and  out,  and  meet  me,  like  a  man. 


Oro.  Hold,  you  :  and  you  who  come  againft  us,  hold  j 
I  charge  you  in  a  general  good  to  all- 

And 
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And  wifli  I  could  command  you,  to  prevent 
The  bloody  havock  of  the  murd'ring  fword, 
I  would  not  urge  deftrudtion  uncompell'd  : 
But,  if  you  follow  fate,  you  find  it  here. 
The  bounds  are  fet,  the  limits  of  our  lives : 
Between  us  lies  the  gaping  gulph  of  death, 
To  fwallow  all :  who  tirft  advances- — — 

Enter  (he  Captain,  with  his  crew. 
Caff.  Here,  here,  here  they  are,  Governor : 
What,  feize  upon  my  fhip  ! 
Come,  boys,  fall  on— — — 

\_j4d-~vancing  fir  ft,  Croonoko  kills  him. 
Oro.  Thou  art  fall'n  indeed  j 
Thy  own  blood  be  upon  thce. 

Gcii.  Reit  it  there. 
He  did  deferve  his  death.     '  Take  him  away.' 

\The  body  remold. 

You  fee,  fir,  you  and  thofe  miftaken  men 
Muft  be  our  witnefles,  we  do  not  come 
As  enemies,  and  thirfting  for  your  blood. 
If  we  defir'd  your  ruin,  the  revenge 
Of  our  companion's  death  had  pufh'd  it  on. 
But  that  we  overlook,  in  a  regard 
To  common  fafety,  and  the  public  good. 

Oro.  Regard  that  public  good  :  draw  off  your  men, 
And  leave  us  to  our  fortune :  we're  refolv'd. 

Go<v.  Refolv'd  !   on  what  ?  your  refolutions 
Are  broken,  overturn'd,  prevented,  loft : 
f  What  fortune  now  can  you  raife  out  of 'em? 
'  Nay,  grant  we  mould  draw  off,  what  can  )  oa  do  ? 
'  Where  can  you  move  ?  What  more  can  you  refolve  ? 
*•  Unlefs  it  be  to  throw  yourfelves  away.' 
Famine  muft  eat  you  up,  if  you  go  on. 
You  fee  our  numbers  could  with  eafe  compel 
What  we  requeft :  and  what  do  we  requeit  j1 
Only  to  fave  yourfelves. 

[  Tot  'women  with  their  children  gathering  a'>out  the  men. 
Oro.  I'll  hear  no  more. 

*  Women.  Hear  him,  hear  him,  he  takes  no  care  of  us.' 
Gev.  To  thofe  poor  wretches,  who  have  been  feduc'd 

And 
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And  led  away,  to  all,  and  ev'ry  one, 
We  offer  a  full  pardon 

Oro.  Then  fall  on.  [Preparing  to  engage. 

GO--U.  Lay  hold  upon't,  before  it  be  too  late, 
Pardon  and  mercy. 

\The  women  clinging  about  the  men,  they  leave  Oroonoko, 
and  fall  upon  their  faces,  crying  cut  for  pardon. 

Slaves.   Pardon",  merc.y,  pardon. 

Oro.  Let  them  go  all.     Now,  Governor,  I  fee, 
I  own  the  folly  of  my  enterprife, 
The  rafhnefs  of  this  aftion  ;  and  mufl  blufli, 
Quite  through  this  veil  of  night,  a  whitely  mame, 
To  think  I  could  defign  to  make  thofe  free, 
Who  were  by  nature  flaves  ;  wretches  defign'd 
To  be  their  matters  dogs,  and  lick  their  feet. 

*  Whip,  whip  'em  to  the  knowledge  of  your  gods, 

*  Your  Chriftian  gods,  who  fufFer  you  to  be 
'  Unjuft,  dimoneit,  cowardly,  and  bafe  : 

*  And  give  'em  your  excufe  for  being  fo.' 

I  would  not  live  on  the  fame  earth  with  creatures, 
That  only  have  the  faces  of  their  kind  : 
Why  mould  they  look  like  men,  who  are  not  fo? 
When  they  put  off  their  noble  natures,  for 
The  grov'ling  qualities  of  down-caft  beafts, 

*  I  wifh  they  had  their  tails. 

'  Abo.  Then  we  mould  know  'em.' 

Oro.  We  were  too  few  before  for  viftory. 
We're  ftill  enow  to  die.       [To  Imoinda,  and  Aboan. 
Enter  Blandford. 

Go-v.  Live,  royal  fir : 
Live,  and  be  happy  long  on  your  terms ; 
Only  confent  to  yield,  and  you  mall  have 
What  terms  you  can  propofe  for  you  and  your?. 

Oro.  Confent  to  yield  !  fhall  I  betray  myfelf  ? 

'  Go-v.  Alas  !  we  cannot  fear  that  your  fmail  force, 

*  The  force  of  two,  with  a  weak  woman's  arm, 
'  Should  conquer  us.  Ifpcak,  in  the  regard 

*  And  honour  of  your  worth,  in  my  defire 
'  And  forwardnefs  to  ferve  fo  great  a  man. 
1  1  would  not  have  it  lie  upon  my  thoughts, 

•  That 
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1  That  I  was  the  occafion  of  the  fall 

'  Of  fuch  a  prince,  whofe  courage,  carried  on 

*  In  a  more  noble  caufe,  would  well  deferve 

*  The  empire  of  the  world. 

'  Oro.  You  can  fpeak  fair. 

'  Gov.   Your  undertaking,    tho'    it    would    have 
'  So  great  a  lofs  to  us,  we  muft  all  fay          [«  brought 
'  Was  generous,  and  noble  ;  and  mall  be 
1  Regarded  only  as  the  fire  of  youth 
'  That  will  break  out  fometimes  in  gallnnt  fouls ; 

*  We'll  think  it  but  the  natural  impulfe, 
'  A  ralh  impatience  of  liberty: 

*  No  otherwife. 

'  Oro.  Think  it  \vhat  you  will. 
'  I  was  not  born  to  render  an  account 

*  Of  what  I  do,  to  any  but  rnvfelf.  [Blan  .comes forward.* 

Elan.  I'm  glad  you  have  proceeded  by  fair  means. 

[To  the  governor. 
I  came  to  be  a  mediator. 

Gov.   Try  what  you  can  work  upon  him. 

Oro.  Are  you  come  again ft  me  too  ? 

Blan.  Is  this  to  come  againft  you  ? 

\Qjfering  his  faord  to  Oroonoko. 
Unarm'd  to  put  myfelf  into  your  hands  ? 
I  come,  I  hope,  to  ferve  you. 

Ore.   You  have  ferv'd  me  ; 
I  thank  you  for't :  and  I  am  pleas'd  to  think 
You  were  my  friend,  while  I  had  need  of  one; 
But  now  'tis  paft ;  this  farewel,  and  be  gone. 

{Embraces  him, 

Elan.  It  is  not  pa(r,  and  I  muft  ferve  you  ftill. 

*  I  would  make  up  thefe  breaches  which  the  fword 

*  Will  widen  more,  and  clofe  us  all  in  love.' 

Oro.  I  know  what  I  have  done,  and  I  fliould  be 
A  child  to  think  they  ever  can  forgive  : 
Forgive  !  were  there  but  that,  I  would  not  live 
To  be  forgiven  :  is  there  a  power  on  earth, 
That  I  can  ever  need  forgivencfs  from  .? 

Blan.  You  fha'not  need  it. 

Oro.  No,  I  wo'not  need  it. 

Blaa. 
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Elan,  You  fee  he  offers  you  your  own  conditions-, 
For  you  and  yours. 

Oro.  Mufl  I  capitulate  ? 
Precarioufly  compound,  on  ftinted  terms,. 
To  fave  my  life  ? 

Blan.  Sir,  he  impofes  none. 
You  make  'em  for  your  own  fecurity, 
'  If  your  great  heart  cannot  defcend  to  treat, 
'  In  adverfe  fortune,  with  an  enemy ; 
«  Yet  fure  your  honour's  fafe,  you  may  accept 
'  Offers  of  peace  and  fafety  from  a  friend.' 

Gov.  He  will  rely  on  what  you  fay  to  him  :  [ToBlan* 
Offer  him  what  you  can,  I  will  confirm 
And  make  all  good:  be  you  my  pledge  of  trufh 

Blan.  I'll  anfwer  with  my  life  for  all  he  fays. 
.    Go<v.  Ay,  do,  and  pay  the  forfeit  if  you  pleafe. 

Blan.  Confider,  fir,  can  you  confent  to  throw 
That  bleffing  from  you  ?  you  fo  hardly  found, [O/lmo» 
And  fo  much  valu'd  once? 

Oro.  Imoinda!  Oh  I 
'Tis  me  that  holds  me  on  this  argument 
Of  tedious  life  :  I  could  refolve  it  foon,. 
Were  this  curft  being  only  in  debate. 
But  my  Imoinda  ftruggles  in  my  foul :. 
She  makes  a  coward  of  me,  I  confefs :. 
I  am  afraid  to  part  with  her  in  death  ; 
And  more  afraid  of  life  to  lofe  her  here. 

Blan.  This  way  you  muft  lofe  her,  think  upon 
The  weaknefs  of  her  fex,  made  yet  more  weak 
With  her  condition,  requiring  reft, 
And  foft  indulging  eafe,  to  nurfe  your  hope,. 
And  make  you  a  glad  father* 

Oro.  There  I  feel 

A  father's  fondnefs,  and  a  hufband's  love. 
They  feize  upon  my  heart,  Itrain  all  its  firings,. 
To  pull  me  to  *em  from  my  ftern  refolve. 
Hufband  and  father !  all  the  melting  art 
Of  eloquence  lives  in  thofe  foft'ning  names. 
Methinks  I  fee  the  babe,  with  infant  hands, 
Pleading  for  life,  and  begging  to  be  born  : 

2  'Shall 
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'  Shall  I  forbid  its  birth :  deny  him  light  ? 
'-  The  heavenly  comforts  of  all-chearing  light  ? 
*  And  make  the  womb  the  dungeon  of  his  death  ? 
'  His  bleeding  mother  his  fad  monument  ?' 
Thefe  are  the  calls  of  nature,  that  call  loud  ; 
They  will  be  heard,  and  conquer  in  their  caufe  : 
He  muft  not  be  a  man,  who  can  refill  'em. 
No,  my  Imoinda  !  I  will  venture  all 
To  fave  thee,  and  that  little  innocent : 
The  world  may  be  a  better  friend  to  him, 
Than  I  have  found  it.    Now  I  yield  myfelf : 

\Givtt  up  his  fiuord. 
The  conflict's  part,  and  we  are  in  your  hands. 

[Several  Men  get  about  Oroonoko  and  Aboan, 

and  feizc  them. 

Gov.  So  you  mall  find  you  are.     Difpofe  of  them, 
As  I  commanded  you. 

Elan.  Good  Heay'n  forbid  !  you  cannot  mean— — 
.    GO--U.  This  is  not  your  concern. 

[To  Blandford,  nvho  goes  to  Oroonoko. 
I  muft  take  care  of  you.  [To  Imoinda. 

Imo.  I'm  at  the  end 

Of  all  my  care  :  here  will  I  die  with  him.  [HoldingQrc, 
Oro.  You  mail  not  force  her  from  me.  [He  holds  her. 
GO-TJ.  Then  I  rnuil.  [They  force  her  from  kirn.. 

Try  other  means,  and  conquer  force  by  force  : 
Break,  cut  off  his  hold,  bring  her  away. 
Imo.  I  do  not  afk  to  live,  kill  me  but  here.. 
Oio.  O  bloody  dogs !  inhnman  murderers  ! 
[Iinoinda/orfV<?«/  of  one  door  by  the  Governor  and 
ethers.     Oroonoko  and  Aboan  hurried  eut  of  ano- 
ther. [Exeunt* 


ACT          V. 

Enter  Stanmorej  Lucia,  and-  Charlotte. 

Stan.  '  ^  I  A  I  S  ftrange  we  cannot  hear  of  him  :   can 

J[_      '  no-body  give  an  account  of  him  ? 
'•  Luc.  Nay,  I  begin  to  defpair :  I  give  him  for  gone. 

*  Stan. 
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'  Stan,  Not  fo,  I  hope. 

'  Luc.  There  are  fo  many  cliiturbmices  in  this  de- 

*  viliih  country !  would  we  had  never  feen  it ! 

*  Stan.  This  is  hut  a  cold  welcome  for  you,  madam, 

*  after  fo  troublefome  a  voyage. 

'  Char.  A  cold  welcome  indeed,  fir,  without  my 
'  coufin  Welldon  :  he  was  the  belt  fr.end  I  had  in  the 
<  world. 

'  Stan.  He  was  a  very  good  friend  of  yours,  indeed 
'  madam. 

'  Luc.  They  have  made  him  away,  murder'd  him 

*  for  his  money,  I  believe ;  he  took  a  confiderab'e  fum 
'  out  with  him,  I  know  that  has  been  his  ruin. 

'  Stan.  That  has  done  him  no  injury,  to  my  know- 

*  ledge  :  for  this  morning  he  put  into  my  cuftody  what 

*  you  fpeak  of,  I  fuppofe,  a  thoufand  pounds  for  the 
'  ufe  of  this  lady. 

'  'Char.  I  was  always  oblig'd  to  him  :  and  he  has 
'  fhewn  his  care  of  me,  in  placing  my  little  aftairs  in 
'  fuch  honourable  hands. 

'  Stan.  He  gave  me  a  particular  charge  of  you,  ma- 
'  dam,  very  particular,  fo  particular,  that  you  will  be 

*  furpriz'd  when  I  tell  you. 

'  Char.  What,  pray,  fir  ? 

'  Stan.  I  am  engag'd  to  get  you  a  hufbar.d,  I  pro- 
'  mifed  that  before  1  faw  you ;  and,  now  I  have  feea 
'  you,  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  offer  you  myfelf. 

'  Luc.  Nay,  coufin,  never  be  coy  upon  the  matter  ; 
'  to  my  knowledge,  my  brother  always  defign'd  you 

*  for  this  gentleman. 

'  Stan.  You  hear,  madam,  he  has  given  me  his  in- 

*  tereft,  and  'tis  the  favour  I  would  have  begg'd  of 
'  him.     Lord  !  you  are  fo  like  him 

*  Char.  That  you  are  obliged  to  fay  you  like  me 
«  for  his  fake. 

'•  Stan.  I  mould  be  glad  to  love  you  for  your  own.' 
Char.  If  I  mould  confent  to  the  fine  things  you  can 

fay  to  me,  how  would  you  look  at  la  ft,  to  find  'eia 

thrown  away  on  an  old  acquaintance  ,? 
Staa.  An  old  acquaintance  ! 
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Char.  Lord,  how  eafily  are  you  men  to  be  iffipos'd 
upon  !  I  am  no  coufin  newly  arriv'd  from  England, 
not  I ;  but  the  very  Welldon  you  wot  of. 

Stan.   Welldon! 

Char.  Not  murder'd,  nor  made  away,  as  my  Mer 
would  have  you  believe  ;  but  am  in  very  good  health, 
your  old  friend  in  breeches  that  was,  and  now  your 
humble  fervant  in  petticoats. 

Stan.  I  am  glad  we  have  you  again.  But  what  fer- 
viee  can  you  do  me  in  petticoats  pray  ? 

Char.   Can't  you  tell  what  ? 

Stan.  Not  I,  by  my  troth  :  I  have  found  my  friend 
and  loft  my  miftrefs,  it  feerns,  which  I  did  not  expert 
from  your  petticoats. 

Char.  Come,  cdme,  you  have  had  a  friend  of  your 
miftrefs  long  enough ;  'tis  high  time  now  to  have  a 
rniitrefs  of  your  friend. 

Stan.  What  do  you  fay  ? 

Char.  I  am  a  Woman,  fir. 

Stan.  A  woman ! 

Char.  As  arrant  a  woman  as  you  would  have  had 
Jiic  but  how,  I  afTure  you. 

Stan.  And  at  my  fcrvice  ? 

Char.  If  you  have  any  forme  in  petticoats. 

Stan.  Yes,  yes,  I  mall  find  you  employment. 

'   Char.  You  wonder  at  my  proceeding,  I  believe, 

*  Stan.  'Tis  a  little  extraordinary,  indeed. 

*  Char.  I  have  taken  fome  pains  to  come  into  your 
'  favour. 

*  Stan.  You  might  have  had  it  cheaper  a  great  deal. 
'  Char,  I  might  have  married  you  in  the  perfon  of 

*  my  Englijh  coufin,   but  could  not  confent  to  cheat 
'  you,  even  in  the  thing  I  had  a  mind  to. 
'   Stan.  'Twas  done  as  you  do  everything.' 
Char.  I  need  not  tell  you,  J  made  that  little  plot, 
andcarry'ditononlyfor  this  opportunity.  Iwasrefolv'd 
to  fee  whether  you  lik'd  me  as  a  woman,  or  not :  if  I 
had  found  you  indifferent,  I  would  have  endeavour'd  to 
have  been  fo  too  :  but  you  fay  you  like  me,  and  there- 
fore I  have  ventur'd  to  difcdvcr  the  truth. 

Stan. 
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Stan.  Like  you  !  I  like  you  fo  well,  that  I  am 
you  won't  think  marriage  a  proof  on't:  fhall  I  give 
you  any  other  ? 

Char.  No,  no,  I'm  inclin'd  to  believe  you,  and  that 
fhall  convince  me.  At  more  leifure  I'll  fatisfy  you  how 
I  came  to  be  in  man's  death's,  for  no  ill,  I  afiure  you, 
tho'  I  have  happened  to  play  the  rogue  in  'em.  '  They 
'  have  afiiited  me  in  marrying  my  niter,  and  have  gone  a 
'  great  way  in  befriending  your  couiin  Jack  with  the  wi- 

*  dow.  Can  you  forgive  me  for  pimping  for  your  family:*" 

Enter  Jack  Stanmore. 

Stan.  So,  Jack,  what  news  with  you  f 

J,  Stan.  I  am  the  forepart  of  the  widow  you  know  ; 
file's  corning  after  with  the  body  of  the  family,  the 
young  'fquire  in  her  hand,  my  fon-in-law  that  is  to  be, 
with  the  help  of  Mr.  Welldon, 

Char.  Say  you  fo,  fir  ?  {Clapping  Jack  upon  the  back. 
Enter  Widow  Lackitt  <vuitb  her  Son  Daniel. 

Wid.  So,  Mrs.  Lucy,  I  have  brought  him  about 
again,  I  have  chaftis'd  him,  I  have  made  him  as  fup- 
pie-  as  a  glove  for  your  wearing,  to  pull  on,  or  throw 
off,  at  your  pleafure.  Will  you  ever  rebel  again  ?  will 
you,  firrah  P  but  come,  come,  down  on  your  marrow- 
bones, and  afk  her  forgivenefs.  [Daniel  kneels.}  Say 
after  me,  pray  forfooth  wife. 

Dan.  Pray  forfooth  wife. 

Luc.  Well,  well,  this  is  a  day  of  good-nature,  and 
fo  I  take  you  into  favour  :  but  firft  take  the  oath  of 
allegiance  [He  kijjes  her  hand  and  rifes.]  If  ever  you 
do  fo  again 

•  Dan.  Nay,  marry  if  I  do,  I  mail  have  the  worft  on't. 
Luc.  Here's  a  ftranger,   forfooth,  would'  be  glad  to 

be  known  to  you,  a  filler  of  mine,  pray  falute  her. 

\_Starts  at  Charlotte. 

Wid.  Your  fitter  !  Mrs.  Lucy  !  what  do  you  mean  ? 
this  is  your  brother,  Mr.  Welldon :  do  you  think  I  da 
not  know  Mr.  Welldon  ? 

Luc.  Have  a  care  what  you  fay :  this  gentleman's 
about  marrying  her  :  you  may  fpoil  all. 

Wid.  Fiddle,  faddle,  what !  you  would  put  a  trick 
upon  me. 
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Char.  No  faith,  widow,  the  trick  is  over,  it  has 
taken  fufficiently,  and  now  I  will  teach  you  the  trick, 
to  prevent  your  being  cheated  another  time. 

Wid.  How  !  cheated,  Mr.  WellJ.cn  ! 

Char,  Why,  aye,  you  will  always  take  things  by  the 
wrong  handle :  I  fee  you  will  have  me  Mr.  Welldon  : 
1  grant  you,  I  was  Mr.  Welldon  a  little  while  to  pleafe 
you  or  fo :  but  Mr.  Stanmore  here  has  perfuaded  me 
into  a  woman  again. 

Wid.  A  woman  !  pray  let  me  fpeak  with  you  [Dr'aftv- 
ing  her  ajide."\  You  are  not  in  earneil,  I  hope?  a  wo- 
man ! 

Char.  Really  a  woman. 

Wid.  Gads  my  life  !  I  could  not  be  cheated  in  every 
thins; :  I  know  a  man  from  a  woman  at  thefe  years,  or 
the  devil  is  in't.  Pray,  did.  not  you  marry  me  ? 

Char.  You  would  have  it  fo. 

Wid.  And  did  not  I  give  you  a  thoufahd  pounds 
this  morning? 

Char.  Yes,  indeed,  'twas  more  than  I  deferv'd  :  but 
you  had  your  penny-worth  for  your  penny,  I  fuppofe  : 
you  feem'd  to  be  pleas'd  with  your  bargain. 

Wid.  A  rare  bargain  I  have  made  on't  truly  !  I  have 
laid  out  my  money  to  a  fine  purpofe  upon  a  woman. 

Char.  You  would  have  a  hufbaud,  and  I  provided 
for  you  as  well  as  I  could. 

Wid.  Yes,  yes,  you  have  provided  for  me. 

Char.  And  you  have  paid  me  very  well  for't,  I  thank 
you. 

Wid.  'Tis  very  well?  I  may  be  with  child  too,  for 
aught  I  know,  and  may  go  look  for  the  father. 

Char.  Nay,  if  you  think  fo,  'tis  dme  to  look  about 
you  indeed.  *  Ev'n  make  up  the  matter  as  well  as  you 
'  can,  I  advife  you  as  a  friend,  and  let  us  live  neigh- 
'  bourly  and  lovingly  together. 

'  Wid.  I  have  nothing  elfe  for  it  that  I  know  of  now.' 

Char.  For  my  part,  Mrs.  Lackitt,  your  thoufand 
pounds  will  engage  me  not  to  laugh  at  you.  Then 
niy  fifter  is  marry 'd  to  your  fon,  he  is  to  have  half  your 
elbite,  I  know,  and  indeed  they  may  live  upon  it,  verjr 
comfortably  to  themfelves,  and  very  creditably  to  you. 

Wid. 
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Wid.  Nay,  I  can  blame  nobody  but  myfelf. 

Char.  You  have  enough  for  a  luifband  ftill,  and  thaS 
you  may  bellow  upon  honeii  Jack  Stanmcre. 

Wid.  Is  he  the  man  then  ? 

Char.  He  is  the  man  you  are  oblig'd  to. 

J.  Stan.  Yes,  faith,  widow,  I  am  the  man  :  I  haver 
done  fairly  by  you,  you  find,  you  know  what  you  have 
to  trufl  to  b:fore-hand. 

Wid.  Well,  well,  I  fee  you,  will  have  me,  ev'n  marry 
me,  and  make  an  end  of  the  bufinefs. 

Stan.  Why  that's  well  faid,  now  we  are  all  agreed, 
and  all  well  provided  for. 

Enter  a  fervant  to  Stanmore. 

'  Serv.  Sir,  Mr.Jjlandforddcfaes  you  to  come  to  him, 
and  bring  as  many  of  your  friends  as  you  can  with  you. 

Stan.  I  come  to  him.  You  fliaJl  all  go  along  with 
me.  Come,  young  gentleman,  marriage  is  the  fuihion, 
you  fee,  you  mult  like  it  now. 

Dan.  If  I  don't,  how  fhall  I  help  myfelf  ? 

Luc.  Nay,  you  may  hang  your felf  in  the  noofe,  if  you 
pleafe,  but  you'll  never  get  out  On't  with  ftruggling. 

Dan.  Come  then,  let's  e'en  jog  on  in  the  old  road. 
Cuckold,  or  worfe,  I  muft  now  be  contented  : 
I'm,  not  the  firft  has  marry'd  and  repented.     [E.\-fu,jf> 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Governor,  ivitb  Blandford  and  Planters. 

Blan.  Have  you  no  reverence  of  future  fame  ? 
No  awe  upon  your  actions,  from  the  tongues, 
The  cens'ring  tongues  of  men,  that  will  be  free  ? 
If  you  coufefe  humanity,  believe 
There  is  a  God,  or  devil,  to  reward 
Our  doings  here  :  do  not  provoke  your  fate. 
The  hand  of  Heav'n  is  arm'd  againil  thefe  crimes, 
With  hotter  thunderbolts,  prepar'd  to  mx>ot, 
And  nail  you  to  the  earth,  a  fad  example  ; 
A  monument  of  faithlefs  infamy.' 

Enter  Stanmore,  J.  Stanmore,  Charlotte,  Lucy, 

Widow  and  Daniel. 
So,  Stanmore,  you,  I  know,  the  women  too 

Will 
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T/ill  join  with  me  :   'tis  Orooncko's  caufe. 

.A  lover's  caufe,  a  wretched  woman's  caufe, 

That  will  become  your  intercefiion.       \7'o  the  women. 

ijl  Plant.  Never  mind  'em,  Governor  ;  he  ought  to 
be  made  an  example  for  the  good  of  the  plantation. 

id  Plant.  Ay,  aV,  'twill  frighten  the  negroes  from 
attempting  the  like  again. 

I//  Plant.  What,  rife  againft  their  lords  and  matters ! 
at  this  rate  no  man  is  fafe  from  his  own  flaves. 

zd  Plant.  No,  no  more  he  is.  Therefore,  one  and  all, 
Governor,  we  declare  for  hanging. 

Omn.  Plant.   Ay,  ny,  hang  him,  hang  him. 

V/id.  What!  hang  him  ?  O  forbid  it,  Governor. 

Char.  Luc.  We  all  petition  for  him. 

J.  Stan.  They  are  for  a  holiday  ;  guilty,  or  not,  is 
-not  the  bufmefs,  hanging  is  their  fport. 

Elan.  We  are  not  fure,  fo  wretched,  to  have  thefe, 
The  rabble,  judge  for  us  :   the  hanging  croud, 
The  aibitrary  guard  of  Fortune's  power, 
Who  wait  to  catch  the  fentence  of  her  frowns, 
And  hurry  all  to  ruin  (he  condemns. 

Stan.   So  far  from  farther  wrong,  that  'tis  a  faame 
He  mould  be  v/here  he  is.     Good  Governor, 
Order  his  liberty  :  he  yielded  up 
-Himiclf,  his  all,  at  your  difcretion. 

Blan.  Difcretion  !  no,  he  yielded  on  your  word  ; 
And  I  am  made  the  cautionary  pledge, 
The  gr.gc  and  h&ftage  of  your  keeping  it. 
Remember,  iir,  he  yielded  on  your  word  ; 
Your  word  !  which  honcil  men  will  think  mould  be 
The  laft  refort  of  truth,  and  truft  on  earth  ; 
['here's  no  appeal  beyond  it  but  to  Heav'n  : 

An  oath  is  a.  recognizance  to  Heav'n, 

Binding  us  over  in  the  courts  above, 

To  plead  to  the  indidment  of  our  crimes, 

That  thole  who  'fcape  this  world  mould  fufler  there. 

But  in  the  common  intercourfe  of  men, 

(Where  the  dread  Majeity  is  not  invok'd, 

His  honour  not  immediately  concern'd, 

Not  made  a  party  in  our  intereils) 

Our  word  is  all  to  be  rely'd  upon.' 

JSP*/, 
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Wid.  Come,  come,  you'll  be  as  good  as  your  word, 
•we  know. 

Stan.  He's  out  of  all  power  of  doing  any  harm  now, 
if  he  were  difpofed  to  it. 

Char.  But  he  is  not  difpofed  to  it. 

Elan.  To  keep  him,  where  he  is,  will  make  him  foon 
Find  out  fome  defperate  way  to  liberty : 
He'll  hang  himlelr,  or  dafh  out  his  mad  brains. 

Char.  Pray  try  him  by  gentle  means :  we'll  all  b« 
fureties  for  him. 

Omn.   All,  all. 

'  Luc.  We  will  all  anfwer  for  him  now.' 

Gev.  Well,  you  will  have  it  fo,  do  what  you  pleafe, 
juft  what  you  will  with  him,  I  give  you  leave. 

[Exit. 

Blaa.  We  thank  you,  lir ;  this  way,  pray  come  with 
me.  [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  drawn  Jhenv s  Oroonoko  upon  his  back, 
his  legs  and  arms  ftretcti *d  out,  and  chained  to  the  ground. 

Enter  Blandford,  Stanmore,  £ffr. 

Sian,  O  miferable  fight !  help  every  one, 
Aflift  me  all  to  free  him  from  his  chains. 

\They  help  him  up  and  bring  him  fcr*ward,  looking  doifjn* 
Moll  injur'd  prince  !  how  mall  we  clear  ourfelves? 
We  cannot  hope  you  will  vouchfafe  to  hear, 
Or  credit  what  we  fay  in  the  defence 
And  caufe  of  our  fufpefted  innocence. 

Stan.  We  are  not  guilty  of  your  injuries, 
No  way  confenting  to  'em  ;  but  abhor, 
Abominate,  and  loath  this  cruelty. 

'  Elan.  It  is  our  curfe,  but  make  it  not  our  crime  ; 
A  heavy  curfe  upon  us,  that  we  muft 
Share  any  thing  in  common,  ev'n  the  light, 
The  elements  and  feafons,  with  fuch  men, 
Whofe  principles,  like  the  fam'd  dragon's  teeth, 
Scatter'd  and  fown,  would  moot  a  harveft  up 
Of  fighting  mifchiefs  to  confound  themfelves, 
And  ruin  all  about  'em. 

«   Stun. 
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<  Stan.  Profligates  ! 

*  Whofe  bold  Titanian  impiety 

*  Would  once  again  pollute  their  mother  earth, 

*  Force  her  to  teem  with  her  old  monftrous  brood 
'  Of  giants,  and  forget  the  race  of  men. 

.  *  Elan.  We  are  not  fo:   believe  us  innocent, 
'  We  come  prepar'd  with  all  our  fervices, 
'  To  offer  a  redrefs  of  your  bafe  wrongs. 

*  Which. way  (hall  we  employ  'em  ? 

'  Stan.  Tell  us,  fir  ? 
'  If  there  is  any  thing  that  can  atone  ? 
'  But  nothing  can  :  that  may  be  fome  amends'— — 

Oro.  If  you  would  have  me  think  you  are  not  all 
Confederates,  all  acceiTary  to 
The  bafe  injuflice  of  your  Governor  : 
If  you  would  have  me  live,  as  you  appear 
Concern'd  for  me  ;  if  you  would  have  me  live 
To  thank,  and  blefs  you,  there  is  yet  a  way 
To  tie  me  ever  to  your  honeft  love : 
Bring  my  Imoinda  to  me ;  give  me  her, 
To  charm  my  forrows,  and,  if  pofiible, 
I'll  fit  down  with  my  wrongs,  never  to  rife 
Againfl  my  fate,  or  think  of  vengeance  more. 

Blan.  Be  fatisfy'd,  you  may  depend  upon  us, 
We'll  bring  her  fafe  to  you  and  fuddenly. 

Char.  We  will  not  leave  you  in  fo  good  a  work. 

Wid.  No,  no,  we'll  go  with  you. 

Blan.  In  the  mean  time 
Endeavour  to  forget,  fir,  and  forgive  ; 
And  hope  a  better  fortune.  \Exeunt, 

Oroonoko  alone. 

Oro.  Forget  !  forgive^!  mull  indeed  forget, 
When  I  forgive  :  but  while  I  am  a  man, 
In  flefh,  that  bears  the  living  marks  of  lhame, 
The  print  of  his  difhonourable  chains, 
My  memory  (till  roufmg  up  my  wrongs, 
I  never  can  forgive  this  Governor, 
This  villain  ;  the  difgrace  of  truft,  and  place, 
And  juft  contempt  of  delegated  power. 
What  ihall  I  do  ?  if  I  declare  myfclf, 

I  know 
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1  know  him,  he  will  fneak  behind  his  guard 
Of  followers,  and  brave  me  in  his  fears. 
Elfe,  lion-like,  with  my  devouring  rage, 
1  would  rufli  on  him,  fatten  on  his  throat, 
Tear  a  wide  paffage  to  his  treacherous  heart, 
And  that  way  lay  him  open  to  the  world.      \_Pauftng. 
If  I  mould  turn  his  Chriftian  arts  on  him, 
Promife  him,  fpeak  him  fair,  flatter  and  creep 
With  fawning  fteps,  to  get  within  his  faith, 
I  could  betray  him  then,  as  he  has  me. 
But  am  I  fure  by  that  to  right  myfelf  ? 
Lying's  a  certain  mark  of  cowardice  : 
And,  when  the  tongue  forgets  its  honefty, 
The  heart  and  hand  may  drop  their  functions  too, 
And  nothing  worthy  be  refolv'd  or  done. 
The  man  muft  go  together,   bad,  or  good: 
In  one  part  frail,  he  foon  grows  weak  in  all. 
Honour  mould  be  concern'd  in  honour's  caufe, 
That  is  not  to  be  cur'd  by  contraries, 
As  bodies,  are,  whofe  health  is  often  drawn 
From  rankeJt  poifons.'     Let  me  but  find  out 
An  honeft  remedy,  I  have  the  hand, 
A  miniilring  hand,  that  will  apply  it  home.         \Exit, 

SCENE,     The   Governor' s-Houfe. 
Enter  Governor. 

Gov.  I  would  not  have  her  tell  me,  (he  confents ; 
In  favour  of  the  fex's  modefly, 
That  (till  mould  be  prefum'd  ;  becaufe  there  is 
A  greater  impudence  in  owning  it, 
Than  in  allowing  all  that  we  can  do. 

This  truth  I  know,  and  yet  againil  myfelf 

(So  unaccountable  are  lovers  v/ays) 

I  talk,  and  lofe  the  opportunities, 

Which  love,  and  (he,  e.vpefts  I  mould  employ. 

Ev'n  (he  expefts  :'  for  when  a  man  has  faid 
All  that  is  At,  to  fave  the  decency, 
The  women  know  the  reft  is  to  be  done. 
I  wo'not  difappoint  her.  [Going. 

Enter 
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Enter  Blandford,  the  Stanmores,  Daniel,  Mrs. 
Lackitt,  Charlotte,  #WLucy. 

Wid.  O  Governor !  I'm  glad  we've  lit  upon  you. 

Gov.  Why!  what's  the  matter? 

Char.  Nay,  nothing  extraordinary.  But  one  good 
a&ion  draws  on  another.  You  have  given  the  prince 
his  freedom :  now  we  come  a  begging  for  his  wife : 
you  won't  refufe  us. 

Gcv.  Refufe  you !  No,  no,  what  have  I  to  do  to 
refufe  you  ? 

Wid.  You  won't  refufe  to  fend  her  to  him,  me 
means. 

Gnv.  I  fend  her  to  him  ! 

Wid.  We  have  promis'd  him  to  bring  her. 

Gov.  You  do  very  well;  'tis  kindly  done  of  you  : 
Ev'n  carry  her  to  him,  with  all  my  heart. 

Luc .  You  mutt  tell  us  where  (he  is. 

GO--V.  I  tell  you  !  why,  don't  you  know  ? 

Blan.  Your  fervant  fays  flic's  in  the  houfe. 

Go<v.  No,  no,  I  brought  her  home  at  firft,  indeed  ; 
but  I  thought  it  would  not  look  well  to  keep  her  here  ; 
I  remov'd  her  in  the  hurry,  only  to  take  care  of  her. 
What !  me  belongs  to  you :  I  have  nothing  to  do  with 
her. 

Char.  But  where  is  fhe  now,  fir? 

Gov.  Why,  faith,  I  can't  fay  certainly :  you'll  hear 
of  her  at  Parham  houfe,  I  fuppofe :  there,  or  there- 
abouts :  I  think  I  fent  her  there. 

Blan.  I'll  have  an  eye  on  him  [Afide, 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Governor, 

Go<v.  I  have  ly'd  myfelf  into  a  little  time, 
And  muft  employ  it:  '  they'll  be  here  again  ; 
*  But  I  muft  be  before  'em.' 

[Going  out,   he  meets  Imoinda,  and  frizes  her. 
Are  you  come  ? 

I'll  court  no  longer  for  a  happinefs 
That  is  in  my  own  keeping :  you  may  ftill 
Refufe  to  grant,  fo  I  have  power  to  take. 
The  man  that  afks  deferves  to  be  deny'd. 
[She  di  [engages  one  hand,   and  drains  his  fvjord  from  his 

Jtde  upon  him  ;    Governor  ftarts  and  retires  ;  Bland- 
ford  enters  behind  him.  D  Imo. 
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f    Imo.  He  does  indeed,  that  afks  unworthily. 
Blan.  You  hear  her,   fir,  that  afks  unworthily. 
Gov.  You  are  no  judge. 
£laft.  1  am  of  my  own  flave. 
Go<v.  Be  gone,  and  leave  us. 
Blan.  When  you  let  her  go. 
Go<v.  To  fallen  upon  you. 
~}jlan.  I  muft  defend  myfelf. 
Imo.  Help,  murder,  help! 

[Imoinda  retreats  tow ards  the  door,  favoured  ly  Bland- 
ford  ;  when  they  are  das'  d,  Jhe  thro-~ws  down  the 
fiuord,  and  runs  cut.  Governor  takes  up  his  Jkiuord, 
they  fght,  clofe,  and  fall,  Blandford  upon  him.  Ser- 
vants enter,  and  part  'ern. 
Go<v.  She  Iha'not  'fcape  me  fo.  I've  gone  too  far, 

Not  to  go  farther.     Curfe  on  my  delay  : 

But  yet  fhe  is,  and  mall  be  in  my  power. 
Blan.  Nay,  then  it  is  the  war  of  honefty  ; 

I  know  you,  and  will  fave  you  from  yourfelf. 

Gov.  All  come  along  with  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     the    lajt. 

Enter  Oroonoko. 

Oro.  To  honour  bound !  and  yet  a  flave  to  love  ! 
I  am  diftra&ed  by  their  rival  powers, 
And  both  will  be  obey'd.     O  great  revenge  !    * 
Thou  raifer  and  refrorer  of  fall'n  fame! 
Let  me  not  be  unworthy  of  thy  aid, 
For  flopping  in  thy  courfe  :  I  iHll  am  thine ; 
But  can't  forget  I  am  Imoinda's  too. 
She  calls  me  from  my  wrongs  to  refcue  her. 
No  man  condemn  me,  who  has  never  felt 
A  woman's  power,  or  try'd  the  force  of  love  : 

All  tempers  yield  and  foften  in  thofe  fires  : 

Our  honours,  interefls  refolving  down, 

Run  in  the  gentle  current  of  our  joys  ; 

But  not  to  fink,  and  drown  our  memory  ; 

We  mount  again  to  aclion,   like  the  fun, 

That  rifes  from  the  bofom  of  the  fea, 

'To 
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*  To  run  his  glorious  race  of  light  a-new, 

'  And  carry  on  the  world.'     Love,  love  will  be 

My  firft  ambition,  and  ray  fame  the  next. 

Enter  Abcan  bloody. 

My  eyes  are  turn'd  againil  me  and  combine 
With  my  fvvorn  enemies,  to  reprefent 
This  fpedacle  of  horror,     Abtan  ! 
1  My  ever  faithful  friend  !' 

Aha.  I  have  no  name 

That  can  diftinguilh  me  from  the  vile  earth, 
To  which  I'm  going :  a  poor  abjeft  worm, 
That  crawl 'd  awhile  upon  the  buftling  world, 
And  now  am  trampled  to  my  dull  again. 

Oro,  I  fee  thee  gafli'd  and  mangled. 

Abo.  Spare  my  mame. 
To  tell  how  they  have  us'd  me :  but  believe 
The  hangman's  hand  would  have  been  merciful. 
Do  not  you  fcorn  me,  fir,  to  think  I  can 
Intend  to  live  under  this  infamy. 
I  do  not  come  for  pity,  to  complain. 
I've  fpent  an  honourable  life  with  you, 
The  earlieft  fervant  of  your  lifing  fame, 
And  would  attend  it  with  my  lateft  care  : 
My  life  was  yours,  and  fo  fhall  be  ray  death. 
You  muft  not  live, 

Bending  and  finking,  I  have  dragg'd  my  fteps 
Thus  far  to  tell  you  that  you  cannot  live  : 
To  warn  you  of  thofe  ignominious  wrongs, 
Whips,  rods,  and  all  the  inftruments  of  death, 
Which  I  have  felt,  and  are  prepar'd  for  you. 
This  was  the  duty  that  I  had  to  pay. 
'Tis  done,  and  now  I  beg  to  be  difcharg'd. 

Oro.  What  mall  I  do  for  thee? 

Abo.  My  body  tires, 
And  wo'not  bear  me  off  to  liberty  : 
I  mall  again  be  taken,  made  a  flave. 
A  fword,  a  dagger  yet  would  refcue  me. 
I  have  not  ftrength  to  go  and  find  out  death, 
You  muft  direcl  him  to  me. 

Oro.  Here  he  is,  [Gives  him  a  dagger. 

D  2  The 


76  OROONOKO. 

The  only  prefent  I  can  make  thee  now  : 
And,  next  the  honourable  means  of  life, 
1  would  beftow  the  honeft  means  of  death, 

Abo.  I  cannot  ftay  to  thank  you.     If  there  is 
A  being  after  this,  I  mail  be  yours 
In  the  next  world,  your  faithful  flave  again. 
This  is  to  try.   [Stabs  himfelf.~\  I  had  a  living  fenfe 
Of  all  your  royal  favours,  but  this  laft 
Strikes  through  my  heart.     I  wo'not  fay  farewe], 
For  yo  u  muft  follow  me.  \Dies  > 

Oro.  In  life  and  death, 
The  guardian  of  my  honour !  Follow  thee ! 
I  mould  have  gone  before  thee  :  then  perhaps 
Thy  fate  had  been  prevented.     All  his  care 
Was  to  preferve  me  from  the  barbarous  rage 
That  worry'd  him,  only  for  being  mine. 
Why,  why,  you  Gods !  why  am  I  fo  accus'd, 
That  it  muft  be  a  reafon  of  your  wrath, 
A  guilt,  a  crime  fuflicient  to  the  fate 
Of  any  one,  but  to  belong  to  me? 
My  friend  has  found  it  out,  and  my  wife  will  foon  : 
My  wife  !  the  very  fear's  too  much  for  life. 
I  can't  fupport  it.     Where  ?  Imoinda!  Oh! 

\_Going  out,  Jbe  meets  him,  running  into  hif  arms. 
Thou  bofom  foftnefs !  Down  of  all  my  cares  ! 
I  could  recline  my  thoughts  upon  this  breaii 
To  a  forgetfulnefs  of  all  my  griefs, 
And  yet  be  happy  :  but  it  wo'not  be, 
Thou  art  diforder'd,  pale,  and  out  of  breath  ! 
If  fate  purfues  thee,  find  a  fhelter  here. 
What  is  it  thou  woald'ft  tell  me? 

Imo.  'Tis  in  vain  to  call  him  villain. 

Oro.  Call  him  Governor  :  is  it  not  fo  ? 

Imo.  There's  not  another  fure. 

Oro.  Villain's  the  common  name  of  mankind  here, 
But  his  moft  properly.     What!  what  of  him? 
I  fear  to  be  refolv'd,  and  muft  enquire. 
He  had  thee  in  his  power. 

Imo.  I  blufh  to  think  it. 

Oro.  Bluftil  to  think  what? 

Imo. 
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Into.  That  I  was  in  his  power. 

Oro.  He  cou'd  not  ufe  it? 

Into.  What  can't  fuch  men  do? 

Oro.  But  did  he,  durft  he  ? 

Imo.  What  he  cou'd,  he  dar'd. 

Oro.  His  own  Gods  damn  him  then  ?  For  ours  have 

none, 
No  punifhment  for  fuch  unheard  of  crime. 

Imo.  This  monfter,  cunning  in  his  flatteries, 
When  he  had  weary'd  all  his  ufelefs  arts, 
Leap'd  out,  fierce  as  a  beail  of  prey,  to  feize  me. 
I  trembled,  fear'd. 

Oro.  I  fear  and  tremble  now. 
What  could  preferve  thee  ?  Wiiat  deliver  thee  ? 

Imo.  That  worthy  man,  you  us'd  to  call  your  friend. 

Oro.  Blandford? 

Imo.  Came  in,  and  fav'd  me  from  his  rage. 

Oro.  He  was  a  friend  indeed,  to  refcue  thee ! 
And,  for  his  fake,  I'll  think  it  poffible 
A  Chriftian  may  be  yet  an  honeil  man. 

Imo.  O  did  you  know  what  I  have  ftruggled  thro*, 
To  fave  me  yours,  fure  you  would  promiie  me 
Never  to  fee  me  forc'd  from  you  again. 

Oro.  To  promife  thee  !  O  !  do  I  need  to  promiie  ? 
But  there  is  now  no  farther  ufe  of  words. 
Death  is  fecurity  for  all  our  fears. 

\She*ius  A  bo  an 's  body  on  the  floor. 
And  yet  I  cannot  truft  him. 

Imo.   Aboan  ! 

Oro.  Mangled  and  torn,  refolv'd  to  give  me  time 
To  fit  myfelf  for  what  I  muft  expect, 
Groan'd  out  a  warning  to  me,  and  expir'd. 

Imo.  For  what  you  mull  expedl  ? 

Oro.  Would  that  were  all ! 

Imo.  What!  to  be  butcher'd  thus— — 

Oro.  Juft  as  thou  feeft. 

Imo.  By  barb'rous  hands,  to  fall  at  lail  their  prey  ? 

Oro.  I  have  run  the  race  with  honour,  fhall  I  now 
Lag,  and  be  overtaken  at  the  goal  ? 

Imo.  No. 

D  3  Ore, 
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Ore.  I  muft  look  back  to  thee.  \Tenderly. 

Imo.  You  fha'not  need. 
I  am  always  prefent  to  your  purpofe,  fay, 
Which  way  would  you  difpofe  me  ? 

*  Oro.  Have  a  care. 

'  Thou'rt  on  a  precipice,  and  doft  not  fee 

'  Whither  that  queftion  leads  thee.     O  !  too  foon 

'  Thou  doft  enquire  what  the  affembled  Gods 

'  Have  not  determin'd,  and  will  lateft  doom. 

«  Yet  this  I  know  of  fate,  this  is  moft  certain, 

'  I  cannot,  as  I  would,  difpofe  of  thee; 

«  And,  as  I  ought,  I  dare  not.     O  Imoinda  ! 

'  Imo.  Alas  !  that  figh !  why  do  you  tremble  fo ! 
€  Nay,  then  'tis  bad  indeed,  if  you  can  weep. 

*  Oro.  My  heart  runs  over,  if  my  gufhingeyes 
'  Betray  a  weaknefs  which  they  never  knew. 

*  Believe,  thou  only,  thou  couldft  caufe  thefe  tears : 
'  The  Gods  themfelves  confpire  with  faithlefs  men 
'  To  our  deftru&ion. 

'  Imo.  Heav'n  and  earth  our  foes! 

'  Oro.  It  is  not  always  granted  to  the  great 

*  To  be  moft  happy  :   if  the  angry  pow'rs 

*  Repent  their  favours,  let  'em  take  'em  back : 

"  The  hopes  of  empire,  which  they  gave  my  youth, 

«  By  making  me  a  prince,  I  here  relign. 

'  Let  'em  quench  in  me  all  thofe  glorious  fires, 

*  Which  kindled  at  their  beams :  that  luft  of  fame, 
'  That  fever  of  ambition,  reftlefs  ftill, 

«  And  burning  with  the  facred  thirftof  fway, 
«  Which  they  infpir'd,  to  qualify  my  fate, 
'  And  makes  me  fit  to  govern  under  them, 
'  Let  'em  extinguifh.     I  fubmit  myfelf 

*  To  their  high  pleafure,  and  devoted  bow 

*  Yet  lower,  to  continue  ftill  a  flave  ; 

*  Hopelefs  of  liberty  :  and,  if  I  could 

*  Live  after  it,  would  give  up  honour  too, 
«  To  fatisfy  their  vengeance,  to  avert 

*  This  only  curfe,  the  curfe  of  lofmg  thee. 

'  Imo.  If  Heav'n  could  be  appeas'd,    thefe  cruel 
«  men 

'Arc 
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'  Are  not  to  be  intreated  orbeliev'd  : 

*  O!  think  on  that,  and  be  no  more  deceiv'd. 

'  Oro.  What  can  we  do  ? 

'  Imo.  Can  I  do  any  thing  ? 

*  Oro.  But  we  were  born  to  fuffer. 

'  Imo.  Suffer  both, 

*  Both  die,  and  fo  prevent  'em. 

'  Oro.  By  thy  death  ! 
'  O !  let  me  hunt  my  travell'd  thoughts  again ; 

*  Range  the  wide  wafte  of  defolate  defpair ; 
'  Start  any  hope.     Alas  !  I  lofe  myfelf, 

'  'Tis  pathlefs,  dark,  and  barren  all  to  me. 

*  Thou  art  my  only  guide,  my  light  of  life, 

'  And  thou  art  leaving  me :  fend  out  thy  beams 

'  Upon  the  wing  ;  let  'em  fly  all  around, 

'  D ifcover  every  way  :  is  there  a  dawn, 

'  A  glimmering  of  comfort  ?  The  great  God, 

'  Thatrifes  on  the  world,  muft  mine  on  us. 

'  Imo.  And  fee  us  fet  before  him. 

'  Oro.  Thou  befpeak'ft, 
'  And  goeft  before  me. 

'  Imo.  So  I  would  in  love, 
'  In  the  dear  unfufpefted  part  of  life, 
'  In  death  for  love.     Alas  !  what  hopes  for  me  ? 
'  I  was  preferv'd  but  to  acquit  myfelf, 
'  To  beg  to  die  with  you. 

'  Oro.   And  can'ft  thou  a{k  it  ? 
'  I  never  durft  enquire  into  myfelf 
'  About  thy  fate,  and  thou  refolv'ft  it  all. 

'  Imo.  Alas  !  my  lord  !  my  fate's  refolv'd  in  your's. 

'  Oro.  O  !  keep  thee  there  :  let  not  thy  virtue  fhrink 
'  From  my  fupport,  and  I  will  gather  ftrength, 
'  Paft  as  I  can,  to  tell  thee 

'  Imo.   I  muft  die : 
f  I  know  'tis  fit,  and  I  can  die  with  you. 

'  Oro.  O  !  thou  hail  banifh'd  hence  a  thoufand  fears, 
'  Which  ficken'd  at  my  heart,  and  quite  unman'd  rne. 

'Imo.  Your  fear's  for  me,  I  know  you  fear  my  ftrength, 
'  And  could  not  overcome  your  tendernefs, 
'  To  pafs  this  fentenc  e  on  me :  and  indeed 

3  There 
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*  There  you  were  kind,  as  I  have  always  found  you. 

*  As  you  have  ever  been  :  for  tho'  I  am 

'  Refign'd,  and  ready  to  obey  my  doom, 

«  Methinks  it  mould  not  be  pronounc'd  by  you. 

'  Oro.  O  !  that  was  all  the  labour  of  my  grief. 
'  My  heart  and  tongue  forfook  me  in  the  ilrife  ; 
'  I  never  could  pronounce  it. 

'  Imo.  I  have  for  you,  for  both  of  us. 

c  Oro.  Alas  !  for  me  !  my  death 
'  I  could  regard  as  the  laft  fcene  of  life, 
«  And  aft  it  thro'  with  joy,  to  have  it  done. 
'But  then  to  part  with  thee 

'  Imo.  'Tis  hard  to  part. 
'  But  parting  thus,  as  the  moft  happy  muft, 

*  Parting  in  death,  makes  it  the  eafier. 

*  You  might  have  thrown  me  off,  forfaken  me, 
f  And  my  misfortunes :  that  had  been  a  death 

*  Indeed  of  terror,  to  have  trembled  at. 
'  Oro.  Forfaken!  thrown  thee  off ! 

*  Imo,  But  'tis  a  ple^fure  more  then  life  can  give, 
'  That  with  unconquer'd  paffion,  to  the  laft, 

'  You  ftruggle  ftill,  and  fain  would  hold  me  to  you. 
'  Oro.  Ever,  ever,  and  let  thofe  ftars,  which  are  my 

'  enemies, 

'  Witnefs  againftme  in  the  other  world, 
'  If  I  would  leave  this  manfion  of  my  blifs, 
c  To  be  the  brighteft  ruler  of  their  fides. 

*  O  !  that  we  could  incorporate,  be  one,  [Embracing  her, 

*  One  body,  as  we  have  been  long  one  mind ; 
'  That,  blended  fo,  we  might  together  mix, 
'  And,  lofing  thus  cur  being  to  the  world, 

'  Be  only  found  to  one  another's  joys. 
'  Imo.  Is  this  the  way  to  part  ? 
'  Oro.  Which  is  the  way  ? 

*  Imo.  The  god  of  love  is  blind,  and  cannot  find  it. 

*  But  quick  make  hafte,  our  enemies  have  eyes, 
'  To  find  us  out,  and  mew  us  the  worll  way 

'  Of  parting  :  think  on  them. 
'  Oro.  Why  doft  thou  wake  me  I 
4  Imo.  O  !  no  more  of  love. 

For, 
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*  For,  if  I  Men  to  you,  I  fhall  quite 

'  Forget  my  dangers,  and  deiire  to  live. 

f  I  can't  live  yours.  [Takes  up  the  dagger. 

Oro,  '  There  all  the  flings  of  death 
'  Are  mot  into  my  heart' — what  mail  I  do  ? 

Into.  This  dagger  will  inftruit  you.        [Gives  it  him. 

Oro.  Ha  !  this  dagger  ! 
Like  fate,  it  points  me  to  the  horrid  deed. 

Imo.  Strike,  ftrike  it  home,  and  bravely  fave  us  both. 
There  is  no  o  ther  fafety. 

Oro.  It  muft  be 

B  ut  full  a  dying  kifs \Kiflei  her. 

This  laft  embrace »  \Embracing  her. 

And  now 

Into.  I'm  ready. 

Oro.  O  !  where  fhall  I  ftrike  ? 
Is  there  a  fmalleft  grain  of  that  lov'd  body 
That  is  not  dearer  to  me   ' 


My  bofom'd  heart,  and  all  the  life  blood  there? 
Bid  me  cut  off  thefe  limbs,  hew  off  thefe  hands, 
Dig  out  thefe  eyes,  tho'  I  would  keep  them  lait 
To  gaze  upon  thee  :  but  to  murder  thee  ! 
The  joy,  and  charm  of  every  ravifh'd  fenfe, 
My  wife  !  forbid  it,  nature. 

Imo.  'Tis  your  wife, 

Who  on  her  knees  conjures  you.     O  !  in  time 
Prevent  thofe  mifchiefs  that  are  falling  on  us. 
You  may  be  hurry'd  to  a  fhameful  death, 
And  I  too  dragg'd  to  the  vile  governor  ; 
Then  I  may  cry  aloud  :  when  you  are  gone, 
Where  fhall  I  "find  a  friend  again  to  fave  me  ? 

Oro.  It  will  be  fo.     Thou  unexampled  virtue  ! 
Thy  refolution  has  recover'd  mine  : 
And  now  prepare  thee. 

Imo.  Thus,  with  opens  arms, 
I  welcome  you  and  death. 

[He  drops  his  dagger,  as  he  looks  on  her,  and  thronui 
himfelf  on  the  ground. 

Oro.  I  cannot  bear  it. 
O  let  me  dafh  againft  the  rock  of  fate, 

Dig 


8z  OROONOKO. 

Dig  up  this  earth,  tear  her  bowels  out, 
To  make  a  grave,  deep  as  the  center  down, 
To  {wallow  wide  and  bury  us  together, 
It  wo'not  be.     O  !  then  fome  pitying  god 
(If  there  be  one,  a  friend  to  innocence) 
Find  yet  a  way  to  lay  her  beauties  down 
Gently  in  death,  and  fave  me  from  her  blood. 

Imo.  O  rife,  'tis  more  than  death  to  fee  you  thus, 
I'll  cafe  your  love,  and  do  the  deed  myfelf — 
[  She  takes  up  the  dagger,  he  rifes  in  hafte  to  take  it  from 
her. 

Oro.  O  I  hold,  I  charge  thee,  hold. 

Ima.  Tho'  I  muft  own 
It  would  be  nobler  for  us  both  from  you. 

Oro.  O  !  for  a  whirlwinds  wing  to  hurry  us 
To  yonder  cliff,  which  frowns  upon  the  flood : 
That  in  embraces  lock'd  we  might  plunge  in, 
Andperifh  thus  in  one  another's  arms. 

Imo.  Alas !  what  fhout  is  that  ? 

Oro.  I  fee  'em  coming. 
They  fha'not  overtake  us.     This  laft  kifs, 
And  now  farewel. 

Imo.  Farewel,  farewel  for  ever. 

Oro.  I'll  turn  my  face  away,  and  do  it  fo. 
Now,  are  you  ready  ? 

Imo.  Now.     But  do  not  grudge  me 
The  pleafure  in  my  death  of  a  laft  look  ; 
Pray  look  upon  me. — Now  I'm  fatisfied. 

Oro.  So  fate  muft  be  by  this. 

[Going  to  ftab  her,  hejl?£s  Jhort ;  Jhe  lays  her  hand 
on  his ,  in  order  to  give  the  blo-iv. 

Imo.  Nay,  then  I  muft  affift  you. 
And,  fince  it  is  the  common  caufe  of  both, 
*  fis  juft  that  both  mould  be  employ'd  in  it. 
Thus,thus  'tis  finim'd,and  I  blefs  my  fate,  [Stabs  herfelf. 
That,  where  I  liv'd,  I  die  in  thefelov'd  arms.       [Dies 

Oro.  She's  gone.  And  now  all's  at  an  end  with  me, 
Soft,  lay  her  down,  O  we  will  part  no  more. 

[Then  throws  himfelfby  her. 
But  let  me  pay  the  tribute  of  my  grief, 
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A  few  fad  tears  to  thy  lov'd  memory, 

And  then  I  follow [Shouts]  [Weeps  over  her. 

But  I  ftay  too  long.  [4  noife  again. 

The  noife  comes  nearer.     Hold,  before  I  fro, 
There's  fomething  would  be  done.     It  mail  be  fo, 
And  then,  Imoinda,  I'll  come  all  to  thee.  [Rifes. 

Blandford,  and  bis  party,  enter  before  the  Governor  ar.d 
bis  party, /words  drawn  on  both  fides. 

GS--U.   You  ftrive  in  vain  to  fave  him,  he  ihall  die. 

Slan.  Not  while  we  can  defend  him  \vLli  our  lives. 

Gov.  Where  is  he  ? 

Oro.  Here  is  the  wretch  whom  you  would  have, 
Put  up  your  fwcrds,  and  let  not  civil  broils 
Engage  you  in  the  curfed  caufe  of  one 
Who  cannot  live,  and  now  intreats  to  die. 
This  objecl:  will  convince  you. 

Elan.  'Tis  his  wife.     .      [They  gather  alout  the  lady, 
Alas  !  there  was  no  other  remedy. 

Gov.  Who  did  the  bloody  deed  ? 

Oro.  The  deed  was  mine  : 
Bloody  I  know  it  is,  and  I  expeft 
Your  laws  mould  tell  me  fo.     Thus,  felf-condemn'd, 
I  do  refign  myfelf  into  your  hands, 

The  hands  of  juftice — • But  I  hold  the  fvvorl 

For  you and  for  myfelf. 

[•Stabs  the  Governor  and  himfelf,  then  throws  himfelf 
by  Jmoinda'/  body. 

'  Stan.  He  has  kill'd  the  Governor  and  ilabb'dhim« 
'  felf,' 

Oro.  'Tis  as  it  mould  be  now,  I  have  fent  hisgKoi 
To  be  a  witnefs  of  that  happinefs 
In  the  next  world,  which  he  deny'd  us  here.        [Dies, 

Blan.  1  hope  there  is  a  place  of  happinefs 
In  the  next  world  for  fuch  exalted  virtue. 
Pagan  or  unbeliever,  yet  he  liv'd 
To  all  he  knew  :  ar»d,  if  ho  went  aftray, 
There's  mercy  ftill  above  to  fet  him  right. 
But  Chriitians,  guided  by  the  heav'a.y  ray, 
Have  no  excufe  if  we  miftake  our  way.     \Exeint  Omms. 

EPI- 
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*y~0  U  fee  iv  e  try  a  I!  fiapes,  and  Jhifts,  and  arts, 
To  tempt  your  fa-vc.urs,  and  regain  your  hearts. 
We  weep  and  laugh,  join  mirth  and  grief  together) 
Like  rain  and  fun/bine  mix'd,  in  April  weather. 
Tour  differ  nt  taftes  divide  our  pcefs  caes  j 
One  foot  the  feck,  t'other  tie  bufkins  wears. 
Thus,  while  beftrives  topleafe,  he's  forced  to  do't, 
Like  Volfcius,  hip  hop,  in  a  Jingle  bot,t. 
Critics,  be  knows,  for  this  may  damn  his  books  : 
But  he  wakes  feafts  for  friends,  and  not  for  cooks. 
Tbrf  errant  knights  of  tate  no  favour  find, 
Sure  you  luill  be  to  ladies  errant  kind. 
To  follow  fame,  knight  errants  make  profej/ion  : 
We  danfels  Jiy  tofave  our  refutation  : 
So  they  their  raJourJ/^ev.',  we  our  discretion. 
To  lands  of  morjlen,  and  fierce  beajls  tbty  go: 
We,  to  thofe  ijlands,  where  rich  buflands  grow  : 
Tbo  they're  no  monfters,  we~may  make  them  fa. 
If  they're  ofEngltfhgroypiti,  they' 'II  tear 't  with  patience : 
JSutfaveusfrom  a  fpoufe  cf  Oroonoko'i  nations  : 
Then  tlefs your Jtars, you  happy  London  ivi-vet, 
Wbo  love  at  large,  each  day,  yet  keep  your  lives  : 
Tfor  envy  poor  Imcinda'j  doatir.g  blindness, 
We  thought  her  hujbattd  kill'J  her  out  of  kindntfs. 
Death  with  a  bufiand  ne'er  hadjhewnfucb  charms, 
Had fae  once  dyd  ivitlin  a  lever's  arms. 
Her  error  wa<  fnm  ignorance  proceeding; 
Poor  foul!  Jbe  war.te.:  feme  cf  our  town-breeding: 
Forgive  this  Indian  find '/; efs  of  her  (poufe^ 
Their  law  no  Chrjftian  litertj  allows  : 
Alas !  they  make  a  tonfcience  of  ihnr  vows  ! 
Jf  virtue  in  a  Heathen  be  a  fault  j 
Then  damn  the  Heathen  fchool  where Jhe  teas  taugbf. 
She  might  have  learned1  to  cuclold,  jilt,  and  fham, 
Had  Covent-Ga.den  been  in  Surinam. 
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marked  with  inverted  Commas]  as  at  Line  16  to  26  in 
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PROLOGUE. 


H^HE  Tragic  Mufe,  fublime,  delights  to  Jhevj 
Princes  dijlrefs'd,   and  fcenes  of  royal  vooe  ; 
In  awful  pomp,  majejlic,  to  relate 
The  fall  of  nations,  or  fame  heroes  fate: 
That  fcepter'd  chiefs  may,  by  example,  know 
The  ftrange  vicijjitude  of  things  belovj  ; 
What  dangers  on  fecurity  attend  ; 
How  pride  and  cruelty  in  ruin  end: 
Hence  Providence  fupr  erne  to  know,  and  own 
Humanity  adds  glory  to  a  throne. 

In  e-ii'ry  former  age,  and  foreign  tongue, 
With  native  grandeur  thus  the  goddejs  Jung. 
Upon  our  ft  age,  indeed,  'wit.k  ivijhi'd  J  uccefs, 
you've  feme  times  ft  in  her  in  an  humbler  drefs  ; 
Great  only  in  dijlrejs.  -    When  fie  complains 
In  Southern's,   Rowe's,   or  Qtij:n^s  moving  ftra 
The  brilliant  drops  (hat  fall  from  each  bright  er 
The  abfent  pomp',  <with  brighter  gems, 


Forgive  us,  then,  if  we  attempt  tojbeiu 
In  artlefs  Jl  rains,  a  tale  of  private  ewoe. 
A  London  'prentice  ruin'  V  is  our  theme, 
Drawn  from  the  fam^d  old  fong  that  bears  his  name, 
We  hope  your  tajle  is  not  Jo  high  to  fcorn 
A  moral  tale  efteetri'd  ere  you  vjerv  born  ; 
Which,  for  a  century  of  rolling  years, 
Has  Jill'  d  a  thoufand  thoufand  eyes  with  tears. 

If  thoughtlefs  youth  to  warn,  and  flame  the  a?e 
From  vice  deflruflive,  *well  becomes  the  jiage  ; 
If  this  example  innocence  enfures, 
Prevents  our  guilt,  or  by  reflexion  cures, 
If  Mill-Mood's  dreadful  crimes,  and  fad  defpairt 
Commend  the  virtue  of  the  good  and  fair  ; 
The1  art  be  wanting,  and  our  numbers  fail, 
Indulge  tb'  attempt,  injuftice  to  the  tale. 

A  2  Dramatis 
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ACT  I.    SCENE,  a  room  in  Thorowgood's  boufe. 

Enter  Thorowgood  and  Trueman. 
Trueman.  QIR,  the  packet  from  Genoa  is  arriv'd. 

».  7  [Gives  letterr; 

Thor.  Heav'n  be  prais'd  !  The  florm  that  threaten- 
ed pur  royal  miftrefs,  pure  religion,  liberty,  and  laws, 
is  for  a  time  diverted.  The  haughty  and  revengeful 
Spaniard,  difappointed  of  the  loan  on  which  he  de- 
pended from  Genoa,  muft  now  attend  the  flow  returns 
of  wealth  from  his  new  world,  to  fupply  his  empty- 


concurring,  prevent  his  malice,  or  turn  the  meditated 
mifchief  on  himfelf. 

<Tr.  He  muft  be  infenfible  indeed,  who  is  not  affedled 
when  the  fafety  of  his  country  is  concerned.  Sir,  may 
I  know  by  what  means  ? If  I  am  too  bold 

^Tbor,  Your  curiofity  is  laudable  ;  and  I  gratify  it 
with  the  greater  pleafure,  becaufe  from  thence  yoa 
may  learn,  how  honeft  merchants,  as  fuch,  may  fome- 
times  contribute  to  the  fafety  of  their  country,  as  they 
do  at  all  times  to  its  happinefs  ;  that  if  hereafter  you 
mould  be  tempted  to  any  aftion  that  has  the  appear- 
ance of  vice  or  meannefs  in  it,  upon  reflecting  on  the 
dignity  of  our  profeffion,  you  may,  with  honeit  fcorn, 
rejedl  whatever  is  unworthy  of  it, 

Tr.  Should  Barnwell,  or  I,  who  have  the  benefit  of 
your  example,  by  our  ill  conducl  bring  any  imputation 
on  that  honourable  name,  we  mufl  be  left  without  ex- 
cufe. 

Thar.  You  compliment,  young  man.  [True,  loivf 
refpeftfully .]  Nay,  I  am  not  offended.  As  the  name 
of  merchant  never  degrades  the  gentleman,  fo  by  no 
means  does  it  exclude  him  ;  only  take  heed  not  to 
purchafe  the  character  of  complaifant  at  the  expence 
of  your  fincerity. — But  to  anfwer  your  cjueftion  :  The 
A  3  bank 
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bank  of  Genoa  had  agreed,  at  an  exceffive  intereft, 
and  on  good  fee urity,  to  advance  the  king  of  Spain  a 
fum  of  money  fufiicient  to  equip  his  vail  armada ;  of 
which  our  peerlefs  Elizabeth  (more  than  in  name  the 
mother  of  her  people)  being  well  informed,  fent 
Walfingham,  her  wife  and  faithful  fecretary,  to  con- 
fult  the  merchants  of  this  loyal  city  ;  who  all  agreed 
to  direct  their  feveral  agents  to  influence,  if  poffible, 
the  Genoefe  to  break  their  contract  with  the  Spanifh 
court.  'Tis  done;  the  flate  and  bank  of  Genoa  hav- 
ing maturely  weigh'd,  and  rightly  judged  of  their 
true  intereft,  prefer  the  friend/hip  of  the  merchants  of 
London  to  that  of  the  monarch,  who  proudly  fliles 
himfelf  king  of  both  Indies. 

LJV.  Happy  fuccefs  of  prudent  counfels !  What  an 
expence  of  blood  and  treafure  is  here  faved  !  '  Excel - 
'  lent  queen ;  O,  how  unlike  thofe  princes,  who 
'  make  the  danger  of  foreign  enemies  a  pretence  to 

*  opprefs  their  fubjecls  by  taxes  great,  and  grievous  to 
'   he  borne ! 

'   Tier.  Not  fo  our  gracious  queen  !  whofe  richell 

*  exchequer  is  her  people's  love,  as  their  happinefs 
'  her  greateft  glory. 

•  T'r.  On  thefe  terms  to  defend  us,  is  to_make  our 
'  protection  a  benefit  worthy  her  who  confers  it,  and 
'  well  worth  our  acceptance.'  Sir,  have  you  any  com- 
mands for  me  at  this  time  ? 

Thar.  Only  look  carefully  over  the  files,  to  fee  whe- 
ther there  are  any  tradefmen's  bills  unpaid ;  if  there 
are,  fend  and  difcharge  'em.  We  mull  not  let  arti- 
ficers lofe  their  time,  fo  ufeful  to  the  public  and  their 
families,  in  unneceflary  attendance.  [Exit  Trueman. 

Enter  Maria. 

Well,  Maria,  have  you  given  orders  for  the  entertain- 
ment ?  I  would  have  it  in  fome  meafure  worthy  the 
guefts.  Let  there  be  plenty,  and  of  the  befl,  that  the 
courtiers  may  at  leaft  commend  our  hofpitality. 

Ma.  Sir,  I  have  endeavoured  not  to  wrong  your 
well-known  generofity  by  an  ill-tim'd  parfimony. 

7' her.  Nay,  'twas  a  needlefs  caution  :  1  h.tve  no 
cauie  to  doubt  vour  prudence. 

m. 
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Ma.  Sir,  I  find  myfelf  unfit  for  converfation ;  I 
fliould  but  encreafe  the  number  of  the  company,  with- 
out adding  to  their  fatisfa&ion. 

Tbor.  Nay,  my  child,  this  melancholy  muft  not  be 
indulged. 

Ma.  Company  will  but  increafe  it :  I  wifh  you 
would  difpenfe  with  my  abfence.  Solitude  belt  fuits 
my  prefent  temper. 

Tbor.  You  are  not  infenfible,  that  it  is  chiefly  on 
your  account  thefe  noble  lords  do  me  the  honour  fo 
frequently  to  grace  my  board.  Should  you  be  abfent 
the  difappointment  may  make  them  repent  of  their 
condefcenfion,  and  think  their  labour  loft. 

Ma.  He  that  fhall  think  his  t^me  or  honour  loft  in 
v iliting  you,  can  fet  no  real  value  on  your  daughter's 
company,  whcfe  only  merit  is,  that  (he  is  yours.  The 
man  "of  quality  who  choofes  to  converfe  with  a  gentle- 
man and  merchant  of  your  worth  and  character,  may 
confer  honour  by  fo  doing,  but  he  lofes  none. 

Thar.  Come,  come,  Maria,  I  need  not  tell  you,  that 
a  young  gentleman  may  prefer  your  couverfation  to 
mine,  and  yet  intend  me  no  difrefpeft  at  all ;  for  tho' 
he  may  lofe  no  honour  in  my  company,  'tis  very  na- 
tural for  him  to  expect  more  pleafure  in  yours.  I  re-' 
member  the  time  when  the  company  of  the  greateft 
and  wifeft.  man  in  the  kingdom  would  have  been  in-' 
fipid  and  tirefome  to  me,  if  it  had  deprived  me  of  an 
opportunity  of  enjoying  your  mother's. 

Ma.  Your's,  no  doubt,  was  as  agreeable  to  her ;  for 
generous  minds  know  no  pleafure  in  fociety  but  where 
'tis  mutual. 

Thar.  Thou  knoweft  I  have  no  heir,  no  child,  but 
thee  ;  the  fruits  of  many  years  fuccefsful  induftry  muft 
all  be  thine.  Now  it  would  give  me  pleafure,  great 
as  my  love,  to  fee  on  whom  you  will  beftow  it.  I  am 
daily  folicited  by  men  of  the  greateft  rank  and  merit 
for  leave  to  addrefs  you  ;  but  I  have  hitherto  declined 
it,  in  hopes  that,  by  obfervation,  I  mould  learn  which 
way  your  inclination  tends ;  for,  as  I  know  love  to  be 
eficntial  to  happinefs  in  the  marriage  ftate,  I  had  ra- 
ther my  approbation  ihould  confirm  your  choice  than 
dire  61  it. 

A  4  Ma, 
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JW«.  What  can  I  fay?  How  fhall  I  anfwer  as  I 
ought,  this  tendernefs,  fo  uncommon  even  in  the  belt 
of  parents?  But  you-  are  without  example;  yet,  had 
you  been  lefs.  indulgent,  I  had  been  moft  wretched. 
That  I  look  on  the  crowd  of  courtiers  that  vifit  here, 
with  equal  elteem,  but  equal  indifference,  you  have 
obferved,  and  I  rn lift  needs  confefs ;  yet,  had  you 
MfTerted  your  authority,  and  infifted  on  a  parent's 
right  to  be  obey'd,  I  had  fubmitted,  and  to  my  duty 
lacrificed  my  peace, 

Thar*  From  your  perfect  obedience  in  every  other 
initance,  I  feared  as  much  ;  and  therefore  would  leave 
you  without  a  bias  in  an  affair  wherein  your  happinefs 
i*  fo  immediately  concerned. 

Ma.  Whether  from  a  want  of that juft  ambition  that 
would  become  your  daughter,  or  from  fome  other 
taufe,  I  know  not;  but  I  find  high  birth  and  titles 
coa't  recommend  the  man  who  owns  them,  to  my 
afreftions. 

Tbor,  I  would  not  that  they  fhould,  unlefs  his  merit 
recommends  him  more.  A  noble  birth  and  fortune, 
though  they  make  not  a  bad  man  good,  yet  they  arc 
a  real  advantage  to  a  worthy  one,  and  place  his  vir- 
tues in  the  fairelt  light. 

Ma.  I  cannot  anfwer  for  my  inclinations  j  but  thsy 
fhall  ever  be  fubmitted  to  your  wifdom  and  authority, 
And  as  you  will  not  compel  me  to  marry  where  I  can- 
not love,  love  mail  never  make  me  aft  contrary  to  my. 
duty.  Sir,  have  I  your  permiflion  to  retire  ? 

T'hcr.  I'll  fee  you  to  your  chamber.  [Exeuni, 

SCENE,  a  room  in  Millwood's  boufe. 

Enter  Millwood  and  Lucy. 
Mil.  How  do  I  look  to-day,  Lucy  ? 
L»cf,  O,  killingly,  madam  !  A  little  more  red,  and 

you'll  be  irrefiftible ! But  why  this  more  than 

ordinary  care  of  your  drefs  and  complexion  ?  What  new 
•sonqueil  are  you  aiming  at? 

'Mil.  A  conqueft  would  be  new  indeed  ! 

£*<>•  Not  to  you,  who  make  'em  every  day but 

to 
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to  me Well!  'tis  what  I'm  never  to  expedl— — 

unfortunate  as  I  am But  your  wit  and  beauty — 

MiL  Firft  made  me  a  wretch,  and  {till  continue  me 
fo.  Men,  however  generous  or  fin  cere  to  one  another, 
are  all  felfifh  hypocrites  in  their  affairs  with  us;  we  are 
no  otherwise  efteemed  or  regarded  by  them,  but  as  we 
contribute  to  their  fatisfa&ion. 

Lucy.  You  are  certainly,  madam,  orf  the  wrong  fide 
in  this  argument.  Is  not  the  expence  all  theirs  ?  And 
I  am  fure,  it  is  our  own  fault  if  we  han't  our  fhare  of 
the  pleafure. 

Mil.  We  are  but  flaves  to  men. 
Lucy.  Nay,  'tis  they  that  are  flaves  moft  certainly,  for 
we  lay  them  under  contribution. 

Mil.  Slaves  have  no  property;  no,  not  even  in  them- 
felves  :  all  is  the  victor's. 

Lucy.  You  are  ftrangely  arbitrary  in  your  princi- 
ples, madam. 

Mil.  I  would  have  my  conqueft  complete,  like  thofe 
of  the  Spaniards  in  the  new  world  ;  who  firft  plundered 
the  natives  of  all  the  wealth  they  had,  and  then  con- 
demn'd  the  wretches  to  the  mines  for  life,  to  work  for 
more. 

Lucy.  Well,  I  mall  never  approve  of  your  fcheme  of 
government:  I  mould  think  it  much  more  politic,  as 
well  as  juft,  to  find  my  fubje&s  an  eafier  employment. 
MiL  It  is  a  general  maxim  among  the  knowing 
part  of  mankind,  that  a  woman  without  virtue,  like  a 
man  without  honour  or  honefty,  is  capable  of  any 
aclion,  though  never  fo  vile  :  and  yet  what  pains  will 
they  not  take,  what  arts  not  ufe,  to  feduce  us  from  our 
innocence,  and  make  us  contemptible  and  wicked  everi 
in  their  own  opinion  ?  Then  is  it  not  juft,  the  villains, 
to  their  coil,  fhould  find  us  fo  ?  But  guilt  makes  them 
fufpicious,  and  keeps  them  on  their  guard  j  therefore 
we  can  take  advantage  only  of  the  young  and  inno- 
cent part  of  the  fex,  who  having  never  injured  women, 
apprehend  no  injury  from  them. 

Lucy.  Ay,  they  muft  be  young  indeed  ! 
Mil.  Such  a  one,  I  think,  I  have  found.    As  I  have 
paffed  through  the  city,  I  have  often  obfcrved  him  re- 
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ceiving  and  paying  confiderable  fums  of  money  ;  from 
thence  I  conclude  he  is  employed  in  affairs  of  confe- 
quence. 

Lucy.  Is  he  handfome  ? 

Mil.  Ay,  ay,  the  {tripling  is  well  made,  and  has  a 
good  face. 

Lucy.  About 

MIL  Eighteen. 

Lucy.  Innocent,  handfome,  and  about  eighteen  ! 
You'll  be  vaftly  happy.  Why,  if  you  manage  well, 
you  may  keep  him  to  yourfelf  thefe  two  or  three  years. 

Mil.  If  I  manage  well,  I  mail  have  done  with  him 
much  fooner.  Having  long  had  a  defign  on  him,  and 
meeting  him  yefterday,  I  made  a  full  flop,  and  gazing 
Hilhfully  on  his  face,  afk'd  his  name.  He  blufh'd, 
and  bowing  very  low,  anfwer'd,  George  Barnwell.  I 
begg'd  his  pardon  for  the  freedom  I  had  taken,  and 
told  him,  that  he  was  the  perfon  1  had  long  wim'd  to 
fee,  and  to  whom  I  had  an  affair  of  importance  tocomm  u- 
nicate  at  a  proper  time  and  place.  He  named  a  tavern; 
I  talked  of  honour  and  reputation,  and  invited  him  to 
my  houfe.  He  fwallowed  the  bait,  promifed  to  come, 
and  this  is  the  time  I  expect  him.  [Knocking  at  the 
door.}  Somebody  knocks— D'ye  hear;  I  am  at  home 
to  nobody  to-day  but  him,  [Exit  Lucy.]  Lefs  affairs 
jau.t  give  way  to  thofe  of  more  confequence  ;  and  I 
am  ftrangely  miftaken  if  this  does  not  prove  of  great 
importance  to  me,  and  him  too,  before  I  have  done 
with  him.  Now  after  what  manner  fhall  I  receive 

him?  Let  me  confider What  manner  of  perfon 

am  I  to  receive  ?  He  is  young,  innocent,  and  bafhful  ; 
therefore  I  muft  take  care  not  to  put  him  out  of  coun- 
tenance at  firil.  '  But  then,  if  1  have  any  fkill  in 
'  phyfiognomy,  he  is  amorous;  and  with  a  little  af- 
'  iiftance  will  foon  get  the  better  of  his  modefty.' 
I'll  e'en  trull  to  nature,  who  does  wonders  in  thefe  mat- 
ters. '  If  to  feem  what  one  is  not,  in  order  to  be  the 

•  better  lik'd  for  what  one  really  is;  if  to  fpeak  one 
'  thing,   and  mean  the  direcl  contrary,  be  art  in  a 

•  woman' 1  know  nothing  of  nature.' 
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Enter  Barnwell,  bsiving  <vety  lo-iv,  Lucy  at  a  affiance. 

Mil,  Sir,  the  furpriie  and  joy  ! 

Barn.   Madam  ! 

Mil.  This  is  fuch  a  favour  ! — —  \ 

Barn.  Pardon  me,  madam  1 

Mil.   So  unhop'd  for!                           [Still advances. 
[Barnwell/alutes  her,  and  retires  in  confujion. 
To  fee  you  here Excufe  the  confufion 

Barn.  I  fear  I  am  too  bold 

Mil.  Alas,  fir,  I  may  juftly  apprehend  you  think  me 
fo.  Pleafe,  fir,  to  fit.  I  am  as  much  at  a  lofs  how- 
to  receive  this  honour  as  I  ought,  as  I  am  furprifed  at 
your  goodnefs  iii  conferring  it. 

Barn.  I  thought  you  had  expe&ed  me  :  I  promifed 
to  come. 

Mil.  That  is  the  more  furprifing ;  few  men  are  fuch 
religious  obfervers  of  their  word. 

Barn.  All,  who  are  honeft,  are. 

Mil.  To  one  another  ;  but  we  fimple  women  are  fel- 
dom  thought  of  confequence  enough  to  gain  a  place  in 
their  remembrance. 

[Laying  her  hand  on  his,  as  by  accident. 

Barn.  Her  diforder  is  fo  great,  me  don't  perceive  (he 
has  laid  her  hand  on  mine.  Heav'ns  !  how  fhe  trem- 
bles !  What  can  this  mean  ?  \Afide. 

Mil.  The  intereft  I  have  in  all  that  relates  to  you,, 
(the  reafon  of  which  you  fhall  know  hereafter)  excites 
my  curiofity  ;  and  were  I  fure  you  would  pardon  my 
prcfumption,  I  {hould  defire  to  know  your  real  fenti- 
ments  on  a  very  particular  fubjed. 

Barn.  Madam,  you  may  command  my  poor  thoughts 
on  any  fubjefl.  I  have  none  that  I  would  conceal. 

Mil.  You'll  think  me  bold. 

Barn.   No,  indeed. 

Mil.  What  then  are  your  thoughts  of  love  ? 

Barn.  If  you  mean  the  love  of  women,  I  have  not 
thought  of  it  all.  My  youth  and  circumitances  make 
fuch  thoughts  improper  in  me  yet.  But  if  you  mean, 
the  general  love  we  owe  to  mankind,  I  think  no  one 
has  more  of  it  in  his  temper  than  rr.yfelf.  I  don't  know 
that  perfon  in  the  world,  whofe  happinefs  I  don't  wHh, 
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and  wou'dn't  promote,  were  it  in  my  power.  In  an 
efpecial  manner  I  love  my  uncle,  and  my  mailer;  but 
above  all,  my  friend. 

Mil.  You  have  a  friend  then,  whom  you  love  ? 

Barn.  As  he  does  me,  iincerely. 

Mil.  He  is,  no  doubt,  often  blefs'd  with  your  com- 
pany and  converfation. 

Barn.  We  live  in  one  houfe,  and  both  ferve  the  fame 
worthy  merchant. 

Mil.  Happy,  happy  youth  !  Whoe'er  thou  art,  I  en- 
vy thee,  *  and  fo  muft  all,  who  fee  and  know  this 
'  youth.'  What  have  I  loft  by  being  form'd  a  woman ! 
I  hate  my  fex,  myfelf.  Had  I  been  a  man,  I  might, 
perhaps,  have  been  as  happy  in  your  friendmip,  as  he 
who  now*  enjoys  it  is  :  but  as  it  is Oh ! 

Earn.  I  never  obferv'd  woman  before ;  or  this  is, 
fure,  the  moft  beautiful  of  her  fex.  [AJlde.]  You  feein 
diforder'd,  madam — May  I  know  the  caufe  ? 

Mil.  Do  not  afk  me  —  I  can  never  fpeak  it,  what- 
ever is  the  caufe.  I  wifti  for  things  impoffible.  I 
would  be  a  fervant,  bound  to  the  fame  matter,  to  live 
in. one  houfe  with  you.  or 

Barn.  How  ftrange,  and  yet  how  kind,  her  words 
and  actions  are !  And  the  effeft  they  have  on  me  is  as 
ftrange.  I  feel  defires  I  never  knew  before.  I  muft 
be  gone,  while  1  have  power  to  go.  \_Aftde.~}  Madam,  I 
humbly  take  my  leave. 

Mil.  You  will  not,  fure,  leave  me  fo  foon  ! 

Barn.  Indeed  I  muft. 

Mil.  You  cannot  be  fo  cruel !  I  have  prepar'd  a  poor 
fnpper,  at  which  I  promis'd  myfelf  your  company. 

Barn.  I  am  forry  I  muft  refufe  the  honour  you  de-. 
figned  me:  but  my  duty  to  my  mafter  calls  me  hence. 
I  never  yet .  neglecled  his  fervice.  He  is  fo  gentle,  and 
fo  good  a  mafter,  that  mould  I  wrong  him,  though  he 
might  forgive  me,  I  fhould  never  forgive  royfelf. 

Mil,  Am  I  refufed  by  the  firft  man,  the  fecond. 
favour  I  ever  ftoop'd  to  a&  ?  Go  then,  thou  proud  hard- 
hearted youth  ;  but  know,  you  are  the  only  man  that 
tVDuld  be  found,  who  would  let  me  fue  twice  for  greater 
favours. 

Barn. 
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Barn.  What  fhall  I  do !  How  fhall  I  go,  or  ftay ! 
Mil.  Yet  do  not,  do  not  leave  me.     I  with  my  fex's 
pride  would  meet  your  fcorn  ;  but  when  I  look  upon 
you,  when  I  behold  thofe  eyes — Oh !  fpare  my  tongue^ 
and  let  my  blufhes — this  flood  of  tears  too,  that  will 
force  its  way,  declare — what  woman's  modefty  mould 
hide. 

Barn.  Oh,  heavens !  me  loves  me,  worthlefs  as  I 
am.  Her  looks,  her  words,  her  flowing  tears  confefs 
it.  And  can  I  leave  her  then  ?  Oh,  never,  never  \ 
madam,  dry  up  your  tears :  you  fhall  command  me 
always  j  I  will  flay  here  for  ever,  if  you  would  have; 
me. 

Lucy.  So ;  me  has  wheedled  him  out  of  his  virtue  of 
obedience  already,  and  will  ftrip  him  of  all  the  reft, 
one  after  another,  till  me  has  left  him  as  few  as  her 
ladyfhip,  or  myfelf. 

Mil.  Now  you  are  kind,  indeed  ;  but  I  mean  not  to 
detain  you  always :  I  would  have  you  make  off  all 
flavifh  obedience  to  your  matter;  but  you  may  ferve 
him  ftill. 

Lucy.  Serve  him  ftill !  Ay,  or  he'll  have  no  oppor- 
tunity of  fingering  his  cafh  ;  and  then  he'll  not  ferve 
your  end,  I'llbefworn.  \_Afide. 

Enter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  Madam,  fupper's  on  the  table. 

Mil.  Come,  fir,  you'll  excufe  all  defecls.  My 
thoughts  were  too  much  employed  on  my  gueft  to  ob- 
ferve  the  entertainment.  [Exeunt  Barn,  and  Millwood . 

Blunt.  What !  is  all  this  preparation,  this  elegant 
fupper,  variety  of  wines,  and  mufic,  for  the  entertain- 
ment of  that  young  fellow  ? 

Lucy.   So  it  feems. 

Blunt.  How!  is  our  miftrefs  turned  fool  at  laft? 
She's  in  love  with  him,  I  fuppofe. 

Lucy.  I  fuppofe  not.  But  me  defigns  to  make  him 
in  love  with  her,  if  (he  can . 

Blunt .  What  will  fhe  get  by  that  ?  He  feems  under 
age,  and  can't  be  fuppos'd  to  have  much  money. 

Lucy.  But  his  mzifter  has,  and  that's  the  fame  thing, 
as  flie'll  manage  it. 

Elmt* 
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Slant.  I  don't  like  this  fooling  with  a  handfome 
young  fellow;  while  fhe's  endeavouring  to  enfnare 
him,  Ihe  may  be  caught  herfelf. 

Lucy.  Nay,  were  ihe  like  me,  that  would  certainly 
be  the  confequence;  for,  I  confefs,  there  is  fomething 
in  youth  and  innocence  that  moves  me  mightily. 

Blunt.  Yes,  fo  does  the  fmoothnefs  and  plurnpnefs  of 
a  partridge  move  a  mighty  defire  in  the  hawk  to  be  the 
deftruftion  of  it. 

Lucy.  Why,  birds  are  their  prey,  and  men  are  ours ; 
though,  as  you  obferved,  we  are  fometimes  caught 
ourfelves.  But  that,  I  dare  fay,  will  never  be  the  cafe 
of  our  miftrefs. 

Blunt.  I  wifh  it  may  prove  fo ;  for  you  know  we  all 
depend  upon  her.  Should  fhe  trifle  away  her  time 
with  a  young  fellow  that  there's  nothing  to  be  got 
by,  we  muft  all  ftarve. 

Lucy.  There's  no  danger  of  that ;  for  I  am  fure  fhe 
has  no  view  in  this  affair  but  intereft. 

Blunt.  Well,  and  what  hopes  are  there  of  fuccefs  in 
that? 

Lucy.  The  moft  promifing  that  can  be.     'Tis  true 

the  youth  hath  his  fcruples ;  but  ihe'll  foon  teach  him 

to  anfwer  them,   by  ilifling  his  confcience.     Oh,  the 

•lad  is  in  a  hopeful  way,  depend  upon't!          {Exeunt. 

SCENE  Jra-ivs,  and  difcovers  Barn  well  and  Millwood 

at  fnpper.     Jin  entertainment  of  mufic  and jingitig.  Jff- 

ter  which  they  come  forward. 

Barn.  What  can  I  anfwer  ?  All  that  I  know  is,  that 
you  are  fair,  and  I  am  miferable. 

Mil.  We  are  both  fo,  and  vet  the  fault  is  in  our- 
felves. 

Barn.  To  eafe  our  prefent  anguifh  by  plunging  in- 
to guilt,  is  to  buy  a  moment's  pleafure  with  an  age  of 
pain. 

Mil.  I  mould  have  thought  the  joys  of  love  as  Jail- 
ing ;is  they  are  great;  if  ours  prove  otherwife,  'tis 
your  inconftancy  muft  make  them  fo. 

Barn.  The  law  of  Heav'n  will  not  be  revers'd,  and 
that  requires  us  to  govern  our  paffions.. 
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Mil*  To  give  us  fenfe  of  beauty  and  defires,  and  yet 
forbid  us  to  taile  and  be  happy,  is  a  cruelty  to  nature, 
Have  we  paffions  only  to  torment  us? 

Barn.  To  hear  you  talk,  though  in  the  caufe  of  vice  ; 
to  gaze  upon  your  beauty,  prels  your  "hand,  '  and  fee 
'  your  fnow  white  bofom  heave  and  fall,'  inflames  my 
wifhes;  my  pulfe  beats  high,  '  my  fenfes  arc  all  in 

'  a  hurry,'  and  I  am  on  the  rack  of  wild  defire. 

Yet,  for  a  moment's  guilty  pleafure,  (hail  I  lofe  my 
innocence,  my  peace  of  mind,  and  hopes  of  folid  hap- 
pinefs  ? 

Mil.  Chimeras  all ! 

Barn.  I  would  not — —yet  rauft  on — — 
Relu&ant  thus  the  merchant  quits  his  eafe, 
And  trufts  to  rocks  and  fands,  and  ilormy  feaj ; 
In  hopes  fome  unknown  golden  coaft  to  find, 
Commits  himfelf,  tho'  doubtful,  to  the  wind. 
Longs  much  for  joys  to  come — yet  mourns  thofe 

left  behind.' 

Mil.  Along  with  me  and  prove 
*•       No  joys  like  woman-kind,  no  heav'n  like  love. 

[Exiunt, 


ACT  II.   SCENE,  a  room  in  Thorowgood's 

Enter  Barn  well. 

Barn.'T  TOW  ftrange  are  all  things  round  me  !  Like 
[~1  fome  thief  who  treads  forbidden  ground, 
and  fain  would  lurk  unfeen,  fearful  I  enter  each  apart- 
ment of  this  well-known  houfe.  To  guilty  love,  as 
if  that  were  too  little,  already  have  I  added  breach  of 

truft ^A  thief! Can  I  know  myfelf  that 

wretched  thing,  and  look  my  honeil  friend  and  in- 
jur'd  matter  in  the  face?  Though  hypocrify  may  a 
while  conceal  my  guilt,  at  length  it  will  be  known, 
and  public  mame  and  ruin  muft  enfue.  In  the  mean 
time,  what  muft  be  my  life  ?  Ever  to  fpeak  a  language 
foreign  to  my  heart;  hourly  to  add  to  the  number  of 
my  crimes,  in  order  to  conceal  'em.  Sure  fuch  was 
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the  condition  of  the  grand  apoftate,  when  firft  he  loft 

his  purity.     Like  me,  difconfolate  he  wander'd ;  and 

while  yet  in  heaven,  bore  all  his  future  hell  about 

him. 

Enter  Trueman. 

TV.  Barnwell,  Oh,  how  I  rejoice  to  fee  you  fafe ! 
So  will  our  mailer,  and  his  gentle  daughter ;  who, 
during  your  abfence,  often  enquired  after  you. 

Earn.  Wou'd  he  were  gone  !  His  officious  love  will 
pry  into  the  fecrets  of  my  foul.  [Jfide. 

7"r,  Unlefs  you  knew  the  pain  the  whole  family 
has  felt  on  your  account,  you  can't  conceive  how 
much  you  are  belov'd.  But  why  thus  cold  and  filent? 
When  my  heart  is  full  of  joy  for  your  return,  why  do 
you  turn  away  ;  why  thus  avoid  me  ?  What  have  I 
done  ?  How  am  I  altered  fince  you  faw  me  laft  ?  Or 
rather,  what  have  you  done  ;  and  why  are  you  thus 
chang'd?  for  I  am  ftill  the  fame. 

Barn.  What  have  I  done,  indeed  !  \_dji  de. 

9r.  Not  fpeak  ! nor  look  upon  me  ! 

Barn.  By  my  face  he  will  difcover  all  I  would  t'on- 
eeal  ;  methinks  already  I  begin  to  hate  him.  [AJide. 

Fr.  I  cannot  bear  this  ufage  from  a  friend ;  one 
whom  till  now  I  ever  found  fo  loving  ;  whom  yet  I 
love;  tho' this  unkindnefs  ftrikes  at  the  root  of  friend- 
fhip,  and  might  deftroy  it  in  any  breaft  but  mine. 

Barn.  I  am  not  well.  [Turning  to  him.~\  Sleep  has 
been  a  ftrangerto  thefe  eyes  fince  you  beheld  'em  laft. 

Tr.   Heavy   they  look,   indeed,  and    fwol'n   with 

tears ; now  they  overflow.     Rightly  did  my  fym- 

pathizing  heart  forebode  laft  night,  when  thou  waft 
abfent,  fojnething  fatal  to  our  peace. 

Barn.  Your  friendfhip  engages  you  too  far.  My 
troubles,  whate'er  they  are,  are  mine  alone  :  yoa 
have  no  intereft  in  them,  nor  ought  your  concern 
for  me  to  give  you  a  moment's  pain. 

Tr.  You  fpeak,  as  if  you  knew  of  friendfhip  no- 
thing but  the  name.  Before  I  faw  your  grief,  I  felt 
it.  «  Since  we  parted  laft,  I  have  llept  no  more  than 

*  you,  but  penfive  in   my  chamber  fat  alone,  and 

*  fpent  the  tedious  night  in  wifhes  for  your  fafety 
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f  and  return  ;'  e'en  now,  tho'  ignorant  of  the  caufe, 
your  forrow  wounds  me  to  the  heart. 

Barn.  'Twill  not  be  always  thus.  Friendihip  and 
all  engagements  ceafe,  as  circumltances  and  occasions 
vary  j  and  fmce  you  once  may  hate  me,  perhaps  it 
might  be  better  for  us  both  that  now  you  loved  me 
kfs. 

Vr.  Sure  I  but  dream  !  Without  a  caufe  would 
Barnwell  ufe  me  thus  ?  Ungenerous  and  ungrateful 
youth,  forewel  ;  I  mail  endeavour  to  follow  your  ad- 
vice. [Goi»g.~\  Yet  itay,  perhaps  I  am  too  ram,  ai^d 
angary  when  the  caufe  demands  companion.  Some 
untorefeen  calamity  may  have  befallen  him,  too  great 
to  bear. 

Earn.  What  part  am  I  reduc'd  to  ad?  'Tis  vile 
and  bafe  to  move  his  temper  thus,  the  beft  of  friends 
and  men. 

?'/•»  lam  to  blame;  pr'ythee  forgive  me,  Barn- 
well.  Try  to  compote  your  ruffled  mind  ;  and  let 
me  know  the  caufe  that  thus  tranfports  you  from, 
yourfelf;  my  friendly  counfel  may  reftore  your  peace. 

Barn.  All  that  is  poffible  for  man  to  do  for  man, 
your  generous  friendihip  may  eiFeft ;  but  here  evea 
that's  in  vain, 

Tr.  Something  dreadful  is  labouring  in  your  breaft ; 
Oh,  give  it  vent,  and  let  me  mare  your  grief;  'twill 
eafe  your  pain,  fliould  it  admit  no  cure,  and  make  it 
lighter  by. the  part  I  bear. 

Bartt.  Vain  fuppofition  !  my  woes  increafe  by  be- 
ing obferved ;  mould  the  caufe  be  known,  they  would 
exceed  all  bounds. 

Tr.  So  well  I  know  thy  honefl  heart,  guilt  cannot 
harbour  there. 

Barn.  Oh,  torture  infupportable  !  [Ajute. 

Tr.  Then  why  am  I  excluded  I  Have  I  a  thought 
I  would  conceal  from  you  ? 

Barn*  If  ftill  you  urge  me  on  this  hated  fubjeft, 
I'll  never  enter  more  beneath  this  roof,  nor  fee  your 
face  again. 

Tr.  'Tis  ftrange — but  I  have  done,  fay  but  you 
hate  me  not. 
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Barn.  Hate  you  I  I  am  not  that  monitor  yet. 
fr.  Shall  our  friend/hip  ftill  continue  } 
Barn.  It's  a  bleffing  I  never  was  worthy  of,  yet  now 
mult  Itand  on  terms  ;  and  but  upon  conditions  can 
confirm  it. 

STr.  What  are  they  ? 

Barn.  Never  hereafter,  though  you  Ihould  wonder 
at  my  conduct,  defire  to  know  more  than  I  am  wil- 
ling to  reveal. 

T r.  'Tis  hard  ;  but  upon  any  conditions  I  muft  be 
your  friend. 

Barn.  Then,  as  much  as  one  loft  to  himfelf  can 
be  another's,  I  am  yours.  [Embracing. 

Tr.  Be  ever  fo;  and  may  Heaven  reftore  your  peace ! 
'  Barn.  Will  yefterday  return  ?  We  have  heard  the 
glorious  fun,  that  till  then  inceffant  roll'd,  once 
Hop'd  his  rapid  courfe,  and  once  went  back.  The 
dead  have  rifen,  and  parched  rocks  pour'd  forth  a 
liquid  ftream,  to  quench  a  people's  thirft.  The  fea 
divided,  and  form'd  walls  of  water,  while  a  whole 
nation  pafs'd  in  fafety  through  its  fandy  bofom. 
Hungry  lions  have  refus'd  their  prey  ;  and  men 
unhurt  have  walk'd  amidft  confuming  flames ;  but 
never  yet  did  time,  once  part,  return. 
'  Tr.  Though  the  continued  chain  of  time  has 
never  once  been  broke,  nor  ever  will,  but  uninter- 
rupted muft  keep  on  its  courfe,  till  loft  in  eternity, 
it  ends  where  it  firft  began  ;  yet  as  Heaven  can  re- 
pair whatever  evils  time  can  bring  upon  us,  we 
ought  never  to  defpair.'  But  bufmefs  requires  our 
attendance  ;  bufmefs,  the  youth's  belt  prefervative 
from  ill,  as  idlenefs  his  worft  of  fnares.  Will  you  go 
with  me  ? 

Barn,  I'll  take  a  little  time  to  reflefl  on  what  has 
pait,  and  follow  you.  [Exit  Trueman.]  I  might  have 
trufted  Trueman,  and  engaged  him  to  apply  to  my 
uncle,  to  repair  the  wrong  I  have  done  my  matter; 
but  what  of  Millwood?  «  Muft  I  expofe  her  too  ? 

*  Ungenerous   and  bafe  !    Then  Heaven  require.-   it 
'  not.  B ut Heaven  requires  that  I  forfake  her.  What ! 

*  never  to  fee  her  more  I  Does  Heaven  require  that  ? 

1  I  hops 
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'  I  hope  I  may  fee  her,  and  Heaven  not  be  offended. 
'  Prefumptuous  hope  !  Dearly  already  have  I  prov'd 
'  my  frailty.  Should  I  once  more  tempt  Heaven,  1 
'  may  be  left  to  fall,  never  to  rife  again.  Yet,'  mail 
I  leave  her,  for  ever  leave  her,  and  not  let  her  know 
the  caufe  ?  She  who  loves  me  with  fuch  a  boundlefs 
paflion  !  Can  cruelty  be  duty  ?  I  judge  of  what  fhe 
then  muft  feel,  by  what  I  now  endure.  The  love  of 
life,  and  fear  of  fhame,  oppofed  by  inclination  ftrong 
as  death  or  fhame,  like  wind  and  tide  in  raging  con- 
flict met,  when  neither  can  prevail,  keep  me  in 
doubt.  How  then  can  I  determine  ? 
Enter  Thorowgood. 

Tbor.  Without  a  caufe  aflign'd,  or  notice  given,  to 
abfent  yourfelf  laft  night  was  a  fault,  young  man, 
and  I  came  to  chide  you  for  it,  but  hope  I  am  pre- 
vented. That  modeft  blufh,  the  confuiion  fo  viiible' 
in  your  face,  (peak  grief  and  fhame.  When  we  have 
offended  Heaven,  it  requires  no  more  ;  and  mall 
man,  who  needs  himfelf  to  be  forgiven,  be  harder  to 
appeafe  ?  If  my  pardon,  or  love,  be  of  moment  to 
your  peace,  look  up  fecure  of  both. 

Barn.  This  goodnefs  has  o'ercome  me.  \Afide. "\  Oh, 
fir,  you  know  not  the  nature  and  extent  of  my  of- 
fence, and  1  mould  abufe  your  miftaken  bounty  to 
receive  it.  Though  I  had  rather  die  than  fpeak  my 
fhame,  though  racks  coukl  not  have  forced  the  guilty 
fecret  from  my  breaft,  your  kindnefs  has. 

Tbor.  ^nough,  enough  ;  whate'er  it  be,  this  con- 
cern fhews  you're  convinc'd,  and  I  am  fatisfied.   How 
painful  is  the  fenfe  of  guilt  to  an  ingenuous  mind  ? 
fome  youthful  folly,  which  it  were  prudent  not  to  in- 
quire into.     '  When  we  confider  the  frail  condition 
of  humanity,  it  may  raife  our  pity,  not  our  won- 
der, that  youth   mould  go  aitray  ;    when  reafon, 
weak  at  the   beft,  oppofed   to   inclination,  fcarce 
formed,  and  wholly  unaflifted  by  experience,  faint- 
ly contends,  or  willingly  becomes  the  flave  of  fenfe. 
The  ftate  of  youth  is  much  to  be  deplored,  and  the 
more   fo,  bccaufe  they  fee   it  not;   being  then  to 
danger  molt  expofed,  when  they  are  leajl  prepared 
for  their  defence.'  \_Ar-.1e. 

Bar*. 
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Barn.  It  will  be  known,  and  you'll  recall  your 
pardon,  and  abhor  me. 

Thar.  I  never  will.  Yet  be  upon  your  guard  in 
this  gay  thoughtlefs  feafon  of  your  life  ;  •  when  the 

*  fenfe  of  pleafure's  quick,  and  paffions  high,  the 
'  voluptuous  appetites,  raging  and  fierce,   demand 

*  the  ftrongeft  curb ;  take  heed  of  a  relapfe  :'  when 
vice  becomes  habitual,  the  very  power  of  leaving  it 
is  loft. 

Barn.  Hear  me,  on  my  knees,  confefs 

Tbor.  Not  a  fyllable  more  upon  this  fubjecl ;  it 
were  not  mercy,  but  cruelty,  to  hear  what  muft  give 
you  fuch  torment  to  reveal. 

Earn.  This  generofity  amazes  and  diftra&s  me. 

Thar.  This  remorfe  makes  thee  dearer  to  me,  than 
if  thou.  had  ft  never  offended.  Whatever  is  your  fault, 
of  this  I  am  certain,  'twas  harder  for  you  to  offend, 
than  me  to  pardon.  [Exit  Thorowgood. 

Barn.  Villain !  villain  !  villain !  bafely  to  wrong 
fo  excellent  a  man.  Should  I  again  return  to  folly  ? 

Detefted   thought  ! But  what  of   Millwood 

then  ? Why,  I  renounce  her; — I  give  her  up—— 

The  ftruggle's  over,  and  virtue  has  prevailed.  Reafon 
may  convince,  but  gratitude  compels.    This  unlook'd 
for  generofity  has  fav'd  me  from  deftruftion.     [Going. 
Enter  a  footman. 

Foot.  Sir,  two  ladies  from  your  uncle  in  the  country 
defire  to  fee  you. 

Barn.  Who  fhou'd  they  be  !  \AJide. ]  Tell  them 
I'll  wait  upon  'em.  {Exit  footman. ~\  Methinks  I  dread, 

to  fee  'em— —Now  every  thing  alarms  me. • 

Guilt,  what  a  coward  haft  thou  made  me  !         [Exit. 

SCENE  Another  room  in  Thorowgood's  bouje.  t 

Enter  Millwood,  Lucy,  and  a  Footman. 

Foot.  Ladies,  he'll  wait  upon  you  immediately. 

Mil.  'Tis  very  well 1  thank  you.       [Exit  Foof. 

Enter  Barnwell. 

Barn.  Confufion  !  Millwood  ! 

Mil.  That  angry  look  tells  me,  that  here  I  am  an 
unwelcome  gueft;  I  fear'd  as  much;  the  unhappy 
are  fo  every  where. 

Barn. 
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Barn.  Will  nothing  but  my  utter  ruin  content  you? 
Mil.  Unkind  and  cruel !  Loft  myfelf,  your  hap- 
pinefs  is  now  my  only  care. 

Barn.  How  did  you  gain  admiflion  ? 
Mil.  Saying  we  were  defired  by  your  uncle  to  vifit 
and  deliver  a  meflage  to  you,   we  were  received  by 
the  family  without  fufpicion,  and  with  much  refpedl 
conducted  here. 

Barn.  Why  did  you  come  at  all  ? 
Mil.  I  never  fhall  trouble  you  more.  I'm  come  to 
take  my  leave  for  ever.  Such  is  the  malice  of  my 
fate  ;  I  go  hopelefs,  defpairing  ever  to  return.  This 
hour  is  all  I  have  left :  one  fhort  hour  is  all  I  have 
to  beftow  on  love  and  you,  for  whom  I  thought  the 
longeft  life  too  fhort. 

Barn.  Then  we  are  met  to  part  for  ever. 
Mil.  It  mult  be  fo.     Yet  think  not  that  time  or 
abfence  fhall  ever  put  a  period  to  my  grief,  or  make 
me  love  you  lefs.     Tho'  I  mail  leave  you,  yet  con- 
demn me  not. 

Barn.   Condemn  you  !  No,  I  approve  your  refolu- 

tion,  and  rejoice  to  hear  it ; 'tis  juft — 'tis  necef- 

fary 1  have  well  weigh'd,  and  found  it  fo. 

Lucy.  I  am  afraid  the  young  man  has  more  fenfe 
than  fhe  thought  he  had.  [Afide. 

Barn.  Before  you  came,  I  had  determin'd  never  to 
fee  you  more.  . 

Mil.   Confufion!  [AJtie. 

Lucy.  Ay,  we  are  all  out ;  this  is  a  turn  fo  unex- 

pefted,  that  I  fhall  make  nothing  of  my  part ;  they 

muft  e'en  play  the  fcene  betwixt  themfelves.    \Aftde. 

Mil.  'Twas  fome  relief  to  think,  tho'  abfent,  you 

would  love  me  ftill  ;  but  to  find,   '  tho'  fortune  had 

'  been  indulgent,    that  you,  more  cruel  and  incon- 

'  ftant,'  you  had  refolv'd  to  caft  me  off — —This,  as 

I  never  cou'd  expeft,   I  have  not  learnt  to  bear. 

Barn.  I  am  forry  to  hear  you  blame  me  in  a  refo- 
lution  that  fo  well  becomes  us  both. 

Mil.  I  have  reafon  for  what  I  do,    but  you  have 
none. 

Barn.  Can  we  want  a  reafon  for  parting,  who  have 
fo  many  to  wiih  we  never  had  met  ? 

Mil. 


22  GEORGE     B  A  R  N  W  E  L  L. 

Mil.  Look  on  me,  Barnwell.  Am  I  deform'd,  or 
old,  that  fatiety  fo  foon  fucceeds  enjoyment  I  Nay, 
look  again;  am  I  not  (Tie  whom  yefterdayyou  thought 
the  fairelt  and  the  kiudcil:  of  her  fex ;  whofe  hand, 
trembling  with  ecltafy,  you  prefs'd  and  moulded 
thus,  while  on  my  eyes  you  gazed  with  fuch  delight, 
as  if  defire  increas'd  by  being  fed  ? 

Barn,  No  more  ;  let  me  repent  my  former  follies, 
if  poffible,  without  remembering  what  they  were, 

Mil.  Why  I 

Barn.  Such  is  my  frailty,  that  'tis  dangerous. 

Mil.  Where  is  the  danger,  fince  we  are  to  part  ? 

Barn.  The  thought  of  that  already  is  too  painful. 

Mil.  If  it  be  painful  to  part,  then  I  may  hope,  at 
leaft,  you  do  not  hate  me  ? 

Barn.  No no 1  never  faid  I  did Oh, 

my  heart ! 

Mil.  Perhaps  you  pity  me  ? 

Barn.   \  do I  do Indeed  I  do. 

Mil.  You'll  think  upon  me? 

Barn.  Doubt  it  not,  while  I  can  think  at  all. 

Mil*  You  may  judge  an  embrace  at  parting  too 
great  a  favour — though  it  would  be  the  lail.  [He 

dram  ba.ck.}  A  look  ihall  then  fuffice Farewel  — 

for  ever.  [Exeunt  Millwood  and  Lucy. 

Barn.  If  to  refolve  to  furier  be  to  conquer— — I 

have  conquer'd Painful  victory  ! 

Re-enter  Millwood  and  Lucy. 

Mil.  One  thing  I  had  forgot 1  never  rnufl  return 

.to  my  own  houfe  again.  This  1  thought  proper  to 
let  you  know,  left  your  mind  mould  change,  and  you 
fhould  feek  in  vain  to  find  me  there.  Forgive  me 
this  fecond  intrulion  ;  I  only  came  to  give  you  this 
caution,  and  that,  perhaps,  was  needlefs. 

Barn.  I  hope  it  was ;  yet  it  is  kind,  and  J  mu»t 
thank  you  for  it. 

Mil.  My  friend,  your  arm.  [7*  Lucy.]  Now,  I  am 
gone  for  ever.  [Going. 

Barn.  One  thing  more — Sure  there's  no  danger  in 
my  knowing  where  you  go  ?  if  you  think  otherwife — 

Mil.  Alas !          ' 
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Lucy.  We  are  right,  I  find;  that's  my  cue.  [Afide. 
Ah,  dear  fir  !  foe's  going  fhe  knows  not  whither  ;  but 
go  fhe  muft. 

Barn.  Humanity  obliges  me  to  wifh  you  well  :  why 
will  you  thus  expofe  yourfelf  to  needlels  troubles  ? 

Lucy.  Nay,  there's  no  help  for  it  :  fhe  muft  quit 
the  town  immediately,  and  the  kingdom  as  foon  as 
poffible.  It  was  no  fmall  matter,  you  may  be  fure, 
that  could  make  her  refolve  to  leave  you. 

Mil.  No  more,  my  friend  ;  fmce  he  for  whofe  dear 
fake  alone  I  fuffer,  and  am  content  to  fuffer,  is  kind 
and  pities  me ;  where'er  I  wander,  thro'  wilds  and 
deferts  benighted  and  forlorn,  that  thought  mall  give 
xne  comfort. 

Barn.  For  my  fake  ! Oh,  tell  me  how,  which 

way  I  am  fo  curs'd  to  bring  fuch  ruin  on  thee  ? 

Mil.  No  matter ;  I  am  contented  with  my  lot. 

Barn.  Leave  me  not  in  this  uncertainty. 

Mil.  I  have  faid  too  much. 

Barn.  How,  how  am  I  the  caufe  of  your  undoing  ? 

Mil.  To  know  it  will  but  encreafe  your  troubles. 

Barn.  My  troubles  can't  be  greater  than  they  are. 

Lucy.  Well,  well,  fir,  if  fhe  won't  fatisfy  you,  I 
will. 

Barn.  I  am  bound  to  you  beyond  expreflion. 

Mil.-  Remember,  fir,  that  I  defired  you  not  to  hear 
it. 

Barn.  Begin,  and  eafe  my  racking  expectation. 

Lucy.  Why,  you  muft  know,  my  lady  here  was  an 
only  child,  and  her  parents  dying  while  fhe  was  young, 
Jen  her  and  her  fortune  (no  inconfiderable  one,  I  af- 
fure  you)  to  the  care  of  a  gentleman  who  has  a  good 
eftate  of  his  own. 

Mil.  Ay,  ay,  the  barbarous  man  is  rich  enough  ; 
but  what  are  riches  when  compar'd  to  love  ? 

Lucy.  For  a  while  he  performed  the  office  of  a 
faithful  guardian,  fettled  her  in  a  houfe,  hir'd  her 

fervants But  you  have  feen  in  what  manner  fhe 

liv'd,  fo  I  need  fay  no  more  of  that. 

Mil.  How  I  (hall  live  hereafter,  Heaven  knows  ! 

Lucy.  All  things  went  on  as  one  could  wifh,;  till 
fome  time  ago,  his  wife  dying*  he  fell  violently  in 

love 
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love  with  his  charge,  and  would  fain  have  marry'd 
her.  Now  the  man  is  neither  eld  nor  ugly,  but  a, 
good  perfonable  fort  of  a  man  ;  but,  I  don't  know 
how  it  was,  (he  could  never  endure  him.  In  (hort, 
her  ill  ufage  fo  provoked  him,  that  he  brought  in 
an  account  of  his  executorfhip,  wherein  he  makes  her 
debtor  to  him. • 

Mil.  A  trifle  in  itfelf,  but  more  than  enough  to 
ruin  me,  whom,  by  this  unjuft  account,  he  had 
ftripp'd  of  all  before. 

Lucy.  Now,  me  having  neither  money  nor  friend, 
except  me,  who  am  as  unfortunate  as  herfelf,  he 
compell'd  her  to  pafs  his  account,  and  give  bond  for 
the  futn  he  demanded ;  but  ftill  provided  handfomely 
for  her,  and  continued  his  courtmip,  till  being  in- 
form'd  by  his  fpies  (truly  I  fufpeft  fome  in  her  own 
family)  that  you  were  entertain'd  at  her  houfe,  and 
tfaid  with  'her  all  night,  he  came  this  morning  raving 
and  ftorming  like  a  madman,  talks  no  more  of  mar- 
riage, (fo  there's  no  hope  of  making  up  matters  that 
way)  but  vows  her  ruin,  unlefs  (he'll  allow  him  the 
fame  favour  that  he  fuppofes  (he  granted  you. 

Barn.  Mult  (he  be  ruin'dj  or  find  a  refuge  in  ano- 
ther's arms  ? 

Mil.  He  gave  me  but  an  hour  to  refolve  in  :  that's 
happily  fpent  with  you And  now  I  go-  • 

Barn,  To  be  expos'd  to  all  the  rigours  of  the  va- 
rious feafons ;  the  fummer's  parching  heat,  and  win- 
ter's cold  ;  unhoufed,  to  wander  friendlefs  thro' the 
unhofpitable  world,  in  mifery  and  want ;  attended 
with  fear  and  danger,  and  purfued  by  malice  and  re- 
venge. Wouldft  thou  endure  all  this  for  me,  and 
can  I  do  nothing,  nothing  to  prevent  it  ? 

Lucy.  'Tis  really  a  pity  there  can  be  no  way  found 
out. 

Barn.  Oh,  where  are  all  my  refolutions  now  ? 
'  Like  early  vapours,  or  the  morning  dew,  chas'd 

*  by  the  fun's  warm   beams,  they're  vanifh'd  and 
'  loft,  as  tho'  they  had  never  been.' 

Lucy.  Now  I  advifed  her,  fir,  to  comply  with  the 
gentleman  ;  '  that  would  not  only  put  an  end  to 

*  her  troubles,  but  make  her  fortune  at  once.' 

Barn. 
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£arn.  Tormenting  fiend,  away !  I  had  rather  pe- 
riih,  nay,  fee  her  perifh,  than  have  her  fav'd  by  him. 
I  will,  myfelf,  prevent  her  ruin,  though  with  my 
own.  A  moment's  patience  ;  I'll  return  immediately. 

[Exit  Barn  well. 

Lucy.  'Twas  well  you  came,  or,  by  what  I  can 
.perceive,  you  had  loft  him. 

Mil.  That,  I  muft  confefs,  was  a  danger  I  did  not 
forefee  ;  I  was  only  afraid  he  mould  have  come  with- 
out money.  You  know,  a  houfe  of  entertainment, 
like  mine,  is  not  kept  without  expence. 

Lucy.  That's  very  true ;  but  then  you  mould  be 
reafonable  in  your  demands ;  'tis  pity  to  difcourage 
a  young  man. 

Mil.  Leave  that  to  me. 

Re-enter  Barnwell  ivitb  a  bag  of  money. 

Barn.  What  ami  about  to  do,? Now  you,  who, 

fooaft  your  reafon  all-fufficient,  fuppofe  yourfelves  in 
my  condition,  and  determine  for  me  ;  whether  'tis 
right  to  let  her  fuffer  for  my  faults,  or,  by  this  fmall 
addition  to  my  guilt  prevent  the  ill  effe&b  of  what  is 
paft. 

Lucy.  Thefe  young  finners  think  every  thing  in  the 

ways  of  wickednefs  fo  ftrange ! But  I  could  tell 

him  that  this  is  nothing  but  what's  very  common  ; 
for  one  vice  as  naturally  begets  another,  as  a  father  a 
fon.  But  he'll  find  out  that  himfelf,  if  he  lives  long 
enough.  [JJia'e. 

Barn.  Here,  take  this,  and  with  if  purchafe  your 
deliverance  ;  return  to  youf  houfe,  and  live  in  peace 
and  fafety. 

Mil.  So,  I  may  hope  to  fee  you  there  again  ? 

Barn.  Anfwer  me  not,  but  fly,  left,  in  the  agonies 
of  my  remorfe,  I  take  again  what  is  not  mine  to  give, 
and  abandon  thee  to  want  and  mifery. 

Mil.  Say  but  you'll  come. 

Barn.  You  are  my  fate,  my  heaven  or  my  hell  ; 
only  leave  me  now,  difpofe  or  me  hereafter  as  you 
pleafe.  [Exeunt  Millwood  and  Lucy.]  What  have  I 
done  ?  Were  my  reiblutions  founded  on  reafon,  and 
fincerely  made  ?  Why  then  has  Heaven  fuffered  ms 
B  t» 
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to  fall?  I  fought  not  the  occafion  ;  and,  if  my  heart 
deceives  me  not,  compaflion  and  getierofity  were  my 
motives.  *  Is  virtue  inconfiftent  with  itfelf,  or  are 
*  vice  and  virtue  only  empty  names  ;  or  do  they  de- 
'  pend  on  accidents,  beyond  our  power  to  produce 
'  or  to  prevent  ;  wherein  we  have  no  part,  and  yet 

'  mult    be  determined    by  the   event  ?' But  why 

Ihould  I  attempt  to  reafon  ?  All  is  confufion,  horror, 
and  remorfe.  I  find  I  am  loft,  call  down  from  all 
my  late-erec'ted  hope,  and  plunged  again  in  guilt, 
yet  fcarce  know  how  or  why  ; 

Such  undiitinguim'd  horrors  make  my  brain, 
Like  hell,  the  feat  of  darknefs,  and  of  pain. 

[Exit. 


ACT    III.     SCENE,    a  Room  in  Thorowgood's 
Hou/f. 

Thorowgood  and  Trueman  difco--vered  (with  account- 
books)  fitting  at  a  table. 

1  Tbor.  TV  /?  ETHINKS  I  would  not  have  you  only 
J.VJL  '  learn  the  method  of  merchandize, 
and  pradlife  it  hereafter  merely  as  a  means  of  get- 
ting wealth  :  it  will  be  well  worth  your  pains  to 
ftudy  it  as  a  fcience,  to  fee  how  it  is  founded  in 
reafon,  and  the  nature  of  things  ;  how  it  promotes 
humanity,  as  it  has  open'd,  and  yet  keeps  up  an  in- 
tercourfe  between  nations,  far  remote  from  one  ano- 
ther in  fituation,  cuftoms,  and  religion  ;  promot- 
ing arts,  induftry,  peace,  and  plenty;  by  mutual 
benefits  difrufing  mutual  love  from  pole  to  pole. 
'  Tr.  Something  cf  this  I  have  confider'd,  and 
hope,  by  your  affiftance,  to  extend  my  thoughts- 
much  farther.  I  have  obferv'd  thole  countries 
where  trade  is  promoted  and  encouraged,  d,.  not 
make  difcoveries  todeJtroy,  but  to  improve  mankind 
by  love  and  friendfhip  ;  to  tame  the  ikrce,  and  po- 
liih  die  moil  favage ;  to  teach  them  the  advantage 
of  honell  traffic,  by  taking  from  them,  with  their 
own  ccnfent,  their  ufelefs  fuperfluities,  and  giving 
them,  in  return,  what,  from  their  ignorance  in 

'  manual 
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'  manual  arts,  their fituation,  or  fome  other  accident, 
*  they  Hand  in  need  of.' 

cfbor.  '  'Tis  juitly  obferv'd  :  the  populous  eafl, 
luxuriant,  abounds  with  glittering  grms,  bright 
pearls,  aromatic  fpices,  and  liealth-relroring  drugs  : 
the  late- found  weitern  world's  rich  earth  glows  with 
unnumber'd  veins  of  gold  and  fiiverorc.  On  every 
climate,  and  on  every  country,  Heaven  hr.s  bcftow'd 
fome  good,  peculiar  to  itfelf.  It  is  the  induflrious 
merchant's  bufinefs  to  collect  the  various  bl effing.-*  of 
each  foil  and  climate,  and,  with  the  product  of  the 

whole,  to  enrich  his  native  country.' Well,  I 

have  examin'd  your  accounts  ;  they  are  not  only  jur>, 
as  I  have  always  found  them,  but  regularly  kept,  and 
fairly  enter'd.  I  commend  your  diligence.  Method 
in  bufinefs  is  the  fureft  guide  :  '  he  who  neglects  it, 
'  frequently  ftumbles,  and  always  wanders  perplex'd, 
'  uncertain,  and  in  danger.'  Are  Barnwcll's  accounts 
ready  for  my  infpection  ?  He  does  not  ufe  to  be  the 
iaft  on  thefe  occafions. 

Tr.  Upon  receiving  your  orders  he  retir'd,  I 
thought,  in  fome  confufion.  Jf  you  pleafe,  I'll  go 
and  haften  him.  I  hope  he  has  not  been  guilty  of 
any  neglect, 

Thar.  I'm  now  going  to  the  Exchange ;  let  him 
know  at  my  return  I  expect  to  find  him  ready. 

\Exeunt* 

Enter  Maria  ivith  a  book.  Sits  and  reads. 
Ma.  How  forcible  is  truth  ?  The  weakeft  mind, 
infpir'd  with  love  of  that,  fix'd  and  collected  in  icfelf, 
with  indifference  beholds  the  united  force  of  earth 
and  hell  oppofing.  Such  fouls  are  rais'd  above  the 
fenfeof  pain,  or  fo  fupported  that  they  regard  it  not. 
The  martyr  cheaply  purchafes  his  heaven  ;  fmall  are 
his  fufrerings,  great  is  his  reward.  Not  fo  the  wretch 
who  combats  love  with  duty;  whofe  mind,  weaken'd 
and  difiblv'd  by  the  foft  paffion,  feeble  and  hopelefs, 

oppofes  his  own  defires What  is  an  hour,  a  dj;v, 

a  year  of  pain,  to  a  whole  life  of  tortures  fuch  as 
thefe  } 

B  2  Enter 


26  GEORGE    BARNWELL. 

Enter  Trueman. 

Tr.  Oh,  Barnwell !  Oh,  my  friend  !  how  art  them 
fallen  ! 

Ma.  Ha!  Barnwell!  What  of  him?  Speak,  fay, 
what  of  Barnwell  ? 

Tr.  'Tis  not  to  be  conceal'd  ;  I've  news  to  tell 
of  him,  that  will  afflift  your  generous  father,  your- 
felf,  and  all  who  know  him. 

Ma.  Defend  us,  Heaven  ! 

Tr.  I  cannot  fpeak  it.     See  there. 

[Trueman  gives  a  letter,  Maria  reads, 

t(  I  know  my  abfence  will  furprize  my  honour'd 
jnafter  and  yourfelf ;  and  the  more,  when  you  fhall 
underftand,  that  the  reafon  of  my  withdrawing  is,  my 
having  embez7,led  part  of  the  cafh  with  which  I  was 
entruiled.  After  this,  'tis  needlefs  to  inform  you, 
that  I  intend  never  to  return  again.  Though  this 
might  have  been  known,  by  examining  my  accounts ; 
yet  to  prevent  that  unneceflary  trouble,  and  to  cut 
oft"  all  fruitlefs  expectations  of  my  return,  I  have  left 
this  from  the  loft  GEORQE  BARNWELL." 

Tr.  Loft  indeed !  Yet  how  he  fhould  be  guilty  of 
what  he  there  charges  himfelf  withal,  raifes  my  won- 
der equal  to  my  grief.  Never  had  youth  a  higher 
fenfe  of  virtue.  Juftly  he  thought,  and  as  he  thought 
he  praftifed  ;  never  was  lif_  more  regular  than  his. 
An  underftanding  uncommon  at  his  years,  an  open, 
generous  manlinefs  of  temper;  his  manners  eafy,  un- 
afte&ed,  and  engaging. 

Ma.  This,  and  much  more  you  might  have  faid 
with  truth.  He  was  the  delight  of  every  eye,  and 
joy  of  every  heart  that  knew  him. 

Tr.  Since  fuch  he  was,  and  was  my  friend,  can  I 
fupport  his  lofs  ?  See,  the  faireft,  happieft  maid  this 
wealthy  city  boafts,  kindly  condefcends  to  weep  for 
thy  unhappy  fate,  poor,  ruin'd  Barnwell  ! 

Ma.  Trueman,  do  you  think  a  foul  fo  delicate  as 
his,  fo  fenfible  offhame,  can  e'er  fubmit  to  Jive  a 
flave  to  vice  ? 

Tr,  Never,  never.  So  well  I  know  him,  I'm  fure 
this  a£l  of  his,  fo  contrary  to  his  nature,  muft  have 
been  caufed  by  fome  unavoidable  neceflity. 

Ma. 
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Ma.  Is  there  no  means  yet  to  preferve  him  ? 

T'r.  Oh,  that  there  wereJ  but  few  men  recover 
their  reputation  loft,  a  merchant  never.  Nor  would 
he,  I  fear,  tho'  I  fhould  find  him,  ever  be  brought 
te  look  his  injur'd  mailer  in  the  face. 

Ma.  I  fear  as  much,  and  therefore  would  never 
have  my  father  know  it. 

Tr.  That's  impoflible. 

Ma.  What's  the  fum  ? 

Tr.  'Tis  confiderable ;  I've  mark'd  it  here,  to 
fhew  it,  with  the  letter,  to  your  father,  at  his  return. 

Ma.  If  I  mould  fupply  the  money,  could  you  fo 
difpofe  of  that  and  the  account,  as  to  conceal  this 
unhappy  mifmanagement  from  my  father? 

Tr.  Nothing  more  eafy.  But  can  you  intend  it? 
Will  you  lave  a  helpleis  wretch  from  ruin  ?  Oh, 
'twere  an  act  worthy  fuch  exalted  virtue  as  Maria's  ! 
Sure  Heaven,  in  mercy  to  my  friend,  infpired  the- 
generous  thought. 

Ma.  Doubt  not  but  I  would  purchafe  fo  great  a 
happinefs  at  a  much  dearer  price.  But  how  lhall  he 
be  found  ? 

Tr.  Truft  to  my  diligence  for  that.  In  the  mean 
time,  I'll  conceal  his  abfence  from  your  father,  or 
find  fuch  excufes  for  it,  that  the  real  cauie  fhall  never 
be  fufpected. 

Ma.  In  attempting  to  fave  from  (hame,  one  whom 
we  hope  may  yet  return  to  virtue,  to  Heaven,  and 
you,  the  only  witnefTes  of  this  action,  I  appeal, 
whether  I  do  any  thing  mifbecoming  my  fex  and  cha- 
racter. 

Tr.  Earth  muft  approve  the  deed,  and  Heaven,  I 
doubt  not,  will  reward  it-. 

Ma.  If  Heaven  fucceeds  it,  I  am  well  rewarded.  A 

virgin's  fame  is  fullied  by  fufpicion's  lighteft  breath  : 

and  therefore,  as  this  muft  be  a  fecret  from  my  father 

and  the  world,  for  BarnwelFs  fake,  for  mine,  let  it 

be  fo  to  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  a  room  in  M  ill  wood 's  boufe. 

Enter  Lucy  and  Blunt. 

Lucy.  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  Millwood's  con- 
duct now  ? 

B  3  -     Blunt, 
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Blunt.  I  own  it  is  furprifing :  I  don't  know  which 
to  admire  molt,  her  feigned  or  his  real  paffion  ;  tho* 
I  have  fometimes  been  afraid  that  her  avarice  would 
difcover  her.  But  his  youth  and  want  of  experience: 
make  it  the  eafier  to  impofe  on  him. 

Lucy.  No,  it  is  his  love.  To  do  him  juftice,  not- 
xvithftanding  his  youth,  he  don't  want  underftanding. 
But  you  men  are  much  eafier  impofed  on  in  thefe  af- 
fairs, than  your  vanity  will  allow  you  to  believe.  Let 
uie  fee  the  wifeft  of  you  all  as  much  in  love  vviih  me 
as  Barnwell  is  with  Millwood,  and  I'll  engage  to  make 
as  great  a  fool  of  him. 

Blunt.  And,  all  circumftances  confider'd,  to  make 
as  much  money  of  him  too  ? 

Lucy.  I  can't  anfwer  for  that.  Her  artifice  in  mak- 
ing him  rob  his  mafter  at  firft,  and  the  various  ftrata- 
gcms  by  which  fhe  has  obliged  him  to  continue  that 
courfe,  ailonifli  even  me,  who  know  her  fo  well. 

Blunt.  But  then  you  are  to  confider  that  the  money 
was  his  matter's. 

Lucy.  There  was  the  difficulty  of  it.  Had  it  been 
his  own,  it  had  been  nothing.  Were  the  world  his, 
me  might  have  it  for  a  fmile.  But  thofe  golden  days 
are  done ;  he's  ruin'd,  and  Millwood's  hopes  of  farther 
profits  there,  are  at  an  end. 

Blunt.  That's  no  more  than  we  all  expe&ed. 
Lucy.  Being  call'd  by  his  mafter  to  make  up  his  ac- 
counts, he  was  forc'd  to  quit  his  houfe  and  fervice,  and 
wifely  flies  to  Millwood  for  relief  and  entertainment. 
Blunt.  I  have  not  heard  of  this  before  :  how  did  /he 
receive  him  ? 

Lay.  As  you  wo.uld  expeft.  She  wonder'd  what 
he  meant,  was  aftonifh'd  at  his  impudence,  and  with 
an  air  of  modefty  peculiar  to  herfelf,  fwore  fo  hear- 
tily that  fhe  never  faw  him  before,  that  (he  put  me 
out  of  countenance. 

Blunt.  That's  much  indeed  !  But  how  did  Barnwell 
behave  ? 

Lucy.  He  grieved;  and  at  length,  enrag'd  at  this 
barbarous  treatment,  was  preparing  to  be  gone;  and 
making  towards  the  door,  fhew'd  a  fum  of  money, 

which 
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which  he  had  brought  from  his  mailer's,  the  laft  he  is 
ever  likely  to  have  from  thence. 

Blunt.  But  then,  Millwood  i 

Lucy.  Ay,  fhe,  with  her  ufual  addrefs,  returned  to 
her  old  arts  of  lying,  fwearing,  and  diflcmbling  ;  hung 
on  his  neck,  wept,  and  fwore  'twas  meant  in  jeil. 
The  amorous  youth  melted  into  tears,  threw  the  money 
into  her  lap,  and  fwore  he  had  rather  die  than  think 
her  faife. 

Blunt.  Strange  infatuation  ! 

Lucy.  But  what  enfued  was  ftrnnger  fl.il I.  As  doubts 
and  fears,  followed  by  reconcilement,  ever  increafe 
love  \\here  the  pafllon  is  fin  cere  ;  fo  in  him  it  caus'd 
fo  wild  a  transport  of  exceffive  fondnefs,  fuch  joy,  fuch 
grief,  fuch  pleafure,  and  fuch  anguifn,  that  nature 
Jeem'd  finking  with  the  weight,  and  his  charm'd  foul 
cifpofed  to  quit  his  breail  for  hers.  Jull  then,  when 
every  pafiion  with  lawlefs  anarchy  prevail'd,  and  ren- 
<on  was  in  the  raging  temper  loft,  the  cruel,  artful 
Millwood  prevail'd  upon  the  wretched  youth  to  pro- 
niife what  I  tremble  but  to  think  on. 

Blunt.  I  am  amaz'd  !  What  can  it  be  ? 

Lucy.  You  will  be  more  fo,  to  hear  it  is  to  attempt, 
the  life  of  his  nearer!  relation,  and  beft  benefactor. — » 

Blunt.  His  uncle  !  whom  we  have  often  heard  him 
fpeak  of,  as  a  gentleman  of  a  large  eftate,  and  fair 
character,  in  the  country  where  he  lives  ! 

Lucy.  The  fame.  She  was  no  fooner  poffefied  of  the 
Lilt  dear  purchafe  of  his  ruin  ;  but  her  avarice,  infa- 
tiate  as .  the  grave,  demanded  this  horrid  facriflce. 
Barnwell's  near  relation,  '  and  unfufpecled  virtue, 
'  muft  give  too  eafy  means  to.  feize  this  good  man's 
*  treafure;'  whofe  blood  muft  feal  the  dreadful  feciet, 
iuid  prevent  the  terrors  of  her  guilty  fears. 

Blum.  Is  it  p&flible  fhe  could  perfuade  him  to  do  an 
ac~t  like  that?  He  is  by  nature  honeft,  grateful,  com- 
paifionate,  and  generous  ;  '  and  tho'  his  love,  and  her 
'  artful  perfuafions,  have  wrought  him  topraclife  whac 
'  he  molt  abhors ;  yet  we  all  can  witncfs  for  him,  with 
'  what  reludlance  he  has  ftill  complied  :  fo  many  tears 
*"  he  /hed  o'er  each  offence,  as  might,  if  poffible,  fanc- 
«  tih  theft,  and  make  a  merit  of  a  crime.' 

B   4  Lucy. 
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Lucy.  'Tis  true,  at  the  naming  of  the  murder  of  his 
uncle  he  ftarted  into  rage;  and,  breaking  from  her 
arms,  (where  me  till  then  had  held  him  with  well-dif- 
fembled  love,  and  falfe  endearments)  called  her  cruel, 
inonfkr,  devil,  and  told  her  me  was  born  for  his  de- 
irruction.  She  thought  it  not  for  her  purpofe  to  meet 
his  rage  with  her  rage,  but  afFe&ed  a  moil  paffionate 
iit  of  grief,  rail'd  at  her  fate,  and  curs'd  her  wayward 
liars,  that  ftill  her  wants  mould  force  her  to  prefs  him 
to  aft  fuch  deeds,  as  (he  mufl  needs  abhor  as  well  as 
he.  She  told  him  neceffity  had  no  law,  and  love  no 
bounds ;  that  therefore  he  never  truly  lov'd,  but 
meant,  in  her  receiiity,  to  forfake  her.  Then  foe 
kneel'-dj  and  fwore,  that  fince  by  his  refufel  he  had 
given  her  caufe  to  doubt  his  love,  me  never  would  fee 
him  more,  unlefs  to  prove  it  true,  he  robb'd  his  uncle 
to  fupply  her  wants,  and  murder'd  him  to  keep  it 
from  difcovery. 

&unt.  I  am  ailonim'd !  What  faid  he  ? 

Lucy.  Speechlefs  he  flood  ;  but  in  his  face  you  might 
have  read,  that  various  paffions  tore  his  very  foul.  Oft 
he  in  angtiifti  threw  his  eyes  towards  heaven,  '  and  then 
*  as  often  bent  their  beams  on  her;'  then  wept  and 
groan'd,  and  beat  his  troubled  breaft ;  at  length, 
with  horror  not  to  be  exprefs'd,  he  cry'd,  Thou  curfed 
fair,  have  I  not  given  dreadful  proofs  of  love?  What 
«lrew  me  from  my  youthful  innocence,  and  ftain'd  my 
then  unfpotted  foul,  but  love  ?  What  caufed  me  to 
rob  my  worthy,  gentle  mailer,  but  curfed  love?  What 
makes  me  now  a  fugitive  from  his  fervice,  loath'd  by 
jnyfelf,  and  fcorn'd  by  all  the  world,  but  love?  What 
fills  my  eyes  with  tears,  my  foul  with  torture  never  felt 
on  this  fide  death  before?  Why  love,  love,  love!  And 
uhy,  above  all,  do  I  refolve  (for  tearing  his  hair,  he 
cried,  I  do  refolve)  to  kill  my  uncle  ? 

Blunt.  Was  me  not  moved  ?  Jt  makes  me  weep  to 
hear  the  fad  relation. 

Lucy.  Yes —with  joy,  that  me  had  gain'd  her 

point.  She  gave  him  no  time  to  cool,  but  urged  him 
-to  attempt  it  inftantly.  He's  now  gone.  If  he  per- 
forms it,  and  efcapes,  there's  more  money  for  her ;  if 
not,  he'll  ne'er  return,  and  then  fhe's  fairly  rid  of  him. 
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Blunt.  'Tis  time  the  world  were  rid  of  fuch  a  monfter. 

Lucy.  ]f  we  don't  ufe  our  endeavours  to  prevent  the 
murder,  we  are  as  bad  as  me. 

Blunt.  I  am  afraid  it  is  too  late. 

Lucy.  Perhaps  not.  Her  barbarity  to  Barnwell  makes 
me  hate  her.  We  have  run  too  great  a  length  with 
her  already.  I  did  not  think  her  or  myfelf  fo  wicked, 
as  I  find,  upon  reflection,  we  are. 

Blunt.  'Tis  true,  we  have  been  all  too  much  fo. 
But  there  is  fomething  fo  horrid  in  murder,  that  all 
other  crimes  feem  nothing  when  compared  to  that;  I 
would  not  be  involv'd  in  the  guilt  of  it  for  all  the 
world. 

Lucy.  Nor  I,  Heaven  knows.  Therefore  let  us  clear 
ourfelves,  by  doing  all  that's  in  our  power  to  prevent 
it.  I  have  juft  thought  of  a  way  that  to  me  feems  pro- 
bable. Will  you  join  with  me  to  deteft  this  curfed 
defign  ? 

Blunt.  With  all  my  heart.   He  who  knows  of  a  mur 
der  intended  to  be  committed,  and  does  not  difcover 
it,  in  the  eye  of  the  law  and  reafon,  is  a  murderer. 

Lucy,  Let  us  lofe  no  time;  JL'll  acquaint  you  with 
the  particulars  as  we  go.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  a  walk  at  fome  diftance  from-  a  ccuntry  feat* 

Enter  Barnwell. 

Barn.  A  difmal  gloom  obfcures  the  face  of  day. 
Either  the  fun  has  flipp'd  behind  a  cloud,  or  journeys 
down  the  weft  of  heaven  with  more  than  common 
fpeed,  to  avoid  the  fight  of  what  I  am  doom'd  to  act. 
Since  I  fet  forth  on  this  accurs'd  defign,  where'er  I 
tread,  methinks,  the  folid  earth  trembles  beneath  my 
fcet.  "  Murdtr  my  uncle  /"  —  «  Yonder  limpid  itream, 
'  whofe  hoary  fall  has  made  a  natural  cafcade,  as  I 
'  pafs'd  by,  in  doleful  accents  feem'd  to  murmur  - 

•  murder  !  The  earth,  the  air,  and  water  feem'd  con- 
f  cern'd.  But  that's  not  ftrange  :  the  world  is  puniftx'd, 
'  and  nature  feels  a  mock,  when  Providence  permits 

*  a  good  man's  fall.     Juft  Heaven  !  then  what  mould 
'  I  feel  for  him  that  was'  my  father's  only  brother, 

B    ;  and 
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and  fince  his  death  has  been  to  me  a  father  ;  that  took 
me  up  an  infant  and  an  orphan,  rear'd  me  with  ten- 
derefl:  care,  and  flill  indulged  me  with  moft  paternal 
fondnefs  ?  Yet  here  I  ftand  his  deftin'd  murderer—— 

I  lliffen  with  horror  at  my  own  impiety 'Tis  yet 

unperform'd — What  if  I  quit  my  bloody  purpofe,  an4 

fly   the  place?    \Going,  then  flops. ,] But  whither, 

Oh,  whither  mall  I  fly?  My  matter's  once  friendly 
doors  are  ever  fhut  againft  me ;  and  without  money 
Millwood  will  never  fee  me  more ;  and  me  has  got 
fuch  firm  poflefflon  of  my  heart,  and  governs  there 
with  fuch  defpotic  fway,  that  life  is  not  to  be  endured 
without  her.  Ay,  there's  the  caufe  of  all  my  fin  and 
forrow  :  'tis  more  than  love  ;  it  is  the  fever  of  the  foul, 
arid  madnefs  of  defire.  In  vain  does  nature,  reafon, 
confcieace,  all  oppofe  it  ;  the  impetuous  paffion  bears 
down  all  before  it,  and  drives  me  on  to  luft,  to  theft 
and  murder.  Oh,  confcience  !  feeble  guide  to  virtue, 
thpu  only  Ihew'ft  us  when  we  go  aftray,  but  wanted 
power  to  ftop  us  in  our  courfe  !  —  Ha  !  in  yonder  fhady 

walk  I  fee  my  uncle He's  alone Now  for  my 

difguife.   \_Plucks  out  a  vizor.] This  is  his  hour  of 

private  meditation.     Thus  daily  he  prepares  his  foul 

tor  heaven  ;  while  I But  what  have  I  to  do  with 

heaven  ?  Ha!   no  ftruggles,  confcience 

Hence,   hence  remorfe,  and  every  thought;  that's 
good; 

The  icorm  that  luft  began,  muft  end  in  blood. 

[Puis  on  the  vizor,  draivs  a  piftol,  and  exit. 

SCENE,  a  clcfe  walk  in  a  nuood. 

Enter  Uncle. 

Un.  If!  were  fuperftitious,  I  mould  fear  fome  dan- 
ge,r  lurk'd  unfecn,  or  death  were  nigh.  A  heavy  me- 
lancholy clouds  my  fpirits.  My  imagination  is  fill'd 
v,  ith  ghaftly  forms  of  dreary  graves,  and  bodies  chang'd 
by  death  ;  when  the  pale  lengthen'd  vifage  attracts 
each  weeping  eye,  and  fills  the  mufing  foul  at  once 
with  grief  and  horror,  pity  and  avertion.  I  will  in- 
dulge the  thought.  The  wife  man  prepares  himfelf 
for 'death,  by  making  it  fzvmiliar  to  his  mind.  When 

ftrong 
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ftrong  reflections  hold  the  mirror  near,  and  the  living 
in  the  dead  beliold  their  future  felf;  how  does  each 
inordinate  pafiion  and  define  ceafe,  or  ficken  at  the 
view!  The  mind  fcarce  moves ;  the  blood  curdling 
and  chill'd,  creeps  flowly  thro'  the  veins :  fix'd,  ftill, 
and  motionlefs  we  ftand,  fo  like  the  folemn  object  of 
our  thoughts,  we  are  almoil  at  prefent  what  we  mull 
be  hereafter;  till  curiofity  awakes  the  foul,  and  fets 
it  on  enquiry. 

Enter  George  Barnwell,  at  a  dijlance. 
Oh,  death !  thou  ftrange,  myflerious  power,  feen  every 
day,  yet  never  underftood,  but  by  the  incommunica- 
tive dead,  what  art  thou?  The  extenfive  mind  of  man, 
that  with  a  thought  circles  the  earth's  vaft  globe,  finks 
to  the  centre,  or  afcends  above  the  itars ;  that  worlds 
exotic  finds, or  thinks  it  finds,  thy  thick  clouds  attempts 
to  pafs  in  vain  ;  loft  and  bewildered  in  the  horrid 
gloom,  defeated,  fhe  returns  more  doubtful  than  be- 
fore, of  nothing  certain  but  of  labour  loft. 
\During  this  fpeech  Barn  well  finietimes  frsfents  the  piftolt 
and  dra-ivs  it  back  again.  ] 

Barn.  Oh, 'tis  impoffible  !  [Throwing  efo<wn  thepijlal. 
\Uncle  Ji  arts  and  attempts  to  draw  his favor  d. ] 

Uncle.  A  man  fo  near  me  !  arm'd  and  mafqu'd 

Barn.  Nay,  then  there's  no  retreat. 

[Plucks  a  poignard  from  his  lofom,  and  Jtals  him. 
Uncle.  Oh,  I  am  ilain  !  All-gracious  Heaven,  regard 
the  prayer  of  thy  dying  fervant;  bids,  with  the  choiceft 
bleffing.s,   my  deareft  nephew  ;  forgive  my  murderer, 
and  take  my  fleeting  foul  to  eadlefs  mercy  1 
fBarnweli  throws  off  his  tr.aji;,  runs  to  bint,  and  kneeling 
/>V  hifn>  raifcs  and  chafes  him,~\ 

Barn.  Expiring  faint !  Oh,  murder'd,  martyr'd  un- 
cle !  lift  up  your  dying  eyes,   and  view  your  nephew 

in  your  murderer. Oh,   do  not  look  fo  tenderly 

upon  me-  — Let  indignation  lighten  from  your  eyes, 
and  blaft  me  ere  you  die  —  By  Heaven,  he  weeps, 

in  pity  of  my  woes. Tears,  tears,  for  blood 

The  murder'd,  in  the  agonies  of  death,  weeps  for  his 
murderer. Oh,  fpeak  your  pious  purpofe ;  pro- 
nounce my  pardon  then,  and  take  me  with  you 

B  6  He 
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He  would,  but  cannot. — Oh,  why,  with  fuch  fond  af- 

feftion,  do  ^ou  prefs  my  murdering  hand? \Unclt 

Jtghs  and  dies. ~\  '  What  will  you  kifs  me?'  Life,  that 
hovered  on  his  lips  but  till  he  had  fealed  my  pardon, 
in  that  iigh  expired.  He's  gone  for  ever — '  and,  Oh  ! 
*  I  follow—  \_S<woons  a<way  upon  his  uncle's  dead  bcdy,^ 
Do  I  ftill  breathe,  and  taint  with  my  infedlious  breath 

the  wholefome   air? Let  Heaven   from   its   high 

throne,  in  juftice  or  in  mercy  now  look  down  on  that 
dear  murdered  faint,  and  me  the  murderer,  and  if  his 
vengeance  fpares,  let  pity  ftrike  and  end  my  wretched 

being. Murder  the  worfl  of  crimes,  and  parricide 

the  worft  of  murders,  and  this  the  worft  of  parricides. 
Cain,  who  ftands  on  record  .from  the  birth  of  time, 
and  muft  to  its  laft  final  period,  as  accurfed,  flew  a 
brother  favoured  above  him  :  detefted  Nero  by  an- 
other's hand,  difpatched  a  mother  that  he  feared 
and  hated:  but  I,  with  my  own  hand,  have  mur- 
dered a  brother,  mother,  father,  and  a  friend  moil 
loving  and  beloved.— —This  execrable  aft  of  mine 

is  without   a  parallel. Oh,  may  it   ever  itand 

alone,  the  laft  of  murders  as  it  is  the  worft ! 
The  rich  man  thus,  in  torment  and  defpair, 
Preferr'd  his  vain,  his  charitable  prayer. 
The  fool,  his  own  foul  loft,  wou'd  fain  be  wife 
For  others  good  ;  but  Heaven  his  fuit  denies. 
By  laws  and  means  well  known  we  Hand  or  fall  j 
And  one  eternal  rule  remains  for  all.' 
"   Off,  may  if  e<ver  ftand  alone  atcurft, 
*'   The  laft  of  murders  as  it  is  the  nuerft" 


-ACT  IV.   SCENE,  a  room  in  Thorowgood's  boufe. 

Enter  Maria  meeting  Trueman. 

*  Maria.  J.  i  OW  falfely  do  they  judge,  who  cenfur6 
IS    '  or  applaud,  as  we're  afilieled  or  re- 
warded here  ?  1  know  I  am  unhappy;  yet  cannot 
charge  myfelf  with  any  crime,  more  than  the  com- 
mbn  frailties  of  our  kind,  that  mould  provoke  juft 
Heaven  to  mark  me  out  for  fufferings  fo  uncommon 
'  and  fevere.  Fallly  to  aceufe  ourfelves,  Heaven  muft 

'  abhor. 
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abhor.     Then  it  is  juft  and  right  that  innocence 
fhould  fuffer  ;  for  Heaven  muft  be  juit  in  all  its 
ways.     Perhaps  by  that  we  are  kept  from  moral 
evils  much  worfe  than  penal,   or  more   improved 
in   virtue.      Or    may  not   the   letter   ills  that   we 
fuftain   be    made    the    means   of  greater   good    to 
others  ?    Might  all    the  joylefs  days  and  ileeplefs 
nights  that  I  have  paft,  but  purchafe  peace  for  thee, 
'  Thou  dear,  dear  canfe  of  all  my  grief  and  pain  ; 
'  Small  were  the  lofs,  and  infinite  the  gain, 
'  Though  to  the  grave  in  fecret  love  I  pine, 
'  So  life  and  fame,  and  happinefs  were  thine.' 
What  news  of  Barnwell  ? 

Tr.  None ;  I  have  fought  him  with  the  greateft 
diligence,  but  all  in  vain. 

Ma.  Does  my  father  yet  fufpedl  the  caufe  of  his 
abfence  ? 

Tr.  All  appeared  fo  juft  and  fair  to  him,  it  is  not 
poffible  he  ever  fhould.  Bu:  his  abfence  will  no  lon- 
ger be  concealed.  Your  father  is  wife  ;  and  though 
he  feems  to  hearken  to  the  friendly  excufes  I  would 
make  for  Barnwell,  yet  I  am  afraid  he  regards  'em 
only  as  fuch,  without  fuffering  them  to  influence  his 
judgment. 

*  Ma.  How  does  the  unhappy  youth  defeat  all  oar 
defigns  to  ferve  him  !  yet  I  can  never  repent  what 
we  have  done.  Should  he  return,  'twill  make  his 
reconciliation  with  my  father  eafier,  and  prefervc 
him  from  future  reproach  of  a  malicious  unforgiving 
world.' 

Enter  Thorowgood  and  Lucy. 

^hor.  This  woman  here  has  given  me  a  fad,  and, 
bating  fome  circumftances,  too  probable  an  account  of 
Barnwell's  defection . 

Lucy.  I  am  forry,  fir,  that  my  frank  confeffion  of 
my  former  unhappy  courfe  of  life,  mould  caufe  you 
to  fufpedl  my  truth  on  this  occafion. 

Thar.  It  is  not  that ;  your  confeflion  has  in  it  all 
the  appearance  of  truth.  Among  many  other  parti- 
culars, me  informs  me,  that  Barnwell  has  been  in- 
fluenced to  break  his  truft,  and  wrong  me  at  feveral 
times,  of  confidvrable  fums  of  money.  Now. as  I 

know 
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know  this  to  be  falfe,  I  would  fain  doubt  the  whole 
of  her  relation,  too  dreadful  to  be  willingly  believed. 

Ma.  Sir,  your  pardon ;  I  find  myfelf  on  a  fudden 
Co  indifpos'd  that  I  muft  retire.  (  Providence  oppoies. 
'  all  attempts  to  fave  him.'  Poor  ruin'd  Barnwell  ! 
Wretched  loft  Maria.  '  \_Afide.  Exit  Maria. 

Tbor.  How  am  I  diftreffed  on  every  fide !  Pity  for 
that  unhappy  youth,  fear  for  the  life  of  a  much  va- 
lued friend, and  then  my  child the  only  joy 

and  hope  of  my  declining  life! Her  melancholy 

increafes  hourly,  and  gives  me  painful  apprehenlions 

of  her  lofs Oh,  Trueman,  this  perfon  informs  me 

that  your  friend,  at  the  inftigation  of  an  impious  wo- 
man, is  gone  to  rob  and  murder  his  venerable  uncle. 

T'r.  Oh,  execrable  deed !  I  am  Waited  with  the  hor- 
ror of  the  thought! 

Lucy.  This  delay  may  ruin  all. 

Tbor,  What  to  do  or  think,  I  know  not.  That  he 
ever  wrong'd  me,  I  know  is  falfe  ;  the  reft  may  be  fo 
too ;  there's  all  my-  hope. 

T'r.  Truft  not  to  that ;  rather  fuppofe  all  true,  than 
lofe  a  moment's  time.  Even  now  the  horrid  deed  may 
be  doing — dreadful  imagination!  —  or  it  may  be  done, 
and  we  be  vainly  debating  on  the  means  to  prevent 
what  is  already  paft. 

Thor.  This  earneftnefs  convinces  me,  that  he  knows 
more  than  he  has  yet  difcovered.  What,  ho  !  without 
there,  who  waits  ? 

Enter  a.  Servant. 

Order  the  groom  to  faddle  the  fwifteft  horfe,  and  pre- 
pare to  fet  out  with  fpeed  ;  an  affair  of  life  and  death 
demands  his  diligence.  [Exit  Servant.]  For  you,  whofe 
behaviour  on  this  occafion  I  have  no  time  to  commend 
as  it  deferves,  I  muft  engage  your  further  affistance. 
Return  and  obferve  this  Millwood  till  I  come.  I  have 
your  directions,  and  will  follow  you  as  foon  as  poffibie. 
\Exit  Lucy.]  Trueman,.  you,  I  am  fure,  will  not  be 
idle  on  this  occafion.  [Exit  Thorowgood. 

Tr.  He  only  who  is  a  friend  can  judge  of  my  diftref: . 

[Exit. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,    Millwood's    ffou/e. 

Enter  Millwood. 

Mil.  I  wifh  I  knew  the  event  of  his  defign.  The 
attempt  without  fuccefs  would  ruin  him.  Well  ; 
what  have  I  to  apprehend  from  that  ?  I  fear  too 
much.  The  mi fchief  being  only  intended,  his  friends, 
through  pity  of  his  youth,  turn  all  their  rage  on  me, 
I  (hould  have  thought  of  that  before.  Suppofe  the 
deed  done  ;  then,  and  then  only,  1  fhall  be  fecure— 
Or  what  if  he  returns  without  attempting  it  at  all— 
[Enter  Barnwell  bloody.}  But  he  is  here,  and  1  have 
done  him  wrong.  His  bloody  hands  (hew  he  has 
done  the  deed,  but  (hew  he  wants  the  prudence  to 
conceal  it. 

Barn.  Where  (hall  I  hide  me  ?  Whither  (hall  I  fly, 
to  avoid  the  fwift  unerring  hand  of  juftice  ? 

Mil.  Difmifs  your  fears :  though  thoufands  had 
purfued  you  to  the  door,  yet  being  entered  here,  you 
are  as  fafe  as  innocence.  I  have  a  cavern,  by  art  fo 
cunningly  contrived,  that  the  piercingeyesof  jealoufy 
and  revenge  may  fearch  in  vain,  nor  find  the  entrance 
to  the  fafe  retreat.  There  will  I  hide  you,  if  any  dan- 
ger's near. 

Earn.   Oh,  hide  me from  myfelf,  if  it  be  pof- 

fible  ;  for  while  I  bear  my  confcience  in  my  bofora, 
though  I  were  hid  where  man's  eye  never  fiuv,  nor 
light  e'er  dawn'd,  'twere  all  in  vziin.  For,  Oh,  that 
inmate,  that  impartial  judge,  will  try,  convict,  and 
fentence  me  for  murder,  and  execute  me  with  never- 
ending  torments.  Behold  thefe  hands,  all  crimfoned 
o'er  with  my  dear  uncle's  blood.  Here's  a  fight  to 
make  a  itatue  ftart  with  horror,  or  turn  a  living  man 
into  a  ftatue  ! 

Mil.  Ridiculous  !  Then  it  feems  you  are  afraid  of 
your  own  lhadow,  or  what's  lefs  than  a  lhadow,  your 
confcience. 

Barn.  Though  toman  unknown  I  did  the  accurfcd 

aft,  what  can  we  hide  from  Heaven's  all-feeing  eye  ? 

Mil.  No  more  of  this  fluff!  What  advantage  have 

you 
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you  made  of  his  death  ;  or  what  advantage  may  yet 
be  made  of  it  ?  Did  you  fecure  the  keys  of  his  trea- 
fure,  which,  no  doubt,  were  about  him  ?  What  gold, 
what  jewels,  or  what  elfe  of  value  have  you  brought 
me? 

Barn.  Think  you  I  added  facrilege  to  murder  !  Oh, 
had  you  feen  him  as  his  life  flow'd  from  him  in  a 
crimfon  flood,  and  heard  him  praying  for  me  by  the 
double  name  of  nephew  and  of  murderer  ;  (alas, 
alas,  he  knew  not  then  that  his  nephew  was  his  mur- 
derer !)  how  would  you  have  wifh'd,  as  I  did,  tho* 
you  had  a  thoufand  years  of  life  to  come,  to  have 
give  them  all  to  have  lengthen'd  his  one  hour.  But 
being  dead,  I  fled  the  fight  of  what  my  hands  had 
done  ;  nor  could  I,  to  have  gain'd  the  empire  of  the 
world,  have  violated,  by  theft,  his  facred  corpfe. 

Mil.  Whining,  prepofterous,  canting  villain  !  to 
murder  your  uncle,  rob  him  of  life,  nature's  firft, 
laft,  dear  prerogative,  after  which  there's  no  injury, 
then  fear  to  take  what  he  no  longer  wanted,  and 
bring  to  me  your  penury  and  guilt.  Do  you  think 
I'll  hazard  my  reputation,  nay,  my  life,  to  entertain 
you  ? 

Barn.  Oh,  Millwood  !• this  from  thee  ? ^But 

I  have  done.  If  you  hate  me,  if  you  wifh  me  dead, 
then  are  you  happy  ;  for,  Oh,  'tis  fure  my  grief  will 
quickly  end  me. 

Mil.  In  this  madnefs  he  will  difcover  all,  and  in- 
volve me  in  his  ruin.  We  are  on  a  precipice  from 

whence  there's  no  retreat  for  both Then  to  pre- 

ferve  myfelf \Paufei .] There  is  no  other  way. 

'Tis  dreadful,  but  reflection  comes  too  late  when 

danger's  prcfting,  and   there's  no  room  for  choice. 

It  muft  be  done.   \Aftde.    Rings  a  bell,  enter  a 

fcrvant.]  Fetch  me  an  officer,  and  leize  this  villain. 
He  has  confefs'd  himfelf  a  murderer.  Should  I  let 
him  efcape,  I  might  juftly  be  thought  as  bad  as  he. 

\Exit  fervant. 

Barn.  Oh,  Millwood !  fure  you  do  not,  you  can- 
not mean  it.  Stop  the  meffenger  ;  upon  my  knees, 
I  beg  you'd  call  him  back.  'Tis  fit  I  die,  indeed, 

but 
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fcut  not  by  you.  I  will  this  inftant  deliver  myfelf  in- 
to the  hands  of  juflice,  indeed  I  will  ;  for  death  is 
all  I  wi(h.  But  thy  ingratitude  fo  tears  my  wounded 
foul,  'tis  worfe  ten  thoufand  times  than  death  with 
torture. 

Mil.  Call  it  what  you  will ;  I  am.  willing  to  live,. 
and  live  fecure,  which  nothing  but  your  death  can 
warrant. 

Barn.  If  there  be  a  pitch  of  wickednefs  that  fets 
the  author  beyond  the  reach  of  vengeance,  you  mull 
be  fecure.  But  what  remains  for  me,  but  a  difmal 
dungeon,  hard  galling  fetters,  an  awful  trial,  and. 
an  ignominious  death,  juftlv  to  fall  unpitied  and  ab- 
horred ?  '  After  death  to  be  fufpended  between  hea- 
'  ven  and  earth,  a  dreadful  ipe&acle,  the  warning 
*  and  horror  of  a  gaping  croud  !'  This  I  could  bear, 
nay,  wifh  not  to  avoid,  had  it  b,ut  came  from  any 
hand  but  thine. 

Enter  Blunt,  officer,  and  attendants. 
Mil.  Heaven  defend  me  !    Conceal  a   murderer  ! 
Here,  fir,  take  this  youth  into  your  cuftody,  I  accufe 
him  of  murder,  and  will  appear  to  make  good  my 
charge.  [They  feixe  him. 

Earn.  To  whom,  of  what,  or  how  fhall  I  complain  ? 
I'll  not  accufe  her.  The  hand  of  Heaven  is  in  it,  and 
this  the  punifhment  of  luft  and  parricide.  '  Yet  Hea- 
'  ven,  that  juftly  cuts  me  oft,  flill  fufters  her  to  live  ; 
'  perhaps  to  punim  others.  Tremendous  mercy  !  So 
'  fiends  are  curs'd  with  immortality,  to  be  the  exe- 
'  cutioners  of  Heaven.' 

Be  warn'd  ye  youths,  who  fee  my  fad  defpair ; 
Avoid  lewd  women,   falfe  as  they  are  fair. 
'  By  reafon  guided,  honeft  joys  purfue  : 
*  The  fair  to  honour  and  to  virtue  true, 
«  Juft  to  herfelf,  will  ne'er  be  falfe  to  you.' 
By  my  example  learn  to  Ihun  my  fate, 
(How  wretched  is  the  man  who's  wife  too  late  !) 
Ere  innocence,   and  fame,  and  life  be  loll, 
Here  purchafe  wifdom  cheaply  at  my  coft. 

[Exeunt  Barnwell,  officer,  and  attendants. 
Mil.  Where's  Lucy  ?   Why  is  me  abfcnt  at  fuch  a 
time  t 

Blunt, 


i 
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Blunt,  Would  I  had  been  fo  too  !  Lucy  will  foon 
be  here  j  and  I  hope  to  thy  confufion,  thou  devil  ! 

Mil.   Infolent  !  This  to  me  ? 

Blunt.  The  worft  that  we  know  of  the  devil  is,  that 
he  finl  feduces  toiin,  and  then  betrays  topunifhment. 

[Exit  Blunt. 

Mil,  They  difapprove  of  my  conduct  then,  '  and 
'  mean  to  take  this  opportunity  to  fet  up  for  them- 
'  felves' My  ruin  is  refolv'd. 1  fee  my  dan- 
ger, but  fcorn  both  it  and  them.  I  was  not  born  to 
fall  by  fuch  weak  initruments.  [Going, 

Enter  Thorowgood. 

T'hor  .  Where  is  the  fcandal  of  her  own  fex,  and 
curfe  of  ours  ? 

Mil.  What  means  this  infolence  ?  Whom  do  you 
feek  for  ? 

T'hor.   Millwood. 

Mil,  Well,  you  have  found  herthen.  I  amMillwood. 

T&or.  Then  you  are  the  raoft  impious  wretch  that 
e'er  the  fun  beheld. 

Mil.  From  your  appearance  I  mould  have  expected 
wifdom  and  moderation  ;  but  your  manners  belie  your 
afpedl.  What  is  your  bufmefs  here  ?  I  know  you  not. 

Thor.  Hereafter  you  may  know  me  better ;  I  am 
Barn  well's  mafter. 

Mil.  Then  you  are  mafter  to  a  villain,  which,  I 
think,  is  not  much  to  your  credit. 

Thar.  Had  he  been  as  much  above  thy  arts,  as  my 
credit  is  fuperior  to  thy  malice,  I  need  not  have 
blumed  to  own  him. 

Mil.  My  arts  !  I  don't  underftand  you,  fir  ;  if  he 
has  done  amifs,  what's  th,at  to  me  ?  Was  he  my  fer- 
vant,  or  yours  ?  You  mould  have  taught  him  better. 

Thor.  Why  mould  I  wonder  to  find  fuch  uncommon 
impudence  in  one  arriv'd  to  fuch  a  height  of  wicked- 
nefs  ?  '  When  innocence  is  banim'd,  modeity  foon 
'  follows.'  Know,  forcerefs,  I'm  not  ignorant  of  any 
of  the  arts  by  which  you  firft  deceiv'd  the  unwary 
youth.  I  know  how,  ftep  by  ftep,  you've  led  him 
on,  jeluftant  and  unwilling,  from  crime  to  crime,  to 
this  ^aft  horrid  act,  which  you  contrived,  and  by  your 
curfed  wiles  even  forced  him  to  commit. 

Mil. 
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/'//.Ha  !  Lucy  has  got  the  advantage,  andacoifed 
n  efirft.      Unlefs  I  can  turn  the  acciifauon,  and  fix  it 
upon  her  and  Blunt,  I  am  lo  t.  \AJide. 

Tkcr.  Had  I  known  your  cruel  defign  fooner,  it  had 
been  prevented.     To  fee  you  puniflied,  as  the  law  di- 
re&s,  is  all  that  now  remains.     Poor  fatisfaction  !  for 
he,  innocent  as  he  is,  compared  to  you,  multfuffer  too. 
But  Heaven,  who  kno'.vs  our  frame,  and  gracioufiy 
diliinguifhes  between  frailty  and  prefumption,  will 
make  a  difference,   though  man    cannot,  who  fees 
not  the  heart,    but  only  judges  by  the  out,vard  ac- 
tion.' 

Mil.  I  find,  fir,  we  are  both  unhappy  in  our  fer- 
vants.  I  was  furprized  at  fuch  ill  treatment  without 
caufe  from  a  gentleman  of  your  appearance,  and 
therexrore  too  haftily  returned  it  ;  for  which  I  afk  your 
pardon.  I  now  perceive  you  have  been  fo  far  impofed 
on,  as  to  think  me  engaged  in  a  former  correfron- 
dence  with  your  fervant,  aud  forae  way  or  other  ac- 
ceflary  to  his  undoing. 

Thar.  I  charge  you  as  the  caufe,  the  fole  caufe  of 
all  his  guilt,  and  all  his  fuffering,  of  all  he  new  en- 
dures, and  muft  endure,  till  a  violent  and  fhameful 
death  mall  put  a  dreadful  period  to  his  life  and  rai- 
feries  together. 

Mil,  'Tis  very  ftrange  !  But  who's  fecure  from 
fcandal  and  detraction?  So  far  from  contributing  to 
his  ruin,  I  never  fpoke  to  him  till  fince  this  fatal  ac- 
cident, which  I  lament  as  much  as  you.  'Tis  true, 
I  have  a  fervant,  on  whofe  account  he  hath  of  late 
frequented  my  houfe.  If  fhe  has  abufed  my  good 
opinion  of  her,  am  I  to  blame  ?  Has  not  Barnwell 
done  the  fame  by  you  ? 

Thar.  I  hear  you  ;  pray  go  on. 
Mil.  I  have  been  informed  he  had  a  violent  paf- 
fion  for  her,  and  fhe  for  him ;  but  till  now  I  always 
thought  it  innocent.  I  know  her  poor,  and  given 
to  expenfive  pleafures.  Now  who  can  tell  but  fhe 
may  have  influenced  the  amorous  youth  to  commit 

this  murder  to   fupply  her  extravagancies. It 

mull  be  fo.     I  now  recollect  a  thonfand  circumfiances 
that  confirm  it.     I'll  have  her,  and  a  man- fervant 

whom 
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whom  I  fufpect  as  an  accomplice,  fecured  immc- 
diately.  I  hope,  fir,  you  will  lay  afide  your  ill- 
grounded  fufpicions  of  me,  and  join  to  punifh  the 
real  contrivers  of  this  bloody  deed.  [OJ'ers  to  go. 

Tbor.  Madam,  you  pafs  not  this  way :  I  fee  your 
defign,  but  mail  protect  them  from  your  malice. 

Mil.  I  hope  you  will  not  ufe  your  influence,  and 
the  credit  of  your  name  to  fcreen  fuch  guilty  wretches. 
Confider,  Sir,  the  wickednefs  of  perfuading  a  thought- 
lefs  youth  to  fuch  a  crime. 

Thar.  I  do and  of  betraying  him  when  it  was 

done. 

Mil.  That  which  you  call  betraying  him  may  con- 
vince you  of  my  innocence.  She  who  loves  him,  though 
fhe  contrived  the  murder,  would  never  have  delivered 
him  into  the  hands  of  juilice,  as  I,  ftruck  with  horror 
at  his  crimes,  have  done. 

T&or.  How  fhould  an  unexperienced  youth  efcape  her 
fnares  ?  «  The  powerful  magic  of  her  wit  and  form 
'  might  betray  the  wifeft  to  fimple  dotage,  and  fire  the 
'  blood  that  age  had  froze  long  fince.'  Even  J,  that 
with  juft  prejudice  came  prepared,  had  by  her  artful 
ftory  been  deceived,  but  that  my  ftrong  conviction  of 
her  guilt  makes  even  a  doubt  impoilible.  [AJide.~\  Thofe 
whom  fubtilly  you  would  accufe,  you  know  are  your 
accufers ;  and,  which  proves  unanfwerably  their  in- 
nocence and  your  guilt,  they  accufed  you  before  the 
deed  was  done,  and  did  all  that  was  in  their  power 
to  prevent  it. 

Mil.  Sir,  you  are  very  hard  to  be  convinced  ;  but  I 
have  a  proof,  which,  when  produced,  will  filence  all 
objections.  •  {Exit  Millwood. 

Enter  Lucy,  Trueman,  Blunt,  officers,  &c. 

Lucy.  Gentlemen,  pray  place  yourfelves,  fome  on  one 
fide  of  that  door,  and  fome  on  the  other  ;  watch  her 
entrance,  and  act  as  your  prudence  mall  direct  you, 
This  way,  [7'oThorowgood.]  and  note  her  behaviour. 
I  have  obferved  her,  (he's  driven  to  the  lait  extremity, 
and  is  forming  fome  defperate  refolution.  I  guefs  at 
her  defign. 
Re-enter  Millwood,  *«/*£  apijlel,  Trueman  ftcures  her. 
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fr.  Here  thy  power  of  doing  mifchief  ends,  deceit- 
ful, cruel,  bloody  woman  ! 

Mil.  Fool,  hypocrite,  villain,  man  !  thou  canft  not 
call  me  that. 

7r.  To  call  thee  woman  were  to  wrong  thy  fex,  thou 
devil ! 

Mil.  That  imaginary  being  is  an  emblem  of  thy  cur- 
fed  fex  collected.  A  mirror,  wherein  each  particular 
man  may  fee  his  own  likenefs,  and  that  of  all  mankind. 
Thor.  -Think  not  by  aggravating  the  faults  of  others 
to  extenuate  thy  own,  of  which  the  abufe  of  fuch  un- 
common perfections  of  mind  and  body  is  not  the  leaft. 

Mil.  If  fuch  I  had,  well  may  I  curfe  your  barbarous 
fex,  who  robbed  me  of  }em  ere  I  knew  their  worth  ; 
then  left  me,  too  late,  to  count  their  value  by  their  lofs. 
Another  and  another  fpoiler  came,  and  all  my  gain  was 
poverty  and  reproach.  My  foul  difdain'd,  and  yet  dif- 
dains,  dependance  and  contempt.  Riches,  no  matter 
by  what  means  obtained,  I  faw  fecured  the  worft  of 
men  from  both,  I  found  it  therefore  neceflary  to  be 
rich,  and  to  that  end  I  fummoned  all  my  arts.  You  call 
'em  wicked,  be  it  fo,  they  were  fuch  as  my  converfa- 
tion  with  your  fex  had  furnifhed  me  withal. 

T/jor.  Sure  none  but  the  worft  of  men  converfed  with 
thee  ? 

Mil.  Men  of  all  degrees,  and  all  profcilions,  I  have 
known,  yet  found  no  difference,  but  in  their  feveral  ca- 
pacities ;  all  were  alike  wicked  to  the  utmoft  of  their 
power.  *  In  pride,  contention,  avarice,  cruelty,  and 
revenge,  the  reverend  priefthood  were  my  unerring 
guides.  From  fuburb  magiftrates,  who  live  by  ruined 
reputations,  as  the  unhofpitable  natives  cf  Cornwall 
do  by  fhipwreck,  I  learned,  that  to  charge  my  inno- 
cent neighbours  with  my  crimes,  was  to  merit  their 
protection  :  for  to  fcreen  the  guilty  is  the  lefs*  fcan- 
dalous,  when  many  are  fufpected  ;  and  detraction,  like 
darknefs  and  death,  blackens  all  objects  nnd  levels  all 
diflinction.  Such  are  your  venal  magiftrates,  who  fa- 
vour none  but  fuch  as  by  their  office  they  are  fworn 
to  puniih.  With  them,  not  to  be  guilty  is  the  worft 
ef  crimes,  and  large  fees  privately  paid  are  every 
needful  virtue. 

9  '  Thor. 
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'  Thar.  Your  pradlice  has  Aiincijmtlydifcovered  your 
'  contempt  of  laws,  both  huirn.n  an$Ldivine  ;  no  vvon- 

*  der  then  that  you  Ihould  hateth^-^iceis  of  both. 

'  Mil.'  I  know  yoiij^^ME^Sfeyoii  ail ;  I  expeft  no 
m*;rcy,  and  I  afk  for^OTte ;  I  followed  my  inclinations, 
and  that  the  beiy^r  you  do  every  d:  y.  *  All  adlions 

*  feem  alike  neural  and  indifferent  to  man  and  beaft, 
'  who  devoulCor  are  devoured,  as  the    meet  with  others 
'  weaker  or  flronger  than  themieives. 

'  Thor.  What  pity  it  is  a  mind  fo  comprehenfive, 
'  daring,  and  inquifitive,  mould  be  a  ftrar.ger  to  reli- 
'  gion's  fweet  and  powerful  charms  ! 

'  Mil.  lam  not  fool  eiioagh  to  be  an  atheift,  though 
'  I  have  known  enough  of  men's  hypocrify  to  make  a 
'  thoufand  fimple  women  fo.  Whatever  religion  is  in 

*  itfelf,  as  praftifed  by  mankind,  it  has  caufed  the  evils 
'  you  fay  it  was  defigned  to  cure.     War,  plague,  and 

*  famine  have  not  deilroyed  fo  many  of  the  human  race, 
'  as  this  pretended  piety  has  done  ;  and  with  fucii  bar- 
'^barous  cruelty,  as  if  the  only  way  to  honour  Heaven 
'  were  to  turn  the  prefent  world  into  hell. 

'  Tbor.  Truth'is  truth,  though  from  an  enemy,  and 
'  fpoken  in  malice.  You  bloody,  blind,  and  fuperili- 
*'  tious  bigots,  how  will  you  aafwer  this  ? 

'  Mil.'  What  are  your  laws,  of  which  ,ou  make  your 
boaft,  but  the  fool's  wifdom,  and  the  coward's  valour, 
the  inftrument  and  fcreen  of  all  your  vilianies  ?  By 
them  you  punim  in  others  what  you  ad  yourielves,  or 
would  have  adled,  had  you  been  in  their  circumftances. 
The  judge,  who  condemns  the  poor  man  for  being  a 
thief,  had  been  a  thief  himfeif  had  he  been  poor.  Thus 
you  go  on  deceiving  and  K-; :  g  deceived,  harraiiing, 
plaguing,  and  deflroying  oiu  ;.aother  But  women  iue 
your  univerfal  prey. 

Women,  by  whom  you  are,  the  fource  of  joy, 

With  cruel  arts  you  labour  to  deftroy: 

A  thoufand  ways  our  ruin  vou  pun't'c, 

Yet  blame  in  us  thofe  ;:  :..    -ht  by  you. 

Oh,  may  from  hence  t.  .;  maid, 

By  flattering,  faithleis,  b;'.r!/rous  DULII  betray 'd, 

When  robb'd  of  inr.  irirgii   f..mc, 

From  your  deftrufti-a  raife  a  nobler  name, 

To 
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To  avenge  their  fex's  wrongs  devote  their  mind, 
And  future  Millwoods  prove  to  plague  mankind. 

[Exeunt. 


'ACT     V.      SCENE,  a  room  in  a  prifon. 

1  Eater  Thorowgood,  Blunt,  and  Lucy. 

*  Thar.  T  Have  recommended  to  Barn  well  a  reverend 
«  J[     divine,  whofe  judgment  and  integrity  I  am 
'  well  acquainted  with.     Nor  has  Millwood  been  neg- 
'  ledted  ;   but  fhe,  unhappy  woman,  itill  obitinate,  re- 

*  fufes  his  afliftance. 

'  Lucy.     This  pious  charity  to  the  afflicted  well  be- 
«  comes  your  character  ;  yet  pardon  me,  Sir,  if  I  won- 

*  der  you  were  not  at  their  trial. 

'  7'bor.  I  knew  it  was  impoffible  to  fave  him  j  and  I 
"'  and  my  family  bear  fo  great  a  part  in  his  diilrefs,  that 
to  have  been  prefent  would  but  have  aggravated  our 
for  rows  without  relieving  his. 

*  Blunt.  It  was  mournful  indeed.  Barn  well  s  youth 
and  modeil  deportment,  as  he  pafTed,  drew  tears  from 
every  eye.  When  placed  at  the  bar,  and  arraigned 
before  the  reverend  judges,  with  many  tears  and  in- 
terrupting fobs,  he  confefled  and  aggravated  his  of- 
fences, without  accufing,  or  once  reflecting  on  Mill- 
wood, the  fhamelefs  author  of  his  ruin.  But  (he, 
dauntlefs  and  unconcerned,  ftood  by  his  fide,  view- 
ing with  viable  pride  and  contempt  the  vaft  aiiembly, 
who  nil  with  fympathizing  forrow  wept  for  the  wretch- 
ed youth.  Millwood,  when  called  upon  to  anfwer, 
loudly  infilled  upon  her  innocence,  and  made  an  art- 
ful and  a  bold  defence ;  but  finding  all  in  vain,  the  im- 
partial jury  and  the  learned  bench  concurring  to  find 
her  guilty,  how  did  fhe  curfe  herfelf,  poor  Baruwell, 
us,  her  judges,  and  all  mankind.  But  what  could 
that  avail  ?  She  was  condemned,  and  is  this  day  to 
fuffer  with  him. 

'  Tbor.  The  time  draws  on.     I  am  going  to  vlfit 
Barn  well,  as  you  are  Millwood 
'  Lucy.  We  have  not  wronged  her,  yet  I  dread  this 
10  «  interview. 
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interview.  She's  proud,  impatient,  wrathful,  and 
unforgiving.  To  be  the  branded  inftruments  of 
vengeance,  to  fuffer  in  her  mame,  and  fympath'ze 
with  her  in  all  fhe  fuffers,  is  the  tribute  we  muft  pay 
for  our  former  ill-fpent  lives,  and  long  confederacy 
with  her  in  wickednefs. 

'  Thor.  Happy  for  you  it  ended  when  it  did.  What 
you  have  done  againft  Millwood  1  know  proceeded 
from  a  j  uft  abhorrence  of  her  crimes,  free  from  in- 
tereft,  malice,  or  revenge.  Profelytes  to  virtue  mould 
be  encouraged  ;  purfue  your  purpofed  reformation, 
and  know  me  hereafter  for  your  friend. 
*  Lucy.  This  is  a  bleifing  as  unhoped  for  as  un- 
merited. But  Heaven,  that  matched  us  from  im- 
pending ruin,  fure  intends  you  as  its  inftrument 
to  fecure  us  from  apoftacy. 

'  ^Tbor.  With  gratitude  to  impute  your  deliverance 
to  Heaven  is  juit.  Many  lefs  virtuoufly  difpofed  than 
Barn  well  was,  have  never  fallen  in  the  manner  he  has 
done.  May  not  fuch  owe  their  fafety  rather  to  Pro- 
vidence than  to  themfelves  ?  With  pity  and  compaf- 
fion  let  us  judge  him.  Great  were  his  faults,  but 
ftrong  was  the  temptation.  Let  his  ruin  teach  us  dif- 
fidence, humanity,  and  circumfpeclion  ;  for  if  we, 
who  wonder  at  his  fate,  had  like  liim  been  tried,  like 
him  perhaps  we  had  fallen.'  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  a  dungeon,  a  table,  and  a  lamp.  Barn  well  reading^ 
Enter  Thorowgood  at  a  diftance. 

^Thor.  There  fee  the  bitter  fruits  of  paffion's  detefted 
reign,  and  fenfual  appetite  indulged  ;  fevere  reflections, 
penitence,  and  tears. 

Barn,  My  honoured,  injured  matter,  whofe  goodnefs 
has  covered  me  a  thoufand  times  with  mame,  forgive 
this  laft  unwilling  difrefpe£.  Indeed  I  faw  you  not. 

Thor.  'Tis  well ;  I  hope  you  are  better  employed  in 
viewing  of  yourfelf ;  .'  your  journey's  long,  your  time 
*  for  preparation  almoft  fpent.'  I  fent  a  reverend  divine 
to  teach  you  to  improve  it,  and  mould  be  glad  to  hear 
of  his  fuccefs. 

8am,  The  word  of  truth,  which  he  recommended 

for 
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for  my  conftant  companion  in  this  my  fad  retirement, 
has  at  length  removed  the  doubts  I  laboured  under. 
From  thence  I've  learned  the  infinite  extent  of  heavenly 
mercy  ;  that  my  offences,  though  great,  are  not  unpar- 
donable :  and  that  'tis  not  my  imereft  only,  but  my 
duty,  to  believe  and  to  rejoice  in  my  hope.  So  /hall 
Heaven  receive  the  glory,  and  future  penitents  the  pro- 
fit of  my  example. 
Tbor.  Proceed. 

Barn.  'Tis  wonderful  that  words  ftiould  charm  def- 
pair,  fpeak  peace  and  pardon  to  a  murderer's  confci- 
ence ;  but  truth  and  mercy  flow  in  every  fentence,  at- 
tended with   force  and  energy  divine.     How  fhall  I 
defcribe  my  prefent  Hate  of  mind  ?  I  hope  in  doubt, 
and  trembling  I  rejoice  ;  I  feel  my  grief  increafe,  even 
as  my  fears  give  way.     Joy  and  gratitude  now  fupply 
more  tears  than  the  horror  and  anguifh  of  defpair  before. 
Tbsr.  Thefe  are  the  genuine  figns  of  true  repentance; 
the  only  preparatory,  th«  certain  way  to  everlalting 
peace.     *  Oh,  the  joy  it  gives  to  fee  a  foul  formed  and 
prepared  for  heaven  !  For  this  the  faithful  minifter 
devotes  himfelf  to  meditation,  abftinence,  and  prayer, 
fhuuning  the  vain  delights  of  fenfual  joys,  and  daily 
dies,  that  others  may  live  for  ever.    For  this  he  turns 
the  (acred  volumes  o'er,  and  fpends  his  life  in  painful 
fearch  of  truth.     The  love  of  riches  and  the  luft  of 
power,  he  leoks  upon  with  juft  contempt  and  detefta- 
tion  ;  he  only  counts  for  wealth  the  fouls  he  wins, 
and  his  higheft  ambition  is  to  ferve  mankind.  If  the 
reward  of  all  his  pains  be  to  preferve  one  foul  from 
wandering,  or  turn  one  from  the  error  of  his  ways, 
how  does  he  then  rejoice,  and  own  his  little  labours 
overpaid  !' 

Barn.  What  do  I  owe  for  all  your  generous  kindnefs  ? 

But  though  I  canaot,  Heaven  can  and  will  reward  you. 

7"hor.  To  fee  thee  thus,  is  joy  too  great  for  words. 

Farewell. Heaven  ftrengthen  thee  ! Farewell. 

Barn.  Oh,   Sir,  there's  fomething  I  would  fay,   if 
my  fad  fwelling  heart  would  give  me  leave. 
Tbor.  Give  it  vent  a  while,  and  try. 
Sam,  1  had  a  friend— -—'tis  true  I  am  unworthy  — — * 
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yet  methinks  your  generous  example  might  perfuade— 
Could  I  not  fee  him  once,  before  I  go  from  whence 
there's  no  return  ? 

Thor.  He's  coming,  and  as  much  thy  friend  as  ever. 
I  will  not  anticipate  his  forrow  ;  too  foon  he'll  fee  the 
fad  efteft  of  this  contagious  ruin. — This  torrent  of  do- 
meitic  mifery  bears  too  hard  upon  me.  I  muft  retire  to 
indulge  a  weaknefsl  find  impoffible  to  overcome. [Afide.] 

Much  loved and  much  lamented  youth  ! Fare- 

\vell. — Heaven  ftrengthen  thee  !  Eternally 

farewell. 

Barn.  The  belt  of  matters  and  of  men Farewell. 

While  I  live  let  me  not  want  your  prayers. 

Thor.  Thou  malt  not.  Thy  peace  being  made  with 
Heaven,  death  is  already  vanquifhed.  Bear  a  little 
longer  the  pains  that  attend  this  tranfitory  life,  and 
ceafe  from  pain  for  ever.  [Exit  Thorowgood. 

Barn.  Perhaps  I  mall.  I  find  a  power  within,  that 
bears  my  foul  above  the  fears  of  death,  and,  fpite  of 
confcious  (name  and  guilt,  gives  me  a  tafte  of  pleafure 
more  than  mortal. 

Enter  Trueman  and  Keeper. 

Keep.  Sir,  there's  the  prifoner.  [Exit  Keeper. 

Barn.  Trueman  ! — My  friend,  whom  I  fo  wifhed  ta 
fee,  yet  now  he's  here,  I  dare  not  look  upon  him. 

[Weeps. 

Tr.  Oh,  Barnwell!   Barnwell ! 
Barn.  Mercy!  Mercy!  gracious  Heaven  !  For  death, 
but  not  for  this,  I  was  prepared. 

Tr.  What  have  I  fuffered  fince  I  faw  thee  laft!  What 

pain  has  abfence  given  me  ! Bur,  Oh,  to  fee  thee 

thus ! 

Barn.  I  know  it  is  dreadful  !   I  feel  the  anguifh  of 

thy  generous  foul : But  I  was  born  to  murder  all 

who  love  me.  [Both  weep. 

Tr.  I  came  not  to  reproach  you  ;  I  thought  to  bring 
you  comfort ;  but  I'm  deceiv'd,  for  I  have  none  to  give. 
I  came  to  (hare  thy  forrow,  but  cannot  bear  my  own. 

Barn.    My  fenfe  of  guilt  indeed  you  cannot  know  ; 
'tis  what  the  good  and  innocent,  like  you,  can  ne'er  - 
conceive  :  but  other  griefs  at  prelenc  I  have  none,  but 
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what  I  feel  for  you.  In  your  forrow  I  read  you  Jove 
me  1U11  ;  but  yet,  methinks,  'tis  itrange,  when  1  con- 
fider  what  I  am. 

Tr.  No  more  of  that ;  I  can  remember  nothing  but 
thy  virtues,  thy  honeft,  tender  friendfhip,  our  former 
happy  itate  and  prefent  mifery.  Oh,  had  you  truited 
me  when  firll  the  fair  feducer  tempted  you,  afl  might 
have  been  prevented. 

Barn.  Alas,  thou  knoweft  not  what  a  wretch  I've 
been.  Breach  of  friendfhip  was  my  firft  and  leafl  of- 
fence. So  far  was  I  loft  to  goodnefs,  fo  devoted  to  the 
author  of  my  ruin,  that  had  me  infifted  on  my  mur- 
dering thee,  •  •  "I  think = — 1  mould  have 

done  it. 

Tlr.  Prythee,  aggravate  thy  faults  no  more. 

Earn.  I  think  I  fiiould  !  Thus  good  and  generous 
as  you  are,  I  mould  have  murdered  you  ! 

Tr.  We  have  not  yet  embraced,  and  may  be  inter- 
ruptedt  Come  to  my  arms. 

Barn.  Never,  never  will  I  tafte  fuch  joys  on  earth  j 
never  will  I  fo  foothe  my  juft  remorfe.  Are  thofe  ho- 
neft arms  and  faithful  bofom  fit  to  embrace  and  to  fup-' 
port  a  murderer  ?  Thefe  iron  fetters  only  fhall  clafp, 
and  flinty  pavement  bear  me  ;  [throwing  himfelfon  the 
ground, ,]  Even  thefe  too  good  for  fuch  a  bloody  monfter. 

Tr.  Shall  fortune  fever  thofe  whom  friendfhip  join- 
ed ?  Thy  miferies  cannot  lay  thee  fo  low,  but  love  will 
find  thee.  Here  will  we  offer  to  ftern  calamity  ;  this 
place  the  altar,  and  ourfelves  the  facrifice.  Our  mu- 
tual groans  fhall  echo  to  each  other  through  the  dreary 
vault ;  our  fighs  fhall  number  the  moments  as  they 
pafs,  and  mingling  tears  communicate  fuch  anguifh, 
as  words  were  never  made  to  exprefe. 


the  anguilh  that  you  promiied  ?  You've  taken  mine, 
and  make  me  no  return.  Sure  peace  and  comfort  dwell 
within  thefe  arms,  and  forrow  can't  approach  me  while' 
I  am  here.  '  This  too  is  the  work  of  Heaven  ;  which - 
'  having  before  fpokc  peace  and  pardon  to  me,  now 
C  2  «  fends 
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'  fends  thee  to  confirm  it.'     Oh,  take,  take  fome  of 
the  joy  that  overflows  my  breaft  ! 

Tr.  I  do,  I  do.  Almighty  power  !  how  haft  thou 
made  us  capable  to.  bear-  at  once  the  extremes  of  pita- 
lure  and  of  pain  ! 

Enter  Keeper. 

kqtilb  z«jLt  f  hcM   .-T? 

Keep.  Sir. 

Tr.  J  come.  [Exit  Keeptr. 

Barn.  Muft  you  leave  me  ?  Death  would  fbon  have 
parted  us  for  ever. 

Tr.  Oh,  my  Barnwell  !  there's  yet  another  tafk  be- 
kind.  Again  your  heart  muft  bleed  for  others  woes. 

Ba>-n.  'To  meet  and  part  with  you  I  thought  was  all 
I  had  to  do  on  earth.  What  is  there  more  for  me  to  do 
or  fa  tier-? 

7>.  I'dread  to  tell  thee,  yt-t  it  muft  be  known  ! 
Maria-,-. 

Barn.  Our  mailer's  fair  and  virtuous  daughter  ?— 

Tr.  The  fame. 

Barn.  No  misfortune,  I  hope,  has  reached  that  maid! 
Preferv£  her,  Heaven,  from  every  ill,  to  /hew  mankind 
that  gcodnefs  is  your  care  ! 

Tr.  Thy,  thy  misfortunes,  my  unhappy  friend,  have 
reached  ter.  Whatever  you  an<i  I  have  felt,  and  more, 
if  more  be  polTible,  me  feels  for  you. 

Barn.  '  I  know  he  doth  abhor  a'lie,  and  would  not 
'  trifle  with  his  dying  friend.'  This  is  indeed  the  bit,- 
ttrnefs  of  death.  [Aftde. 

Tr.  You  muft  remember  (for  we  all  obferved  it)  foi 
tome  time  paft,  a  heavy  melancholy  weighed  her  down. 
Dilconfolate  me  feemed,  and  pined  and  languilhed 
jfrora.  a  caufe  unknown  ;  till,  hearing  of  your  dread- 
ful fate,  the  long-ftifled  flame  blazed  out ;  '  fhe  wept, 
'  and  wrung  her  hands,  and  tore  her  hair,'  and  in 
the  tranfport  of  her  grief  difcovered  her  own  loft  ftate, 
while  me  lamented  yours. 

Barn.  •  Will  all  the  pain  I  feel  reftore  thy  cafe, 
•  lovely  unhappy  maid  !  [IPeeping.]'  Why  did  you 
not  let  .me  die,  and  never  know  it  ? 

Tr.  It  was  impoffible.  She  makw  no  fecret  of  her 

paffion 
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pafllon  for  you  ;  fhe  is  determined  to  fee  you  ere  you 
die,  and  waits  for  me  to  introduce  her. 

[Exit  Trueman; 

Barn.  Vain,  bufy  thoughts,  be  ftill  !  What  avails 
it  to  think  on  what  I  might  have  been  ?  I  now  am— 
what  I've  made  myfelf. 

Enter  Trueman  and  Maria. 

Tr.  Madam,  reluctant  I  lead  you  to  this  difmal 
fcene.  This  is  the  feat  of  mifery  and  guilt.  Here 
awful  juftice  referves  her  public  victims.  This  is  the 
entrance  to  a  lhameful  death. 

Ma.  To  this  fad  place  then  no  improper  gueft,  ths 
abandoned  loft  Maria  brings  defpair,  and  fees  the 
fubjecl  and  the  caufe  of  all  this  world  of  woe.  Silent 
and  motionlefs  he  ftands,  as  if  his  foul  had  quitted 
her  abode,  and  the  lifelefs  form  alone  was  left  be- 
hind, «  yet  that  fo  perfeft,  that  beauty  and  death, 
'  ever  at  enmity,  now  feem  united  there.' 

Barn.  '  I  groan,  but  murmur  not.'  Juft  Heaven  ! 
I  am  your  own  ;  do  with  me  what  you  pleafe. 

Ma.  Why  are  your  {beaming  eyes  ftill  fix'd  below, 
as  though  thou'dit  give  the  greedy  earth  thy  forrows, 
and  rob  me  of  my  due  r  Were  happinefs  within  your 
power,  you  ihould  beftow  it  where  you  pleafed ;  but 
in  your  mifery  I  muit  and  will  partake. 

Barn.  Oh,  fay  not  fo,  but  fly,  ab'hor,  and  leave 
me  to  my  fate.  Coniider  what  you  are,  *  how  vail 
'  your  fortune,  and  how  bright  your  fame.  Have 
'  pity  on  your  youth,  your  beauty,  and  unequalled 

•  virtue  ;  for  which  fo  many  noble  peers  have  fighed 

•  in  vain.'     Blefs  with  your  charms  fome  honourable 
lord.     '  Adorn  with  your  beauty,  and  by  your  ex- 
'  ample  improve,  the  Englifh  court,  that  juftiy  claims 

«  fuch  merit:'  fo  fhall  I  quickly  be  to  you -—as 

though  I  had  never  been. 

Ma.  When  I  forget  you,  I  muft  be  fo  indeed.  Rea- 
fon,  choice,  virtue,  all  forbid  it.  Let  women  like 
Millwood,  if  there  are  more  fuch  women,  fmile  in 
profperity,  and  in  advcrfity  forfake.  Be  it' the  pride' 
of  virtue  to  repair,  or  to  partake,  the  ruin  fuch  have 
made. 

C  3  Tr, 
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Tr.  Lovely  ill-fated  maid  !  *  Was  there  ever  fach 
'  generous  diftrefs  before  !  How  muft  this  pierce  his 
'  grateful  heart,  and  aggravate  his  woes  !'  ,  ' 

Barn.  Ere  I  knew  guilt  or  fhame,  when  fortune 
fmiled,  and  when  my  youthful  hopes  were  at  the 
higheft ;  if  then  to  have  raifed  my  thoughts  to  you, 
had  been  prefumption  in  me  never  to  have  been  par- 
doned, think  how  much  beneath  yourfelf  you  conde- 
fcend  to  regard  me  now.  — \  ba^uLns 

'  Ma.  Let  her  blufh,  who,  proffering  love,  invades 

*  the  freedom  of  your  fex's  choice,  and  meanly  fues 

*  in  hopes  of  a  return.     Your  inevitable  fate  hath  ren- 

*  dered  hope  impoflible  as  vain.     Then  why  mould  I 

*  fear  to  avow  a  paffion  fo  juft  and  fo  difinterefted  ? 

'   TV.  If  any  mould  take  occafion  from  Millwood's 

*  crimes  to  libel  the  beft  and  fajreit  part  of  the  crea- 

*  tion,  here  let  them  fee  their  error.     The  moft  di- 

*  ftant  hopes  of  fuch  a  tender  paffion  from  fo  bright  a 

*  maid,  might  add  to  the  happinefs  of  the  moft  happy, 

*  and  make  th«  greateft  proud  ;  yet  here  'tis  lavilhed 

*  in  vain.     Though  by  the  rich  prefent  the  generous 

*  donor  is  undone,  he  on  whom  it   is  bellowed  re- 

*  ceives  no  benefit. 

*  Barn.  So  the  aromatic  fpices  of  the  eaft,  which 
'  all  the  living  covet  and  efteem,  are  with  un- 
'  availing  kindnefs  wafted  on  the  dead.' 

Ma.  Yes,  fruidefs  is  my  love,  and  unavailing  all 
ray  fjghs  and  tears.  Can  they  fave  thee  from  ap- 
proaching death ? — from  fuch  a  death? — "  Qh,Jorro*u> 
11  infuppor  table  /"- 'Oh,  terrible  idea!  What  is 

*  her  mifery  and  dillreis,  who  fees  the  firft,   lail  ob- 

*  jecl  of  her  love,  for  whom  alone  fhe'd  live,  for  whom 
'  (he'd  die   a  thoufand  thoufand  deaths,    if  it  were 

*  poffible,  expiring  in  her  arms !  Yet  fhe  is  happy, 
'  when  compared   to  me.     Were  millions  of  worlds 
'   mine,    I'd  gladly  give  them  in  exchange   for  her 
'  condition.     The   moft  consummate  woe  is  light  to 
'   mine.     The  laft  of  curfes  to  other  miferabte  maids 
'  i.-:  all  I  afk  for  my  relief,  and  that's  denied  me. 

rr.  Time  and  reflection  cure  all  ills, 

AU  but  tbds.     Uis  dreadful  cutailrophe  vix- 

2  '    tVW 

' 
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.'  tue  herfelf 'abhors.     To  give  a  holiday  to  fuburb 
'Haves,  and  pafling  entertain  the  favage  herd,  who, 

*  elbowing  e"ach  other  for  a  fight,  purfue  and  prefs 

'  upon  him   like  his  fate? *— A  mind  with  piety 

'  and  refolution  armed  may  fmile  on  death  : — 

'  But  public  ignominy,  everlaiting  mame,  fhame  the 

*  death  of  fouls,  to  die  a  thoufand  times,  and  yet 
'  furvive  even  death  itfelf  in  never-dying  infamy — -~± 
'  Is  this  to  be  endured? Can  I  who  Jive  in  him, 

*  and  muft  each  hour  of  my  devoted  life  feel  all  thefe 

*  woes  renewed Can  I  endure  this  ? 

*  7'r.  Grief  has  fo  impaired  her  fpirits,  fhe  pants, 

*  as  in  the  agonies  of  death.' 

Barn.  Preserve  her,  Heaven,  and  reftore  her  peace, 
nor  let  her  death  be  added  to  my  crimes  1  [Bell  foils.} 
I  am  fummoned  to  my  fate. 

[Enter  Keeper.} 

Keep.  Sir,  the  officers  attend  you.  Millwood  L 
already  fummoned. 

Barn.  Tell  'em,  I'm  ready.  And  now,  my  friend, 
farewell.  [Embracing.}  Support  and  comfort,  the 
beft  you  can,  this  mourning  fair.  No  more 

• Forget  not  to  pray  for  me.   Burning  to  Maria.] 

Would  you,  bright  excellence,  permit  me  the  honour 
of  a  chafte  embrace,  the  lail  happinefs  this  world 
could  give  were  mine.  [She  inclines  towards  him,  they 
embrace.'}  Exalted  goodnefs  '.  Oh,  turn  your  eyes  from 
earth  and  me  to  heaven,  where  virtue,  like  yours,  is 
ever  heard.  Pray  for  the  peace  of  my  departing  fbdl  ! 
Karly  my  race  of  wickednefs  began,  and  foon  I 
reached  the  fummit.  '  Ere  nature  has  finished  her 
'  work,  and  ftamped  me  man,  juft  at  the  time  when 
"  others  begin  to  ftray,  my  courfe  is  finifhed.  Tho* 
'  fhort  my  fpan  of  life,  and  few  my  days  ;  yet  count 
'  my  crimes  for  years,  and  I  have  lived  whole  ages.' 
Thus  juftice,  in  companion  to  mankind,  cuts  off  a 
wretch  like  me  ;  by  one  fuch  example  to  fecure  thou- 
fands  from  future  ruin.  '  Juftice  and  mercy  are  in 
'  heaven  the  fame:  its  utmotf  fe verity  is  mercy  to 
'  the  whole  ;  thereby  to  cure  man's  folly  and  pre- 
'  fumption,  which  elfe  would  reader  even  infuute 
'  roer-cy  vain  and  ineffectual.' 

If 
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If  any  youth  like  you  in  future  times 
Shall  mourn  my  fate,  tho'  he  abhors  my  crimes, 
Or  tender  rnaid  like  you  my  tale  ftiall  hear, 
And  to  my  forrows  give  a  pitying  tear ; 
To  each  fuch  melting  eye  and  throbbing  heart, 
Would  gracious  Heaven  this  benefit  impart, 
Never  to  know  my  guilt,   nor  feel  my  pain,          "I 
Then  mult  you  own  you  ought  not  to  complain,  > 
Since  you  nor  weep,  nor  ihall  I  die  in  vain.          j 

[Exeunt. 

*  SCFNE,  tie  place  of  execution.      The  gallows  and 
1  ladder  at  the  farther  evd  of  the  ft  age.     A  crowd  of 
'  Jpcftators,   Blunt  and  Lucy. 

*  Lucy.  Heavens  !  What  a  throng! 

'  Slant.  How  terrible  is  death  when  thus  prepared? 
«  Luey.  Support  them,  Heaven  !  thou  only  canft 

•  fupport  them ;  all  other  help  is  vain. 

'  Officer.   [Within.]  Make  way  there  j  make  way, 
'  and  give  the  prifoners  room. 

«  Lvcy.  They  are  here.     Obferve  them  well.  How 
humble  and  compofed  young  Barnwell  feems  ;    but 
Millwood  looks  wild,   ruffied  with  paffion,    con- 
founded and  amazed. 
Enter  Barnwell,  Millwood,  Officers,  and  Executioners. 

'  Earn.  See,  Millwood,  fee,  oar  journey's  at  an 
end.  Life,  like  a  tale  that's  told,  is  paffed  away, 
That  fhort,  but  dark  and  unknown  paffage,  death, 
is  all  the  fpace  between  us  and  endlefs  joys,  or  woes 
eternal. 

*  Mil.  Is  this  the  end  of  all  my  flattering  hope:,  ? 
Were  youth  and  beauty  given  me  for  a  curfe,   and 
wifdom  only  to  infure  my  ruin  ?  They  were,  they 
were!   Heaven,   thou  haft  done  thy  worft.     Or,   if 
thoa  haft  in  ftore  fome  untried  plague,  fomewhat 
that's  worfe  than  fliame,   defpair,  and  death,   un- 
pitied    death,    confirmed    defpair,     and    foul-con- 
founding fhame ;  fcmething  that  men   and  angels 
can't  ^defcribe,   and  only  fiends,  who  bear  it,  can 
conceive  :  now,  pour  it  now  on  this  devoted  head, 

•  that 
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that  I  may  feel  the  xvorft  thou  canft  inflift,  and  bid 
defiance  to  thy  utmoft  power. 

*  Barn.  Yet  ere  we  pafs  the  dreadful  gulf  of  de.uh, 
yet    ere   you're  plunged  in   everlafling   woe,   Oh, 
bend  your  ftubborn  knees  and  harder  heart,    hum- 
bly to   deprecate  the  wrath  divine.     Who   knows 
but  Heaven,  in  your  dying  moments,   may  be  (low 
that  grace  and  mercy  which  your  life  debited  ? 

'  Mil.  Why  name  you  mercy  to  a  wretch  like  me  ? 
'  Mercy  is  beyond  my  hope,  almoft  beyond  my 
'.  wim.  I  can't  repent}  nor  aik  to  be  forgiven, 

'  Barn.  Oh,  think  what  'tis  to  be  for  ever,  erer 
1  miferable,  nor  with  vain  pride  oppofe  a  power  that's 

*  able  to  deftroy  you. 

«  Mil.  That  will  deftroy  me :  I  feel  it  will.  .A 
1  deluge  of  wrath  is  pouring  on  my  foul.  Chains, 
'•  darknefs,  wheels,  racks,  ill arp- Hinged  fcorpiotu, 
'  molten  lead,  and  whole  feas  of  fulphur,  are  light 
'  ,to  what  I  feel. 

*  Barn.  Oh,  add  not  to  your  vaft  account  defp.iir  : 

*  a  fin  more  injurious  to  Heaven,  than   all  you've 

*  yet  committed. 

*  Mil.  Oh,   I  have  finned  beyond  the  reach  of 
'  mercy  ! 

'  Barn.  Oh,  fay  not  fo  ;    'tis  blafphemy  to  think 

*  it.     As  yon   bright  roof  is  higher  than  the  earth, 

*  fo  and  much  more  does  Heaven's  goodnefs  pafs  our 
•'  apprehenfion.     Oh,  what  created  being  ihall  pre- 
'  fume  to  circumfcribe  mercy  that  knows  no  bounds  ^ 

f  Mil.  This  yields  no  hope.  Though  pity  ma/ 
'  be  boundlefs,  yet  'tis  free.  I  was  doomed  before 
«  the  world  began  to  endlefs  pains,  and  thou  to  joys 

*  eternal. 

'  Barn.  Oh,  gracious  Heaven  !  extend  thy  pity  to 
'  her  ;  let  thy  rich  mercy  flow  in  plenteous  ftreams  to 

*  chafe  her  fears,  and  heal  her  wounded  foul. 

*  Mil.  It  will  not  be  :  your  prayers  are  loft  in  air, 
.'  or  elfe  returned,  perhaps,  with  double  bleffings  to 
'  your  bofom  :  they  help  not  me. 

'  Barn.  Yet  hear  me,  Millwood. 

*  Mil.  Away,  I  will  not  hear  th«e  :  I  tell  thee, 

<  youth, 
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*  youth,  I  am  by  Heaven  devoted  a  dreadful  inftancsf 

*  of  its  power  to  punifh.   [Barnwell  ftenu  to  prav.J 
'  If  thou  wilt  pray,  pray  for  thyfelf,  not  me.     How 

*  doth  his  fervent  foul  mount  with  his  words,  and 
'  both  afcend  to  heaven  !  that  heaven,  whofe  gates 

*  are  fhut  with  adamantine  bars  againft  my  prayers, 
'  had  I  the  will  to  pray.     I  cannot  bear  it  !  Sure  'tis 

*  the  worft  of  torments,  to  behold  others  enjoy  that 
'  blifs  which  we  muft  never  tafte. 

*  Qffiftr.  The  utmoft  limit  of  your  time's  expired. 

*  Mil.  Encompailed  with  horror,   whither  mull  J 
'  go  f  I  would  not  live nor  die That  1  could 

*  ceafe  to  be— —or  ne'er  had  been  ! 

*  JSaru*  Since  peace  and  comfort  are  deny'd  her 

*  here,  may  (he  find  mercy  where  Hie  leaft  expects 

*  it,  and  this  be  all  her  hell  !   From  our  example 
'  may  all  be  taught  to  fly  the  firft  approach  of  vice ; 

*  but  if  o'ertaken, 

*  By  ftrong  temptation,  wcaknefs,  or  Airprize, 

*  Lament  their  gttilt,  and  by  repentance  rife  ! 

*  Th'  impenitent  alone  die  unforgiven  : 

'  To  fin's  like  man,  and  to  forgive  like  Heaven. 
'  Enter  Trueman. 

*  Lucy.  Heart-breaking  fight  1  O  wretched, wretched 
«  Millwood  ! 

*  TV.  How  is  me  difpofed  to  meet  her  fate  ? 
'  Blunt.  Who  can  defcribe  unutterable  woe  ? 

'  Lucy.  She  goes  to  death  encompaffed  with  hor- 

*  ror,  loathing  life,  and  yet  afraid  to  die.    No  tongue 
'  can  tell  her  anguifh  and  deipair. 

'  Tr.  Heaven  be  better  to  her  than  her  fears  !  May 
'  me  prove  a  warning  toothers,  a  monument  of  mer- 
«  cy  in  herfelf. 

'  Lucy.  Oh,  forrow  infupportable  !  Break,  break 
r  my  heart.' 

TV.   In  vain 

With  bleeding  hearts,  and  weeping  eyes  we  mow, 

A  humane,  gen'rous  fenfe  of  other's  woe; 

Unlefs  we  mark  what  drew  their  ruin  on, 

And,  by  avoiding  that prevent  our  own. 

£  P  I- 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  MARIA. 

CINCE  Fate  has  robVdme  of  the  baplefs  youth  t 
^   For  whom  my  heart  bad  hoarded  up  its  truth ; 
By  all  the  !a-ivs  of  love  and  honour,  MOW, 
I'm  free  again  to  choofe and  one  of  you. 

But  f oft With  caution  fir  ft  V II  round  me  peep  : 

Maids  in  my  cafe  Jhou'd  look  before  they  leap. 
Here's  choice  enough,   of  'various  forts  and  hue, 
The  cit,  the  wit,  the  rake  cock'd  up  in  cue, 
The  fair  fpruce  mercer,  and  the  tawny  Jew. 

Suppofe  1  fearch  the  fober  gallery  ? No ; 

There's  none  but  'prentices,  and  cucktlds  all-a-row  j        . 
And  thefe,  I  doubt,  are  thofe  that  make  'em  fo. 

[Pointing  to  the  boxes 

'Tis  'very  well,  enjoy  the  j eft  : but  you  1 

Fine  powder1 d /parks nay,  I'm  told  'tis  true,      S 

Tour  happy  fpoufes can  make  cuckolds  too,  J 

'Twixt  you  and  them  the  dijf'rence  this  perhaps, 
The  fit's  ajbam'd  whene'er  his  duck  he  traps  ; 
But  you,  ^wben  madam's  tripping,  let  her  fall, 
Cock  up  your  hats,  and  take  no  Jhame  at  all. 

What  if  fame  favour1  d  poet  I  cou'd  meet, 
Whofe  love  wou'd  lay  his  laurels  at  my  feet. 

No painted  pajjlons  real  love  abhors  •  • 

His  flame  wou'd  prove  the  fuit  of  creditors. 

Not  to  detain  you  then  with  longer  paufe,  1 

In  Jhort,  my  heart  to  this  conclujlon  draws  ;  > 

/  yield  it  to  the  hand  that's  loudeft  in  applaufe*  J 
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PROLOGUE 


TN  tbe/e  diflracled  times,  when  each  man  dreads 

The  bloody  ftratagems  of  bufy  heads  : 
When  we  had  fear' d  three  years  we  know  not  what,  -t 
"•Till  witnejfis  began  to  die  o'th  rot ;  C 

What  made  our  poet  meddle  with  a  plot?  J 

Was't  that  he  fancy  d  for  the  very  fake 
And  name  of  plot ,   his  trifling  play  might  take  ? 
For  there's  not  in't  one  inch-hoard  evidence,      "^ 
But  'tis  he  fays,  to  reafon  plain  and fenfe,  p- 

And  that  he  thinks  a  plauftble  defence.  j 

Were  truth  by  fenfe  and  reafon  to  be  try'd, 
Sure  all  our  f wearers  might  be  laid  afide. 
No  ;  offuch  tools  our  author  has  no  need, 
To  make  his  plot,   or  make  his  play  fuc c ced ; 
He  of  black  bills  has  no  prodigious  tales, 
Or  Spanifh  pilgrims  cajt  ajhore  in  Wales : 
Here's  net  one  murder  V  magistrate,  at  leaft, 
Kept  rank,   like  vznfcn  for  a  city  feaft, 
Grown  four  days  ftijf,  the  better  to  prepare 
And  fit  his  pliant  limbs  to  ride  in  chair. 
Yet  here's  an  army  raised,  tho^  under  ground, 
But  nomanfeen,  nor  one  commijfion  found : 
Here  is  a  traytor  too,  that* s  i>ery  old, 
'Turbulent,  fubtle,  mifchievous ,  and  bold, 
Bloody,  revengeful,  and— to  crown  his  part, 
Love's  fumbling  with  a  <wencb  with  all  his  heart : 
'Till,  after  having  many  changes paj}, 
Infpite  of  age  (thanks  t'  heav'n)  is  hang  d  at  lajl\ 
Next  is  a  fenator  that  keeps  a  whore, 
In  Venice  none  a  higher  office,  bore, 
To  lewdnefs  ev'ry  night  the  leacher  ran  ;         0 
Shew  me,  all  London,  fuch  another  man;      > 
Match  him  at  mother  Crefwell's  if  you  can.  j 
O  Poland  !  Poland  !  had  it  been  thy  lot 
T'have  heard  in  time  of  this  Venetian  plot, 
Thou  furely  chofen  badft  one  king  from  thence, 
And  honour' d  them,  as  thou  hajt  Englandyfar^. 
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VENICE    PRESERF'D, 

O  R, 
A   .PLOT    DISCOFER'D. 

ACT       I. 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Street  in  Venice. 

Enter  Priuli  and  Jaffier.     - 

Pri.  XT  O    more  !    I'll   hear  no    more  !    begone   and 
i-^i    leave  me. 

Jajf.  Not  hear  me  !  by  my  fuffe rings  but  you  mall  I 
My  Lrd,  my  lord  !  I'm  not  that  abject  wretch 
You  think  me.     Patience  !  vvhere's  the  diitance  throws 
Me  back  fo  far,  but  I  may  boldly  fpeak 
In  right,  tho'  proud  oppreflion  will  not  hear  me  ? 

Pri.  Have  you  not  wrong' d  me  ? 

Jajf.  Could  my  nature  e'er 
Have  brook'd  injuilice,  or  the  doing  wrong, 
I  need  not  now  thus  low  have  bent  myfelf 
To  gain  a  hearing  from  a  cruel  father. 
Wrong'd  you  ! 

Pri.  Yes,  wrong'd  me  !  in  the  niceft  point, 
The  honour  cf  my  houfe,  you've  done  me  wrong. 
You  may  remember  (for  I  now  will  ipeak, 
And  urge  its  bafenefs)  when  you  firft  Came  home 
From  travel,  with  fuch  hopes  as  made  you  look'd  on 
By  all  men's  eyes,  a  youth  of  expectation  ; 
Pleas'd  with  your  growing  virtue,   I  receiv'd  you  ; 
Courted,  and  fought  to  raife  you  to  your  merits ; 
My  houfe,  iny  table,   nay,  my  fortune  too, 
My  very  felf  was  yours  ;  you  might  have  us'd  me 
To  your  belt  fervice ;  like  an  open  friend 
I  treated,  trailed  you,  and  thought  you  mine  : 
When,  in  requital  of  my  beft  endeavours, 
You  treacherouily  practis'd  to  undo  me  ; 
Seduc'd  the  weaknefs  of  my  age's  darling, 

A  3  My 
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My  only  child,  and  dole  her  from  my  bofom. 

0  !   Bel<vidcra  ! 

Jajf*  'Tis  to  me  you  owe  her  : 
Childlefs  you  had  been  elfe,  and  in  the  grave 
Your  name  extincl  ;   no  more  Priuli  heard  of. 
You  may  remember,  fcarce  five  years  are  paft, 
Since  in  your  brigantine  you  fail'd  to  fee 
The  Adrictick  wedded  by  cur  duke  ; 
And  I  was  with  you  :  your  unfkilful  pilot 
.Daih'd  us  upon  a  rock  ;  when  to  your  boat 
You  made  for  fafety  :  enter'd  firft  yourfelf ; 
Th'  affrighted  Belvidera,    following  next, 
As  (he  Hood  trembling  on  the  veflel's  fide, 
Was  by  a  wave  waih'd  off  into  the  deep  : 
When  inilantly  I  plung'd  into  the  fea, 
And  bufieting  the  billows  to  her  refcue, 
Rcdeem'd  her  life  with  half  the  lofs  of  mine. 
Like  a  rich  conqueft,  in  one  hand  I  bore  her, 
And  with  the  other  daih'd  the  faucy  waves, 
That  throng'd  and  prefs'd  to  rob  me  of  ray  prize. 

1  brought  her,  gave  her  to  your  defpairing  arms : 
Indeed  you  thank'd  me  ;  but  a  nobler  gratitude 
Rofe  in  her  foul :  for  from  that  hour  fhe  lov'd  me, 
'Till  for  her  life  me  paid  me  with  herfelf. 

Pri.  You  Hole  her  from  me  ;  like  a  thief  you  flole  her, 
At  dead  of  night ;   that  curfed  hour  you  chofe 
To  rifle  me  of  all  my  heart  held  dear. 
May  all  your  joys  in  her  prove  falfe,  like  mine  ; 
A  fterile  fortune,  and  a  barren  bed, 
Attend  you  both;  continual  difcord  make 
Your  days  and  nights  bitter  and  grievous  ftill : 
May  the  hard  hand  of  a  vexatious  need 
Opprefs  and  grind  you  ;  till  at  laft  you  find 
The  curfe  of  difobedience  all  your  portion. 

Jaff'.  Half  of  your  curfe  you  have  beftow'd  in  vain^ 
Heav'n  has  already  crown'd  our  faithful  loves 
With  a  young  boy,  fweet  as  his  mother's  beauty  : 
May  he  live  to  prove  more  gentle  than  his  grandfire, 
And  happier  than  his  father. 

Pri.'  Rather  live 

To  bate  thee  for  his  bread,  and  din  your  ears 
With  hungry  cries ;  whilft  his  unhappy  mother 
Sits  down  and  weeps  in  bitternefs  of  want. 
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Jaff.  You  talk  as  if  'twould  pleafe  you. 

Pri.  'Twould,  by  Heav'n  ! 
'  Once  fhe  was  dear  indeed  ;  the  drops  that  fell 
'  From  my  fad  heart,  when  fhe  forgot  her  duty, 
*  The  fountain  of  my  life  was  not  fo  precious — 
'  But  fhe  is  gone,  and,  if  I  am  a  man, 
'  I  will  forget  her. 

Jajf.  Would  I  were  in  my  grave  ! 

Pri.  And  fhe  too  with  thee  : 

For,  living  here,  you're  but  my  curs'd  remembrancer, 
I  once  was  happy. 

"Jajf.  You  ule  me  thus,   bccaufe  you  know  my  foul 
Is  fond  of  Belvidera.     You  perceive 
My  life  feeds  on  her,  therefore  thus  you  treat  me. 
Oh  !  could  my  foul  ever  have  found  fatiety  ; 
Were  I  that  thief,  the  doer  of  fuch  wrongs 
As  you  upbraid  me  with,  what  hinders  me 
But  I  might  fend  her  back  to  you  with  contumely, 
And  court  my  fortune  where  me  would  be  kinder  ? 

Pri.  You  dare  not  do't. 

Jajf.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  dare  not. 
My  heart,  that  awes  me,  is  too  much  my  matter  : 
Three  years  are  paft,  fince  firfl  our  vows  were  plighted,  . 
During  which  time,  the  world  muft  bear  me  witnefs, 
I've  treated  Belvidera  like  your  daughter, 
The  daughter  of  a  fenator  of  Venice: 
Diftinftion,  place,  attendance,  and  obfervance, 
Due  to  her  birth,  fhe  always  has  commanded. 
Out  of  my  little  fortune  I've  done  this  j 
Becaufe  (tho'  hopelefs  e'er  to  win  your  nature) 
The  world  might  fee  I  lov'd  her  for  herfelf ; 
Not  as  the  heirefs  of  the  great  Priuli. 

Pri.  No  more. 

Jajf.  Yes,  all,  and  then  adieu  for  ever. 
There's  not  a  wretch,  that  lives  on  common  charity, 
But's  happier  than  me  :   for  I  have  known 
The  lufcious  fweets  of  plenty  ;  every  night 
Have  flept  with  foft  content  about  my  head, 
And  never  wak'd,  but  to  a  joyful  morning  : 
Yet  now  muft  fall,   like  a  full  ear  of  corn, 
Whofe  bloffom  'fcap'd,  yet's  wither'd  in  the  ripening. 

Pri.  Home,  and  be  humble ;  ftudy  to  retrench  ; 
Diil'harge  the  lazy  vermin  of  thy  hall, 

A  4  Thofe 
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Thofe  pageants  of  thy  folly: 
Reduce  the  glitt'ring  trappings  of  thy  wife 
To  humble  weeds,  fit  for  thy  little  ftate  : 
Then,  to  fome  fuburb  cottage  both  retire ; 

Drudge  to  feed  loathfome  life;  get  brats  and  ftarve 

Home,  home,  I  fay. [Exit, 

Jajf.  Yes,  if  my  heart  would  let  .me— — 
This  proud,  this  fwelling  heart :  home  I  would  go. 
But  that  my  doors  are  hateful  to  my  eyes, 
Fill'd  and  damn'd  up  with  gaping  creditors. 
I've  now  not  fifty  ducats  in  the  world, 
Yet  ftill  I  am  in  love,  and  pleas'd  with  ruin. 
Oh  Belvidera  i  Oh !  me  is  my  wife- 
And  we  will  bear  our  wayward  fate  together, 
But  ne'er  no  comfort  more. 

Enter  'Pierre. 

Pier.  My  friend,  good-morrow. 
How  fares  the  honeft  partner  of  my  heart?. 
What,  melancholy !  not  a  *vord  to  fpare  me  ! 

Jaff.  I'm  thinking,  Pierre,  how  that  damn'd  ftarving^ 
"Cali'd  honefty,  got  tooting  in  the  world.    "        [quality, 

Pier.  Why,  powerful  villainy  firfl  fee  it  up, 
For  its  own  eafe  and  fafety.     Honeft  men 
Are  the  foft  eafy  cufhions  on  which  knaves 
Repofe  and  fatten.     Were  all  mankind  villains, 
They'd -flarve  each  other;  lawyers  would  want  praftice, 
Cut-throats  rewards :    each  man  would  kill  his  brother 
Himfelf;  none  would  be  pa?d  cr  hang'cl  for  murder. 
Honeity !  'twas  a  cheat  invented  firft 
To  bind-the  hands  of  bold  deferring  rogues, 
That  fools  and  cowards  might  fit  fafe  in  power, 
And  lord  it  uncontroul'd  above  their  betters. 

Jajf.  Theft  honefly  is  but  a  notion  ? 

Pier.  Nothing  elfe : 

Like  wit,  much  talk'd  of,  not  tabe  defin'd  : 
He  that  pretends  to  moft,  too,  has  leaft  fhare  in't; 
'Tis  a  ragged  virtue.     Honefty!  no  more  on't. 

Jaff,  burethou  art  honeft? 

Pier.  So,  indeed,  men  think  me ; 
But  they  are  miftaken,  J after :  1  am  a  rogue 
As  well  as  they ; 

A  fine,  gay,  bold-fac'd  villain  as.  thou  feeft  me. 
*Tis  true,  I  pay  my  debts,  when  they're  contracted ; 

^  Ifofti 
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I  fleal  from  no  man  ;  would  not  cut  a  throat 
To  gain  admiffion  to  a  great  man's  pnrfe, 
Or  a  whore's  bed ;  I'd  not  betray  my  friend 
To  get  his  place  or  fortune;  I  fccrn  to  flatter 
A  blown-up  fool  above,  to  crufh  che  wretch  beneath  me; 
Yet,  Jajffier,  for  all  this  I  am  a  villain. 
Jajf.  A  villain  ! 

Pier.  Yes,  and  a  moft  notorious  villain; 
To  fee  the  fufferings  of  my  fellow-creatures, 
And  own  myfelf  a  man  :  to  fee  our  fenators 
Cheat  the  deluded  people  with  a  mew 
Of  liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  muft  tafle  of. 
They  fay,  by  them  our  hands  are  free  from  fetters; 
Yet  whom  they  pleafe  they  lay  in  bafeft  bonds ; 
Bring  whom  they  pleafe  to  infamy  and  forrow ; 
Drive  us,  like  wrecks,  down  the  rough  tide  of  power, 
Whilft  no  hold  is  to  fave  us  from  deftruclion. 
All  that  bear  this  are  villains,  and  I  one, 
Not  to  roufe  up  at  that  great  call  of  nature, 
And  check  the  growth  of  thefe  domefdc  fpoilers, 
Thai  make  us  fiaves,  and  tell  us,  'tis  our  charter. 
'  Jaff.  O  Aquilina!    Friend,  to  lofe  fuch  beauty, 
The  deareft  purchafe  of  thy  noble  labours ! 
She  was  thy  ri»ht  by  conqu'eft,  cs  by  love. 
'  Pier.   O  Jaffitr!  I  hart  ib  fix'd  my  heart  upon  her, 
That  wherefoe'er  I  fram'd  a  fcheme  of  life, 
For  time  to  come,  me  was  my  only  joy, 
With  which  I  wifh'd  to  fweeten  future  cares : 
I  fancy'd  pleafures,  none,  but  one  that  loves 
And  doats  as  I  did,  can  imagine  like  'em  : 
When  in  the  extremity  of  all  thefe  hopes, 
*n  the  moft  charming  hour  of  expeclation, 
Then,  -when  our  eager  wifnes  fear  the  higheft, 
Ready  to  ftoop  and  grafp  the  lovely  game, 
A  hsggsrdowl,  a  worthlefs  kite  of  prey, 
With  his  foul  wings,  lail'd  in,  and  fpoil'd  my  quarry. 
*  Jaff".  I  knew  the  wretch,  and  fcorn  him  as  thou  hatrft 

him. 

'  Pier.   Curfe  on  the  common  good  that's  fo  protected, 
'  Where  every  flave,  that  heaps  up  wealth  enough 

*  To  do  much  wrong,  becomes  the  lurd  of  right ! 

*  I,  who  beiiev'd  no  ill  could  e'er  come  near  me, 
4  Found  in  the  embraces  of  my  Aquiiina. 

A  5  'A  wretch- 
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*  A  wretched,  old,  but  itching  fenator; 

«  A  wealthy  fool,  that  had  bought  out  my  title: 

*  A  rogue  that  ufes  beauty  like  a  lamb-fltin, 

*  Barely  to  keep  him  warm ;  that  filthy  cuckow  too 
'  Was,  in  my  abfence,  crept  into  my  neft, 

*  And  fpoiling  all  my  brood  of  noble  pleafure. 

'  Jaff'  Did'ft  thou  not  chace  him  thence  ? 

*  Pier.  I  did,  and  drove 
«  The  rank  old  bearded  hirco  ftinking  home. 
'  The  matter  was  complain'd  cf  in  the  fenate, 

*  I  fummon'd  to  appear,  andcenfur'd  bafely, 

'  For  violating  fomething  they  call'd  privilege  — 
'  This  was  the  recompence  of  all  my  fervice : 
'  Would  I'd  been  rather  beaten  by  a  coward. 
'  A  foldier's  miitrefs,  Jaffitr,  is  his  religion  ; 

*  When  that's  profan'd,  all  other  ties  arc  broken  : 

*  That  even  diffolves  all  former  bonds  cf  fervice ; 
'  And  from  that  hour  I  think  myfelf  as  free 

'  To  be  the  foe,  as  e'er  the  friend  of 'Venice — 

'  Nay,  dear  revenge,  when  e'er  than  call'ft,  I'm  ready.' 

Jajf.  I  think  no  fafcty  can  be  here  for  virtue, 
And  grieve,  my  friend,  as  much  as  thou,  to  live 
In  fuch  a  wretched  Hate  as  this  of  Venice, 
Wheie  all  agree  to  fyoil  the  public  good, 
And  villains  fatten  with  the  brave  man's  labours, 

Pier.  We've  neither  fafety,  unity,  nor  peace,  my  friend, 
For  the  foundation's  loft  of  common  good  ; 
Ju-lice  is  If.me,  as  vveil  as  blind,  amongftus; 
The  laws  (corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  'em) 
Serve  but  for  initruments  of  feme  new  tyranny, 
That  every  day  itarts  up,  t*  enflave  us  deeper. 
Now  could  this  glorious  caufe  but  find  out  friends 
To  do  it  right,     O  Jaff.er  !  then  might'il  thou 
Not  wear  thofe  feals  of  woe  upon  thy  face ; 
The  prcud  Priuli  mould  be  taught  humanity, 
And  learn  to  value  fuch  a  fon  as  thou  art. 
I  dare  not  fpeak,  but  my  heart  bleeds  this  moment. 

Jnjf.  Curs'd  be  the  caufe,  tho'  I,  thy  friend,  be  part 
Let  me  partake  the  troubles  of  thy  bcfcin,  [on't : 

For  I  am  us'd  to  mis'ry,  and  perhaps 
May  find  a  way  to  fweeten't  to  thy  fpirit. 

Pier.  Too  foon  'twill  reach  thy  knowledge — 

Jojf.  Then  from  thee 
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Let  it  proceed.  There's  virtue  in  thy  friendfhip, 
Would  make  the  faddeft  tale  of  forrow  pleafing, 
Strengthen  myconflancy,  and  welcome  ruin. 

Pier.  Then,  thou  art  ruin'd  I 

Jaff'  That  I  long  fmce  knew; 
I  and  ill-fortune  have  been  long  acquainted. 

Pier.  I  pafs'd  this  very  moment  by  the  doors, . 
And  found  them  guarded  by  a  troop  of  villains; 
The  fons  of  public  rapine  were  deftroying. 
They  told  me,  by  thefentence  of  the  law, 
They  had  commiffion  to  feize  all  thy  fortune  : 
Nay  more,  Prztt/i's  cruel  hand  had  fign'd  it. 
Here  flood  a  ruffian  with  an  horrid  face, 
Lording  it  o'er  a  pile  of  mafly  plate, 
Turn  bled  into  a  heap  for  public  fale  ; 
There  was  another  making  villainous  jefts 
At  thy  undoing:  he  had  ta'en  poffeffion 
Of  all  thy  ancient  moft  domeftic  ornaments, 
Rich  hangings  intermix'd  and  wrought  with  gold ; 
The  very  bed,  which  on  thy  wedding-night 
Receiv'd  thee  to  the  arms  of  Belvidera, 
The  fcene  of  all  thy  joys  was  violated, 
By  the  coarfe  hands  of  filthy  dungeon  villains, 
And  thrown  amongft  the  common  lumber. 

Jaff.  Now  thank  Heaven  » 

Pier.  Thank  Heaven  !  for  what  ? 

Jaff.  That  I'm  not  worth  a  ducat. 

Pier.  Curfe  thy  dull  ftars,  and  the  worft  fate  of  Veni<e. 
Where  brothers,  friends  and  fathers  are  all  falfe  ; 
Where  there's  no  truth,  no  truft  ;  where  innocence 
Stoops  under  vile  Oppreffion,  and  Vice  lords  it. 
Hadft  thou  but  feen,  as  I  did,  how  at  laft 
Thy  beauteous  Belvidera,  like  a  wretch 
That's  doom'd  to  banifhment,  came  weeping  forth, 
'  Shining  thro'  tears,  like  April-funs  in  mowers, 
'  That  labour  to  o'ercome  the  cloud  that  loads  'em  j* 
Whilft  two  young  virgins,  on  whofe  arm  me  lean'd 
Kindly  look'd  up,  and  at  her  grief  grew  fad, 
As  if  they  catch'd  the  forrows  that  fell  from  her; 
Ev'n  the  lewd  rabble,  that  were  gather'd  round 
To  fee  the  fight,  flood  mute  when  they  beheld  her ; 
Govern'd  their  roaring  throats,  and  grumbled  pity;  , 
I  could  have  hugg'd  the  greafy  rogues :  they  pleas'd  me: 

7af 
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7aff'  *  thank  thee  for  this  ftory,  from  my  foul ; 
Since  now  I  know  the  worft  that  can  befall  me. 
Ah,  Pierre  !  I  hax^e  a  heart  that  could  have  born 
The  rougheft  wrong  my  fortune  could  have  done  me  ; 
But  when  I  think  what  Belvidera  feels, 
The  bitternefs  her  tender  fpirits  taile  of, 
I  own  myfelf  a  coward  :  bear  my  weaknefs  ; 
If,  throwing  thus  my  arms  about  thy  neck, 
I  play  the  boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  bofom. 
Oh  !  I  mail  drown  thee  with  my  forrovvs. 

Pier.  Burn, 

Firft,  burn  and  level  Venice  to  thy  ruin. 
What!  ftarve,  like  beggars  brats,  in  frofty  weather, 
Under  a  hedge,  and  whine  ourfelves  to  death  ! 
Thou,  or  thy  caufe,  mail  never  want  affiftance, 
WhilftI  have  blood  or  fortune  fit  to  ferve  thee  : 
Command  rny  heart,  thou'rt  every  way  its  mailer. 

Jnff.  No,  there's  a  fecret  pride  in  bravely  dying. 

Pier.  Rats  die  in  holes  and  corners,  dogs  run  mad; 
Man  knows  a  braver  remedy  for  forrow  ; 
Revenge,  the  attribute  of  gods ;  they  ftamp'd  it, 
With  their  great  image,  on  our  natures      Die! 
Confider  well  the  caufe,  that  calls  upon  thee  : 
And,  if  thou'rt  bafe  enough,  die  then.     Remember, 
Thy  Bel<videra  fuffers  ;  Bel-videra  ! 

Die damn  firft What  \  be  decently  interr'd 

In  a  church-yard,  and  mingle  thy  brave  daft 

With  funking  rogues,  that  rot  in  dirty  winding-meets, 

Surfeit  flain  fools,  the  common  dung  o'th'  foil  ! 

Jaff.  Oh! 

Pier.  Well  faid,  outwith't,  fwear  a  little 

Jaff".  Swear!  By  fea  and  r.ir;  by  earth,  by  Heav'n 
I  will  revenge  my  Belvidera's  tears.  [and hell. 

Hark  thee,  my  friend — Priuli — is — a  fenator. 

Pier.  A  dog. 

J off.  Agreed. 

Pier.   Shoot  him. 

Jajf.  With  all  my  heart. 
No  more  ;  where  fhall  we  meet  at  night  ? 

Pier.  I'll  tell  thee; 
On  the  Rialto,  every  night  at  twelve, 
J  take  my  evening's  walk  of  meditation  : 
There  wo  f.vo'll  meet,  and  talk  of  precious 
Mifchief J*ff. 
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Jnjf.   Farewd. 

r^r.   At  twelve. 

faff.   At  any  hoar;   my  plagues 

Wiii.keq)  me  \vaking.  [Exit  Pierre. 

Tell  me  why,  gooi  Heaven, 
Thou  mad'il  me  what  1  an,  with  all  the  fpitit, 
Afpiring  thoughts  and  elegant  delires, 
That  fill  the  hp.ppleft  m?.n?   Ah  rather  why 
Didit  thou  not  form  rne  fordid  as  my  faf, 
Bafe-minded,    dull,  and  fit  to  carry  bunhens? 
Why  have  I  fenfe  to  knc.w  thecurfe  that's  en  me? 
Is  this  juft  dealing,  Nature?  Bel^aidera! 

Enter  Belvidera. 
Poor  Belvidera  ! 

Bel.  Leadine,  lead  me,  my  virgins, 
To  that  kind  voice.      My  lord,   my  love,   my  refuge! 
Happy  my  eyes,  when  they  behold  thy  face ! 
IVN  heavy  heart  will  leave  its  doleful  beating 
/it  fight  of  thee,  and  bound  with  fprightful  joys. 
Gh  fmile!   as  when  our  loves  were  in  their  faring, 
And  chear  my  fainting  foul. 

Jajf'-  As  when  our  loves 

Were  in  their  fpring  !   Has  then  our  fortune  chang'd  ? 
Art  thou  not,  Belvidera,  Itiil  the  fame, 
Hind,  good,  and  tender,  as  my  arms  firft  found  thee? 
\i  thou*art  alter'd,  where  fliall  I  have  harbour  ? 
Where  eafe  my  loaded  heart  ?  Oh  !  where  complain  ? 

Bel.  Does  this  appear  like  change,  or  love  decaying, 
When  thus  I  throw  myfelf  into  thy  bofom, 
With  all  the  refolution  of  ftrong  truth ! 
Beats  not  my  heart,  as  'twould  alarum  thine 
'To  a  new  charge  of  blifs  ?  I  joy  more  in  thee, 
Than  did  thy  mother,  when  me  hugg'd  thee  fint, 
And  blefs'd  the  gods  for  all  her  travel  paft. 

Jeff*  Can  there  in  woman  be  fuch  glorious  faih? 
Sure  all  ill  ftories  of  thy  fex  are  falfe  ! 
O  woman !  lovely  woman  !  Nature  made  thee 
To  temper  man  :  we  had  been  brutes  without  you  ! 
Angels  are  painted  fair,  to  lock  like  you : 
There's  in  you  all  that  we  believe  of  Heaven; 
Amazing  brightnefs,  purity  and  truth, 
Eternal  joy,  and  everlafting  love. 
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Bel.  If  love  be  treafure,  we'll  be  wond'rous  rich  ; 
I  have  fo  much,  my  heart  will  furely  break  with't: 
Vows  can't  exprefs  it.     When  I  would  declare 
How  great's  the  joy,  I'm  dumb  with  the  big  thought; 
1  fwell,  I  figh,  and  labour  with  my  longing. 
O  !  lead  me  to  fome  defart  wide  and  wild, 
Barren  as  our  misfortunes,  where  my  foul 
May  have  its  vent,  where  I  may  tell  aloud 
To  the  high  Heavens,  and  ev'ry  lift'ning  planet, 
With  what  a  boundlefs  fhock  my  bofom's  fraught; 
Where  I  may  throw  my  eager  arms  about  thee, 
Give  loofe  to  love,  with  kiffes  kindling  joy, 
And  let  oft"  all  the  fire  that's  in  my  heart. 

Jaff.  O  BtI<viJefa!  doubly  I'm  a  beggar : 
Undone  by  fortune,  and  in  debt  to  thee. 
Want,  wordly  want,  that  hungry  meagre  fiend, 
Is  at  my  heels,  and  chaces  me  in  view. 
Can'ft  thou  bear  cold  and  hunger  ?  Can  thefe  limbs, 
Fram'd  for  the  tender  offices  of  love, 
Endure  the  bitter  gripes  of  fmarting  poverty? 
When  banifli'd  by  our  miferies  abroad 
(As  fuddenly  we  mall  be)  to  feek  out 
In  fome  far  climate,  where  our  names  are  ftrangers, 
For  charitable  fuccour  ;  wilt  thou  then, 
When  in  a  bed  of  ftraw  we  fhrink  together, 
And  the  bleak  winds  fhall  whittle  round  our  heads; 
Wilt  thou  then  talk  thus  to  me  r  Wilt  thou  then 
Hufh  my  cares  thus,  aud  fhelter  me  with  love  ? 

Bel,   Oh!  1  will  love  thee,  even  in  madnefs  love  thee; 
Tho'  my  diftra&ed  fenfes  mould  forfake  me, 
I'd  find  fome  intervals,  when  my  poor  heart 
Should  'fwage  itfelf,  and  be  let  loofe  to  thine. 
Tho'  the  bare  earth  be  all  our  refting-place, 
Its  roots  our  food,  fome  clift  our  habitation, 
I'll  make  this  arm  a  pillow  for  thine  head  ; 
And  as  thou  fighing  ly'lt,  and  fwell'd  with  forrow, 
Creep  to  thy  bofom,  pour  the  balm  of  love 
Into  thy  foul,  and  kifs  thee  to  thy  reft  ; 
Then  praife  our  gods,  and  watch  thee  till  the  morning. 

Jaff".  Hear  this,  you  Heav'ns  ?  and  wonder  how  you 

made  her: 

Reign,  reign,  ye  monarchs  that  divide  the  world. 
Bufy  religion  ne'er  will  let  you  know 

I  Trail- 
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Tranquility  and  happinefs  like  mine  ; 

Like  guady  fhips,   the  obfequious  billows  fall, 

And  rife  again,  to  lift  you  in  your  pride  ; 

They  wait  but  for  a  florm,  and  then  devour  you  : 

I  in  my  private  bark  already  wreck'd, 

Like  a  poor  merchant  driven  to  unknown  land, 

That  had  by  chance  pack'd  up  his  choicell  treafurc 

In  one  dear  cafket,  and  fav'd  only  that ; 

Since  I  muft  wander  farther  on  the  more, 

Thus  hug  my  little,   but  my  precious  ftore, 

Refolv'd  to  fcorn,  and  trull  my  fate  no  more.       [Ex. 


I 


ACT        II. 
'    Enter  Pierre  and  Aquilina. 

all  thy  wrongs,  thou'rt  dearer  to  my  arms 
'  Than  all  the  wealth  of  Venice.  Prithee  flay, 
And  let  us  love  to  night. 
'  Pier,  No  :   there's  fool, 

There's  fool  about  thee.     When  a  woman  fells 
Her  flefh  to  fools,  her  beauty's  loft  to  me ; 
They  leave  a  tainted  fully,  where  they've  pafs'd  ; 
There's  fuch  a  baneful  quality  about  'em, 
E'en  fpoils  complexions  with  their  naufeoufnefs ; 
They  infect  all  they  touch  :   I  cannot  think 
Of  tailing  any  thing  that  a  fool  has  pall'd.         [much 
'  dqiii.  I  loath  and  fcorn  that  fool  thou  mean'll,  as 
Or  more  than  thou  can'fl ;  but  the  beaft  has  gold, 
That  makes  him  neceflary  ;  power  too, 
To  qualify  my  character,  and  poife  me 
Equal  with  peevifh  virtue,  that  beholds 
My  liberty  with  envy.     In  their  hearts 
They're  loofe  as  I  am  ;  but  an  ugly  power 
Sits  in  their  faces,  and  frights  pleafures  from  them. 
*  Pier.  Much  good  may't  do  you,  madam,  with  your 

fenator. 
'  Aqui.   My  fenator !    Why,  can'fl  thou   think  that 

wretch 
«  E're  fill'd  thy  dquilina's  arms  with  pleafure  ? 

«  Think'ft 
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4  Think'ft  thou,  becaufe  I  fometimes  give  him  leave 

*  To  foil  himfelf  at  what  he  is  unfit  for  ; . 

'  Becaufe  I  force  myfeif  t'endui-e  and  fuffer  him, 

'  Think'it  thou  I  love  him  ?  No,  by  all  the  joys 

'  Thou  ever  gav'ft  me,  his  prefence  is  my  penance. 

'  The  vvorft  thing  an  old  man  can  he's  a  lover, 

'  A  mere  memento  mori  to  poor  v/oman. 

'  I  never  lay  by  his  decrepid  fide, 

'  But  all  that  night  I  ponder  on  my  grave. 

'  Pier.  Would  he  were  well  fent  thither. 

'  Aqui.  That's  my  wifh  too":  [fure, 

'  For  then,  my  Pierre,  I  might  have  caufe,  with  plea- 
'  To  play  the  hypocrite.     Oh  !  how  I  could  weep 
«  Over  the  dying  dotard,  and  kifs  him  too, 
'  In  hopes  to  fmother  him  quite ;  then,  when  the  time 
«  Was  come  to  pay  my  forrows  at  his  funeral, 

*  (For  he  has  already  made  me  heir  to  treafures 

'  Wculd  make  me  out-aft  a  real  widow's  winning) 
'  How  could  I  frame  my  face  to  fit  my  mourning  1 

*  With  wringing  hands  attend  him  to  his  grave  ; 

'  Fall  fwooning  on  his  hearfe ;  take  mad  poffemon 

*  E'en  of  the  difmal  vault,  where  he  lay  buried  ; 

'  There,  like  th'  Efbejlan  matron,  dwell  "till  thou, 
'  My  lovely  ibldier,  ccm'it  to  my  deliverance  ; 
'  Then  throwing  up  my  veil,  with  open  arms 
'  And  laughing  eyes,  run  to  new  dawning  joy. 

«  Pier.  No  more:  I've  friends  to  meet  me  here  to- 
night, 

*  And  muli  be  private.     As  you  prize  my  friendfhip, 
'  Keep  up  your  coxcomb  ;  let  him  not  pry,  nor  Men, 
'  Nor  frifk  about  the  houfe,  as  I  have  ieen  him, 

'  Like  a  tame  mumping  fquirrel  with  a  bell  on  ; 
'.Curs  will  be  abroad  to  bite  him,  if  you  do. 

'  Aqui.  What  friends  to  meet  !  Mayn't  I  be  of  your 

council  ? 

'  Pier.  How  !  a  woman  afk  queftions  out  of  bed  ! 
Go  to  your  fenator  ;  afk  him  what  paries 
Amongfthis  bretheren  :  he'll  hide  nothing  from  you  : 
But  pump  not  me  for  politicks.     No  more  ! 
Give  order,  that  whoever  in  my  name 
Comes  here,  receive  admittance.     So  good  night. 
'  Aqui.  Muft  we  ne'er  meet  again  !  embrace  no  mere  ? 

*  Is  love  fo  foon  and  utterly  forgotten  ? 

•  Pitr. 
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'  Pier.    As  you  henceforward  treat   your   fool,    I'll 

'  think  on't. 
'  Aqui.  Curs'd  be  all  fools,  and  doubly  curs'd  myfclf, 

*  The  'wor  ft  of  fools  —  I  die  if  he  forfake  me; 

*  And  how  to  keep  him,  Heaven  or  hell  inftruft  me.  [Ex. 

SCENE,   the  Rialto.     Enter  Jaffier. 

"Jajf.  I'm  here ;  and  thus,  the  fliades  of  night  around 
.1  look  as  if  a!I  hell  were  in  my  heart,  [me, 

And  I  in  hell.     Nay,  furely  'tis  fo  with  me  I—- 
For every  flep  I  tread,  methinks  forne  fiend 
Knocks  at  my  breaft,  and  bids  it  not  be  quiet. 
I've  heard  hew  defperate  wretches,  like  myfelf, 
Hkve  wander'd  out  at  this  dead  time  of  night, 
To  meet  the  foe  of  mankind  in  his  walk, 
Sure  I'm  fo  curs'd,  that,  tho'  of  Heav'n  forfaken,. 
No  minifter  of  darknefs  cares  to  tempt  me. 
Hell,  hell !  why  fkep'fl  thou  ? 

Enter  Pierre. 

Pier.  Sure  I've  ftaid  too  long  : 
The  clock  has  ftruck,  and  I  may  lofe  my  profelyte. 
Speak,  who  goes  there  ? 

Jaff.  A  dog,  that  comes  to  howl 
At  yonder  moon.    What's  he,  that  afks  the  queftion  ? 

Pier.  A  friend  to  dogs,  for  they  are  honeft  creatures, 
And  ne'er  betray  their  mafters ;  never  fawn 
On  any  that  they  love  not.     Well  met,  friend  Jaffier  I 

Jaf.  The  fame.     '  O  Pierre,  thou'rt  come  in  feafon, 
«  I  was  juft  going  to  pray. 

Pier.  '  Ah  !  that's  mechanic  ; 
4  Prieils  make  a  trade  on't,  and  yet  ftarve  by't,  too. 
'  No  praying  ;  it  fpoils  bufmefs,   and  time's  precious.* 
Where's  Befaidera  ? 

Jajf.  For  a  day  or  two 
I've  lodg'd  her  privately,  till  I  fee  farther 
What  Fortune  will  do  with  me.     Prithee,  friend, 
If  thou  would'ft  have  me  fit  to  hear  good  counfel, 
Speak  not  of  Bel-vide-ra 

Pier.   Speak  not  of  her, 

Jaff.  Oh,  no  ! 

Pier.  Nor  name  her  ?  May  be  I  wim  her  well. 

J*/.  Whom  well? 

Pier.  Thy  wife !  thy  lovely  Bel-videra. 
I  nope  a  man  may  wifh  his  friend's  wife  well, 
And  no  harm  done.  af 
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Jaff.  Y'  are  merry,  Pierre. 

Pier.  I  am  fo  : 

Thou  {halt  fmile  too,  and  Bel<videra  fmile : 
We'll  all  rejoice.    Here's  fomething  to  buy  pins ; 
Marriage  is  chargeable.  [Gives'  him  a  J>ur/*~ 

Jaff.  Ibuthalfwilh'd 

To  lee  the  devil,  and  he's  here  already.     Well ! 
What  muft  this  buy  ?  Rebellion,  murder,  treafon  ? 
Tell  me  which  way  I  muft  be  damn'd  for  this. 

Pier.  When  laft  we  parted,  we'd  no  qualms  like  thefe, 
But  entertain'd  each  other's  thoughts  like  men 
Whofe  fouls  were  well  acquainted.     Is  the  world 
Reform'd  fmce  our  laft  meeting  ?  What  new  miracle* 
Have  happen 'd  ?  Has  Priu/i's  heart  relented  ? 
Can  he  be  honelt  ? 

Jaffi  Kind  Heav'n,  let  heavy  curfes 
Gall  his  old  age  ;  cramps,  aches  rack  his  bones, 
And  bittereft  difquiet  ring  his  heart.  ' 
'  Oh  !   let  him  live,  till  life  become  his  burden  ; 
'  Let  him  groan  under't  long,  linger  an  age 
*  In  the  worft  agonies  and  pangs  of  death, 
'  And  find  its  eafe,  but  late.' 

Pier.  Nay,  could'ft  thou  not 
As  well,  my  friend,  have  ftretch'd  the  curfe  to  all 
The  fenate  round,  as  to  one  fingle  villain  ? 

Jaff-  But  curfes  ftick  not :   Could  I  kill  with  curfing, 
By  Heaven  I  know  not  thirty  heads  in  Venice 
Should  not  be  blafted.     Senators  mould  rot 
Like  dogs  on  dunghills:  '  But  their  wives  and  daughters 
'  Die  of  their  own  difeafes.'   Oh !  for  a  curfe 
To  kill  v/ith  ! 

Pier.  Daggers,  daggers  are  much  better. 

Jaff.  Ha! 

Pier.  Daggers. 

Jaff.  But  where  are  they  ? 

Pier.  Oh  !  a  thoufand 
May  be  difpos'd  of,  in  honeft  hands  in  Venice* 

Jaff.  Thou  talk'ft  in  clouds. 

Pier.  But  yet  a  heart,  half  wrong'd 
As  thine  has  been,  would  find  the  meaning,  Jajper, 

Jaff.  A  thoufand  daggers,  all  in  honeft  hands  I 
And  have  I  not  a  friend  will  ftick  one  here  ! 

Pier.  Yes,  if  I  thought  thou  wert  not  to  be  cherifh'd 

T'* 
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T'a  nobler  purpofe,  I  would  be  that  friend  ; 
But  thou  haft  better  friends  ;  friends  whom  thy  wrongs 
Have  made  thy  friends ;   friends  worthy  to  be  call'd  fo. 
I'll  truft  thee  with  a  fecret :  There  are  fpirits 
This  hour  at  work. — But  as  thou'rt  a  man, 
Whom  I  have  pick'd  and  chofen  from  the  world, 
Swear  that  thou  wilt  be  true  to  what  I  utter  ; 
And  when  Pve  told  thee  that  which  only  gcds, 
And  men  like  gods,  are  privy  to,  then  fwear 
No  chance  or  change  ftiall  wreil  it  from  thy  bofom. 
Jaf.  When  thou  would'il  bind  me,  is   there  need  of 
oaths?  [counters  ;' 

'  Green-ncknefs    girls   lofe     maidenheads     with   fuch 
For  thou'rt  fo  near  my  heart,  that  thou  may'ft  fee 
Its  bottom,  found  its  ftrength  and  firmnefs  to  thee. 
Js  coward,  fool,  or  villain  in  my  face  ? 
If  I  feem  none  of  thefe,  I  dare  believe 
Thou  would'it  not  ufe  me  in  a  li.tle  caufe  ; 
For  I  am  fit  for  honour's  rougheft  tafk ; 
Nor  ever  yet  found  fooling  was  my  province  : 
And  for  a  villainous,  inglorious  enterprize, 
I  know  thy  heart  fo  well,  I  dare  lay  mine 
Before  thee,  fet  it  to  what  point  thou  wilt. 

Pier.  Nay,  tis  a  caufe  thou  wilt  be  fond  of,  ^affitr ; 
For  it  is  founded  on  the  nobleft  bafts  ; 
Our  liberties,  our  natural  inheritance. 
There's  no  religion,  no  hypocrify  in't ; 
We'll  do  the  bufiuefs,  and  ne'er  faftand  pray  for't  j 
Openly  aft  a  deed  the  world  may  gaze 
With  wonder  at,  and  envy  when  'tis  done. 
Jaf.  For  liberty  ! 
Pier.  For  liberty,  my  friend. 
Thou  malt  be  freed  from  bafe  Pn'uli's  tyranny, 
And  thy  fequefter'd  fortunes  heal'd  again  : 
I  mall  be  free  from  thofe  opprobrious  wrongs, 
That  prefs  me  now,  and  bend  my  fpirit  downward  ; 
All  Venice  free,  and  every  growing  merit 
Succeed  to  its  juft  righs  :    fools  (hall  be  pull'd 
From  Wifdom's  feat ;  thofe  baleful  unclean  birdsr 
Thofe  lazy  owls,  who  (perch'd  near  Fortune's  top). 
Sit  only  watchful  with  their  heavy  wings 
To  cuff  down  new-fledg'd  virtues,    that  would  rife 
To  nobler  heights,  and  make  the  grove  harmonious. 
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Jaf.  What  can  I  do? 

Pier.   Can'ft  thou  not  kill  a  fenator  ? 

Jaff.  Were  there  one  wife  or  honeft,  I  could  kill  him, 
For  herding  with  that  neft  of  fools  or  knaves. 
By  all  my  wrongs,  thou  talk'ft  as  if  revenge 
Were  to  be  had  ;  and  the  brave  ftory  warms  me. 

Pier.  Swear  then  ! 

Jaff.  I  do,  by  all  thofe  glittering  ftars, 
And  yon  great  ruling  planet  of  the  night ; 
,By  all  good  powers  above,  and  ill  below  ; 
By  love  and  friendship,  dearer  than  my  lift, 
No  pow'r  or  death  fhall  make  me  faife  to  thee. 

Pier.  Here  we  embrace,   and  I'll  unlock  my  heart. 
A  council's  held  hard  by,  where  the  deitr  action 
Of  this  great  empire's  hatching  :   there  I'll  lead  thee. 
But  be  a  man  !  for  thou'rt  to  mix  with  men 
Fit  to  deilurb  the  peace  of  all  the  world, 
And  rule  it  when  'tis  wiidefl 

Jaff.  I  give  thee  thanks 
For  this  kind  warning.     Yes,  I'll  be  a  man  ; 
And  charge  thee,  Pierre,  whene'er  thou  fee'ilmy  fear* 
Betray  me  lefs,  to  rip  this  heart  of  mine 
Out  of  my  breaft,  and  mew  it  for  a  coward's. 
Come,  let's  begone,  for  from  this  hour  I  chace 
All  little  thoughts,  all  tender  human  follies 
Out  of  my  bofom  :  Vengeance  mall  have  room  : 
Revenge  ! 

Pier.   And  liberty  ! 

Jcijf.  Revenge  ! 

Pier.  And  liberty  ! 

Jaf.  Revenge  !  revenge  ! — —  [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Aquilina'j  houfe,  the  Greek 

courtezan. 
Enter  Renault. 

Ren.    Why   was   my    choice    ambition  ?    the    word 

ground 

A  wretch  can  build  on  !   'tis,  indeed,  at  diftance, 
A  goodly  profpecl,  tempting  to  the  view  ; 
The  height  delights  us,  and  the  mountain-top 
Looks  beautiful,   becatife  'tis  nigh  to  Heav'n  ; 
But  we  ne'er  think  how  fandy's  the  foundation, 
What  ftonns  will  batter,  and  what  tempeHs  make  us. 
Who's  there  ? 

Enigr 
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Enter  Spinofa. 

Spin.  Renault,  good-morrow,  for  by  this  time 
I  think  the  fcale  of  night  has  turn'd  the  balance, 
And  weighs  up  morning  ?  Has  the  clock  ftruck  twelve  ? 

Ren.  Yes ;  clocks  will  go  as  they  are  fet :   bat  man, 
Irregular  man's  ne'er  conitant,  never  certain  : 
I've  fpent  at  leaft  three  precious  hours  of  darknefs 
In  waiting  dull  attendance  ;  'tis  the  curfe 
Of  diligent  virtue  to  be  mix'd,  like  mine, 
With  giddy  tempers,   fouls  but  half  refolv'd. 

Spin.  Hell  feize  that  foul  amongft  us  it  can  frighten. 
Ren.  What's  then  the  caufe  that  I  am  here  alone  ? 
Why  are  we  not  together  ? 

Enter  Elliot. 
O,  fir,  welcome ! 

You  are  an  Englifhman  :  when  treafon's  hatching, 
One  might  have  thought  you'd  not  have  been  behind- 
In  what  whore's  lap  have  you  been  lolling  ?  [hand. 

Give  but  an  Englishman  his  whore  and  cafe, 
Beef  and  a  fea-coal  fire,  he's  your's  for  ever. 
Ell.  Frenchman,  you  are  faucy. 
Ren.  How  ! 

Enter  Bedamar  the  Amlaffador,  Theodore,  Bramveil, 
Durand,  Brabe,  Revillido,  Mezzana,  Ternon,  Re- 
trofi,  Confpirators. 
Bed.   At  difference  ;  fie  ! 

Is  this  a  time  for  quarrels  ?  Thieves  and  rogues 
Fall  out  and  brawl :  fhould  men  of  your  high  calling, 
Men  feparated  by  the  choice  of  Providence 
From  the  grofs  heap  of  mankind,  and  fet  here 
In  this  affembly  as  in  one  great  jewel, 
T'  adorn  the  braveft  purpofe  it  e'er  fmil'd  on  ;    ' 
Should  you,  like  boys,  wrangle  for  trifles  ? 
Ren.  Boys  ! 

Bed.  Renault  thy  hand. 
Ren.  I  thought  I'd  given  my  heart 
Long  fince  to  every  man  that  mingles  here  ; 
But  grieve  to  find  it  trufted  with  fuch  tempers, 
That  can't  forgive  my  forward  age  its  weaknefs. 
Bed.  Elliot,  thou  once  had  virtue.  I  have  feen 
Thy  ftubborn  temper  bend  with  god-like  goodnefs, 
Not  half  thus  courted  :  'Tis  thy  nation's  glory 

3  To 
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One  more  embrace,  my  friends — we'll  all  take  hands- 
United  thus,  we  are  the  mighty  engine 
Mult  tw if!  the  rooted  empire  from  its  bafis. 
Totters  it  not  already  ? 

Ell.  Would  'twere  tumbling. 

Bed.  Nay,  k  mall  down  :  this  night  we  fcal  its  ruin. 
Enter  Pierre. 

0  Pierre  !    thou  art  welcome. 

Come  to  my  breaft,  for  by  its  hopes  thou  look'it 
Lovelily  dreadful  ;  and  the  fate  of  Venice 
Seems  on  thy  fword  already.     O  my  Mars  ! 
The  poets  that  firft  feign'd  a  god  of  war, 
Sure  prophefy'd  of  thee. 

Pier.  Friend,  was  not  Brutus, 
(I  mean  that  Brutus,  who  in  open  fenate 
Stabb'd  the  firft  Co-far  that  ufurp'd  the  world) 
A  gallant  man  ? 

Ren.  Yes,  and  Catiline  too; 
Tho'  ftory  wrongs  his  fame  :  for  he  confpir'd 
To  prop  the  reeling  glory  of  his  country : 
His  caufe  was  good. 

Bed.  And  ours  as  much  aboveit, 
As  P.enault,  thou'rt  fuperior  to  Cethegus, 
Or  Pierre  to  Cajfius. 

Pier.  Then  to  what  we  aim  at. 
When  do  we  ftart  ?  or  muft  we  talk  for  ever? 

Bed.  No,  Pierre,  the   deed's  near  birth ;  fate  feems 

to  .have  fet 
The  bufmefs  up,  and  given  it  -to  our  care ; 

1  hope  there's  not  a  heart  or  hand  amongft  us, 
But  what  "is  firm  and  ready. 

All.  All. 
WV11  die  with  Bedamar. 

Bed.  O  men. 

Matchlefs  !  as  will  your  glory  be  hereafter : 
The  game  is  for  a  matchlefs  prize,  if  won  : 
If  loft,  difgraceful  ruin. 

•  Ren.  Who  can  lofe  it  ? 
'  The  public  flock's  a  beggar  :  one  Venetian 
*  Trufts  not  another.     Look  into  their  ilores 
'  Of  general  fafety  j  empty  magazines, 

A  tat- 
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A  tatter'd  fleet,  a  murmuring  unpaid  army, 
Bankrupt  nobility,  a  harrafs'd  commonality, 
A  Yadtious,  giddy,  and  divided  fenate, 
Is  all  the  ftrength  of  Venice  :   let's  deftroy  it : 
Let's  fill  their  magazines  with  arms  to  awe  them  ; 
Man  out  their  fleet,  and  make  their  trade  maintain  it; 
Let  loofe  their  murmuring  army  on  their  mailers 
To  pay  themfelves  with  plunder  ;  lop  their  nobles 
To  the  bafe  roots  v/hence  moft  of  them  firft  fprung; 
Enflave  the  rout,  whom  fmarting  will  make  humble  j 
Turn  out -their  droning  fenate  and  poficfs 
That  feat  of  empire -which  our  fouls  were  fram'd  for..' 
Pier.  Ten  thoufand  men  are  armed  at  your  nod, 
Commanded  all  by  leaders  fit  to  guide 
A  battle  for  the  freedom  of  the  world  : 
This  wretched  ftate  has  ftarv'd  them  in  its  fervice  ; 
And  by  your  bounty  quicken'd,  they're  refolved 
To  ferve  your  glory,  and  revenge  their  own  : 
They've  ell  their  different  quarters  in  this  city, 
Watch  for  the  alarm,  and  grumble  'tis  fo  tard'y. 

Bed.  I  doubt  not,  friend,  but  thy  unwearied  diligence 
Has  ftill  kept  waking,  and  it  fhall  have  eafe; 
After  this  night  it  is  refolv'd  we  meet 
No  more,   till  Venice  owns  us  for  her  lords. 

Pier.  How  lovely  the  Adriatic  whore, 
Drefs'd  in  her  flames,  will  mine  ?  Devouring  flames  ! 
Such  as  (hall  burn  her  to  the  watery  bottom, 
And  hifs  in  her  foundation. 

Bed.  Now  if  any 

-Amongft  us,   that  owns  this  glorious  caufe, 
Have  friends  or  intereft  he'd  wifh  to  fave, 
Let  it  be  told  :  the  general  doom  is  feal'd 
But  I'd  forego  the  hopes  of  a  world's  empire, 
Rather  than  wcund  the  bowels  of  my  friend. 

Pier.  I  muft  confefs,  you  there  have  touch'd  my 
I  have  a  friend  ;  hear  it !   fuch  a  friend,         [weakness. 
My  heart  was  ne'er  fhut  to  him.     Nay,  I  tell  you  : 
He  knows  the  very  bufmefs  of  this  hour; 
But  he  rejoices  in  the  caufe,    and  loves  it : 
We've  chang'd  a  vow  to  live  -and  die  together, 
And  he's  at  hand  to  ratify  it  here. 
Ren.  How  !  all  betray'd  ! 

Pier. 
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Pier.  No — I've  dealt  nobly  with,  you, 
I've  brought  my  all  into  the  public  flock  : 
I'd  but  one  friend,  and  him  I'll  fhare  amongftyou: 
Receive  and  cherifh  him ;  or  if,  when  feen 
And  fearch'd,  you  find  him  worthlefs  ;  as  my  tongue 
Has  lodg'd  this  fecretin  his  faithful  breaft, 
To  eafe  your  fears,  I  wear  a  dagger  here 
Shall  rip  it  out  again,  and  give  you  reft. 
Come  forth,  thou  only  good  I  e'er  could  boaft  of. 

Enter  Jaffier,  with  a  dagger. 

Bed.  His  prefence  bears  the  {hew  of  manly  virtue. 
Jajf\  I  know  you'll  wonder  all,    that  thus  uncall'd 
-   I  dare  approach  this  place  of  fatal  councils ; 
But  I'm  amongft  you,  and  by  Heav'n  it  glads  me 
To  fee  fo  many  virtues  thus  united 
To  reftore  juftice,    and  dethrone  oppreflion. 
Command  this  fword,  if  you  would  have  it  quiet, 
Into  this  breaft  ;  but^  if  you  think  it  worthy 
To  cut  the  throats  of  reverend  rogues  in  robes, 
Send  me  into  the  curs'd  aflembled  fenate  : 
It  ftirinks  not,  tho'  I  meet  a  father  there. 
Would  you  behold  this  city  flaming  ?  here's 
A  hand  mall  bear  a  lighted  torch  at  noon 
To  th'  arfenal,  and  fet  its  gates  on  fire. 
Ren.  You  talk  this  well,  fir. 

Jajf,  Nay by  heaven  I'll  do  this. 

Come,  come,  I  rrad  dfftruft  in  all  your  faces  : 

You  fear  me  villain,   and  indeed  it's  odd 

To  hear  a  ftranger  talk  thus,  at  firft  meeting, 

Of  matters  that  have  been  fo  well  debated  ; 

But  I  come  ripe  with  wrongs,   as  you  with  councils. 

1  hate  this  fenate,  am  a  foe  to  Venice  ; 

A  friend  to  none,  but  men  refolv'd  like  me 

To  pufh  on  mifchief.     Oh  !    did  you  but  know  me, 

I  need  not  talk  thus  !' 

Bed.  Pierre,  I  muft  embrace  him, 
My  heart  beats  to  this  man,   as  if  it  knew  him. 
Ren.  I  never  lov'd  thefe  huggers. 
Jaff.  Still  I  fee 
The  caufe  delights  me  not.     Your  friends  furvey  me 

As  I  were  dangerous — ; But  I  come  arm'd 

Againft  all  doubts,  and  to  your  trufts  will  give 
A  pledge,  worth  more  than  all  the  world  can  pay  for. 

My 
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My  Bsl'videra,     Ho  !  my  Belvidera  ! 

Bed.  What  wonder  next  ? 

Jaff.  Let  me  intreat  you, 

As  1  have  henceforth  hoped  to  call  you  friends, 
That  all  but  the  ambaflador,   and  this 
Grave  'guide    of  councils,    with  my   friend  that    owns 
Withdraw  a  while,  to  fpare  a  woman's  bluihes.        [me, 
[Exeunt  all  but  Bed.  Ren.  Jaff.  Pier, 

Red.   Pierre,  whither  will  this  ceremony  kad  us  ? 

Jaff.   My  Bel-videra  !  Bel-videra! 
Enter  Belvidera ! 

£d.  Who, 

Who  calls  fo  loud  at  this  late  peaceful  hour  ? 
That  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  whifpers, 
And  fill  my  ears  with  the  foft  breath  of  love. 
Thou  hourly  image  of  my  thoughts,  where  art  thou  ? 

Jaff.  Indeed  'tis  late. 

'  Bel.  Oh  !  I  have  flept  and  dreamt, 
*  And  dreamt  again.  Where  haft  thou  been,  thou  loiterer? 
'  Tho'  my  eyes  clos'd,  my  arms  have  {till  been  open'd  : 
'  Stretch'd  every  way  betwixt  my  broken  {lumbers, 
4  To  fearch  if  thou  wer't  come  to  crown  my  reft  : 
'  There's  no  repofe  without  thee :  oh  !    the  day 
'  Too  foon  will  break,  and  wake  us  to  our  forrow. 
'  Come,  come  to  bed,  and  bid  thy  cares  good  night. 

*  Jaff.   O  Belvidera  !  we  muft  change  the  fcene, 
'  In  which  the  part  delights  of  life  were  tafted : 
'  The  poor  fleep  little  ;  we  muft  learn  to  watch 
'  Our  labours  late,    and  early  every  morning  ; 
'  'Midft  winter  frofts,  thin  clad  and  fed  with  fparing, 
'  Rife -to  our  toils,   and  drudge  away  the  day.' 

Bel.  Alas  !   where  am  I  !   whither  is't   you  lead  me? 
Methinks  I  read  diftra&ion  in  your  face, 
Something  lefs  gentle  than  the  fate  you  tell  me. 
You  fhake  and  tremble  too  !  your  blood  runs  cold  ! 
•Heav'ns  guard  my  love,  and  blefs  his  heart  with  patience, 

Jaff.  That  I  have  patience,  let  our  fate  bear  witnefs, 
Who  has  ordain'd  it  fo,  that  thou  and  I, 
(Thou,  the  -divineft  good  man  e'er  poflefs'd, 
And  I,  the  wretched'ft  of  the  race  of  man) 
This  very  hour,  without  one  tear,  muft  part. 

Bel.  Part !   muft  we  part  ?  Oh,  arn  1  then  foi  fikcn  ': 
'  Will  my  love  caft  me  off?  Have  n'v  finsfbrtuttes 
'  Offended  him  fo  highly,  th:it  he'':] 
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Why  drag  you  from  me  ;  whither  are  you  going  ? 
jVly  dear !   my  life  !    my  love  ! 
Jof   O,  friend! 
Bel,   Sjseak  to  me. 
Jujf.  Take  her  from  my  heart. 
She'll  gain  fuch  hold  elfe,   I  ihall  ne'er  get  loofe. 
I  charge  thee  take  her,   but  with  tender'it  care 
Relieve  her  troubles,  and  affwage  her  forrows. 

-/?*?«.  Rife,  madam,  and  command  amongft  your  fervants, 
Jnff'.  To  you,  fir,  and  your  honour,  I  bequeath  her, 
And  with  her  this  ;  when  I  prove  unworthy — 

[Gives  a  dagger, 

You  knpw  the  reft Then  firike  it  to  her  heart  \ 

And  tell  her,  he  who  three  whole  happy  years 
Lay  in  her  arms,   and  every  night  repealed 
The  pafiionate  vows  ftill  of  increaiing  love, 
Sent  that  reward  for  all  her  truth  and  fuffsrings. 
'  Bel.  Nay,  tr.ke  my  life,  iince  he  has  fold  it 
Or  fend  me  to  fome  diilant  clime  your  flave,  [cheaply  j 
But  let  it  be  far  off,  left  Ihy  complainings 
Should  reach  his  guilty  ears,  and  (hake  his  peace. 
'•  Jiff-   No,  Belviaera,  I've  conlriv'd  thy  honour, 
Trait  to  my  faith,  and  be  but  fortune  kind 
To  me,   as  I'll  preferve  that  faith  unbroken  ; 
When  next  we  meet,  I'll  lift  thee  to  a  height 
Shall  gather  all  the  gasing  world  about  tlvc', 
To  wonder  what  ilrange  virtue  phic'd  thee  there, 

But,  if  we  ne'er  meet  more' 

Bel.   O  !   thou  unkind  one; 

Ne'er  meet  more  !  have  J  deferv'd  this  from  von  ; 
Look  on  me,   tell  me,  fpeak,  thou  dear  deceive! , 
Why  am  I  feparatcd  from  thv  love  r 
If  J  am  falfe,   accufe  me,  but  if  true, 
Don't,  prithee  don't,  in  povertv  fo-.fake  me, 
But  pity  the  fad  heart  that's  torn  with  parting. 
Yet  hear  me  ?  yet  recall  me—  [Ex.  Ren.  Bed.  ^WBclv, 
'  yaff\   O   my  eyes,  my  heart-llrings ! 

*  Look  not  that  way,  but  turn  yourfelves  a  while 

*  Into  my  chart,    and  be  wean'd  ;u together.' 
My  friend,  where  art  thou  r 

Pier.  H^re,  my  honour's  brother. 
Jajf.  Is  Bel'videra  gone  ? 
Pier.   Renault  has  led  her 

to  her  own  apartment;  but,  by  Heav'n, 

Thou 
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Thou  muH:  not  fee  her  more,  till  our  work's  O'.er. 

Jaf.  Not  fee  her  ! 

Pier.   Not  for  your  life, 

Jaff.  O  .Pierre,    were  fhe  but  here, 
I  tow  I  would  pull  her  down  into  ray  heart, 
Craze  on  her,  till  my  eye-firings  crack'd  with  love  ; 
(  Till  all  my  finews,  with  its  fire  extended, 
'  Fix'd  me  upon  the  rack  of  ardent  longing  :' 
Then,  fweliing,  fighrng,  raging  to  be  bleR, 
Come,  like  a  panting  turtle,  to  her  breait  ; 
On  her  foft  bofom  hovering,   bill  and  play, 
Confeii  the  caufe  why  laft  I  fled  a\vay  ; 
Own  'twas  a  fault,   but  fwear  to  give  it  o'er, 
And  never  follow  falfe  ambition  more.  \Excunf. 


*~  1  ^ 
JL 


A     C     T       III. 

Enter  Aquilina  and  bcr  maid. 

ELL  him  I  am  gone  to  bed  ;  tell  him  I 
am  not  at  home  ;  tell  him  I've  belter 
company  with  me,  or  any  thing  ;  tell  him,  in  fliort, 
"  I  will  not  fee  him,  the  eternal  troublefome  vexatioi-s 
'  fool  :  he'.s  worfs  company  than  an  ignorant  phyfician  -- 
'  J'll  not  be  diilnrb'd  at  th'efe  unreafonable  hours. 

•  l\la'ui.  Jjut,  madam  !  he's  here  already,  juftenter'd 
'  the  door. 

'  Jqui.  Turn  him  cut  again,  you  unnecessary,  ufelefs, 
1  g'u'utv-brain'd  afs  :  if  he  will  not  be  gone,  fet  thehoufe  a 
'  fire,  and  burn  us  both  :  I'd  rather  meet  a  toad  in  my  dim, 
4  than  an  old  hideous  animal  in  my  chamber  to  night. 

'  Enter  Antonio. 

'  Ant.  Nacky.  Narky,  Nacky  --  how  doft  do, 
'  Nacky  ?  Hurry,  durry.  I  am  come,  little  Nacky  : 
'  paft  eleven  o'clock,  a  late  hour  ;  time  in  all  confcience 

*  to  go  to   bed,    Nacky  -  Nacky,     did    I  fay?    Ah, 
'  Nacky,  Aquilina,  lina,  lina,  quilina,  quilina,  quilina. 
4  Aquilina,  Naquilina,  Naquilina,  Acky,  Acky,  Nacky, 
'  Nacky,  queen  Nacky  -  come,  let's  to  bed  -  • 

*  you  fubbs,  you  pug  you  -  you  little  pufs  —  Purree, 
'•  Tuzzy  —  I  am  a  fenator. 

B   2  «  Aui. 
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'  Aqui.  You  are  fool,  I  am  fare. 

'  Ant.  May  he  fo  too,  fweatheart :  never  the  worfs 
'  fenator  for  all  that.  Come,  Nacky,  Nacky,  let's 
'  have  a  game  at  romps,  Nacky. 

'  Aqui.  You  would  do  well,  fignor,  to  be  troublefome 
'  here  no  longer,  but  leave  me  to  myfelf ;  be  fober  and 

*  go  home,  fir. 

'  Ant.  Home,  Madona  ! 

'  Aqui.  Ay,  home,  fir.     Whom  am  I  ? 

*  Ant.  Madona,  as  I  take  it,  you  are  my — you  are 
'  — thou  art  my  little,  Nicky,  Nacky that's  all. 

'  Aqui.  I  find,  you  are  rcfolv'd  to  be  troublefome  ; 
'  and  fo,  to  make  fhort  of  the  matter  in  few  words,  I 
•*'  hate  you,  deteft  you,  loath  you,  I  am  weary  of  you,  fick 
'  of  you — hang  you,  you  are  an  old,  filly,  impertinent, 
'  impotent,  felicitous  coxcomb  ;  crazy  in  your  head,  and 
'  lazy  in  your  body;  love  to  be  meddling  with  every  thing, 

*  and,  if  you  had  no  money,  you  are  good  for  nothing. 

'  Ant.  Good  for  nothing  !  Hurry  durry,  I'll  try  that 
'  prefently.  Sixty-one  years  old,  and  good  for  nothing  ! 

*  that's  brave:   [To  the  maid.]  Come,  come,  come  Mrs. 

*  Fiddle-faddle,  turn  you  out  for  a  feafon  :  go,  turn  out, 
'  I  fay,  it  is  our  will  and  pleafure   to  be  private  fome 

'  moments — out,  out,  when  you  are  bid  to {Puts  her 

4  out  and  locks  the  door]  Good  for  nothing  you  fay  ? 

*  Aqui.  Why,  what  are  you  good  for  ? 

'  Ant.  In  the  firft  place,  madam,  I  am  old,  and  con- 
4  fequently  very  wife,  very  wife,  Madona,  d'ye  mark 
'  that?  In  the  fecond  place,  take  notice  if  you  pleafe, 
'  that  I  am  a  fenator ;  and,  when  I  think  fit,  can  make 

*  fpeeches,  Madona.     Hurry  durry,  I  can  make  a  fpeech 

*  in  the  fenate-houfe,  now  and  then — would  make  your 
'  hair  ftand  an  end,  Madona. 

'  Aqui.  What  care  I  for  your  fpeeches  in  the  fenate- 

*  houle  j  if  you  would  but  be  filent  here,  I  mould  thank 
'  you. 

'  Ant.  Why  I  can  make  fpeeches  to  thee  too,  my 
'lovely  Madona;  for  example — My  cruel  fair  one, 

*  [Takes  out  apurfe,  and  at  every  paufe  Jbakes  it~\  fince  h 
'  is  my  fate,  that  you  fhould,  with  your  fervaht,  angry 
'  prove  ;  tho'  late  at  night — I  hope  'tis  not  too  late  with 

*  this,  to  gein  reception  for  my  love — There's  for  thee, 
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*  my  little  Nicky   Nacky— take  it,  here  take  it — I  fay 
'  take  it,  or  I'll  throw  it  at  your  head — how  now  rebel  .J 

4  Aqui.  Truly,  my  illuftrious  fenator,  I  inuft  confefs, 
'  your  honour  is  at  prefent,  moft  profoundly  eloquent 
'  indeed. 

'  Ant.   Very  well  :  come,    now  let's  fit    down,  atui 

*  think  upon't  a  little — come,  fit,   I  fay — fit  down  by 
'  me    a  little,  my  Nicky   Nacky.       -*—~[Sifs  down.] 
'  Hurry  durry — good  for  nothing — 

4  Aqui.  No,  fir,  if  you  pleafe,  I  can  know  my 
'  diitance,  and  ftand. 

4  Ant.  Stand  !  how,   Nacky   up,  and  I  down  ?  Nay 

*  then,  let  me  exclaim  with  the  poet, 

4  Shew  me  a  cafe  more  pitiful  who  can, 
*  A  Handing  woman  and  a  falling  m^n. 
'  Hurry  durry — not  fit  down — fee  this,  ye  gods ! 
'  You  won't  fit  down  ? 
4  Aqui.  No,   fir. 

4  Ant.  Then  look,  you  now ;  fuppofe  me  a  bull,  a 
4  bafan-bull,  the  bull  of  bulls,  or  any  bull.  Thus  up 
'  I  get,  and  with  my  brows,  thus  bent — I  broo,  I  fay, 
4  I  broo,  I  broo,  I  broo.  You  won't  fit  down,  will  you 

4  [Be/lows  like  a  lull,  and  drives  her  about. 

'  Aqui.  Well,  fir,  I  mufl  endure  this.  \Sbefos  down.] 
'  Now  your  honour  has  been  a  bull,  pray  what  heart 
'  will  your  worfhip  pleafe  to  be  next  ? 

4  Ant.  Now,  I'll  be  a  fenator  again,  and  thy  lover, 
1  little  Nicky  Nacky.  [He  Jits  t>y  her.]  Ah  !  toad,  toad, 
4  toad,  toad!  fpit  in  my  face  a  little,  Nacky,  fpit  in 
4  my  face  prithee,  fpit  in  my  face  never  fo  little :  fpit 
4  but  a  little  bit fpit,  fpit,  fpit,  fpif,  when  you  are 

*  bid,  I  fay  ;  do   prithee   fpit  —  now,   now,   now,   fpitj 
4  what  you  won't  fpit,  will  you  ?  then  I'll  be  a  dog. 

4  Aqui.   A  dog,  my  lord  ! 

*  Ant.  Ay  a  dog — and  I'll  give  thee,  this  t'other 
'  purfe,  to  let  me  be  a  dog — and  ufe  me  like  a  dog  a 

*  little,  Hurry  durry — I  will — here  'tis — [Gives  the  purfe. 

4  Aqui.  Well,  with  all  my  heart.     But  let  me  befeeck 

*  your  dogfhip,  to  play  your  tricks  over  as  faft  as  you  can, 
4  that  you  may  come  to  ftinking  the  fooner,  and  be 

*  turn'd  out  of  doors,   as  you  deferve. 

B  3  «  Ant. 
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'  Ant.  Ay,   ay no  matter   for 

*  move [He  gets    nnder    the    table.}     Now,    bough, 

'  waugh,  waugh,  bough,  waugh. —      [Barks  like  a  d*g. 

'  Aqui.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  fir,  I  bcfecch  you  :  what 
'  is't  you  do  ?  If  curs  bite,  they  muft  be  kick'd,  fir  : 
'  Do  you  fee,  kick'd  thus. 

'  Ant.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart  :  do,  kick,  kick  on  ; 
'  now  I  am  under  the  table,  kick  again — kick  harder 
'  — harder  yet,  bough,  waugh,  waugh,  waugh,  bough. 
'  Odd,  I'll  have  a  fnap  at  thy  fhinj — bough,  waugh 
'  waugh  waugh,  bough odd,  (he  kicks  bravely 

'  Aqui.  Nay,  then  I'll  go  another  way  to  woik  v.irh 
'  you  :  and  1  think  here's  an  inftrument  fit  for  the  pur- 
'  pcfc  ?  \Fetcbes  a  whip  and  a  bell. 

'  What,  bite  your  miftrefs,  h'rra'n  ?  oat  of  doors  you 

'  dog,  to  kennel,  and  be  hang'd bite  your  mii- 

'  trefs  by  the  legs,  you  rogue —  [Sl>e  'whips  him. 

'  Ant.  Nay,  prithee  Nacky,  now  thou  art  too  loving  : 
'  Hurry  durry,  odd,  I'll  be  a  dog  no  longer. 

'  Aqui.  Nay,  none  of  your  fawning  and  grinning  : 
'  but  be  gone,  or  here's  the  difcipline.  What,  bite 

*  your  miftrefs  by  the  leg,  you  mungrel  ?  Out  of  doors 
' hout,  hout,  to  kennel,  firrah,  go* 

'  A.it.  This  is  very  barbarous  uiage,  Nacky,  very 
'  barbarous;  look  you,  I  will  not  go — I  will  net  Air 

'  from  the  door,  that  I  refolve harry  durry,  \vhat» 

'  ihut  me  out  ?  \$he  whips  him  cut, 

'  Aqui.  Ay,  if  you  come  here  any  more  to-night,. 
'  I'll  tiave  my  footman  lug  you,  you  cur !  What  bite 

*  your  poor  miftrefs  Nacky,  firrah  ? 

'  Enter  Maid. 
'  Maid*  Heav'ns  !.  madam,  what's  the  matter  ? 

[He  bowls  at  the  door  tike  a  dig, 
'  Aqui.   Call  my  footmen  hither  prefently. 

'  Enter  two  Footmen. 

'  Maid.  They're  here  already,  madam  ;  all  the  houfe 
is  alann'd  with  a  flrange  noife,  that  no-body  know's 
what  to  make  of. 

'  Aqui.  Go,  all  of  you,  and   turn  that  troublefome 

'  beau  in  the  next  room  out  of  my  houfe — If  ever  I  fee 

him  within  thefc  walls  again,  without  my  leave  for  his 

'  admittance,  you  fneaking  rogues — I'll  have  you  poi- 

'  fon'd,  all  poiibn'd  like  rats ;  every  corner  of  the  houfe 

'  fhall 
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*  fhall  ftiak  of  one  of  you  ;  go,  and  learn  hereafter  to 
'  know  my  pleafure.     So  ;   HCAV  for  my  Pierre. 
'  Thus,  when  the  god-like  lover  is  difpleas'd, 
4  We  facriiice  our  fool,  and  he's  appeas'd.      [Exeunt.' 

S  C  £  N  E  a  chamber-      Enter  Belviaera. 
Bel.  I'm  facrinc'd  !  I'm  fold  !   betray'd  to  lh;une  ! 
Inevitable  ruin  has  incios'd  me  ! 
No  fooner  was  I  to  my  bed  repaired, 
To  weigh  and  (weeping)  ponder  my  condition  ; 
But  the  old  hoary  wretch,  to  whcfe  falfe  care 
My  peace  and  honour  was  entrulled,  came, 
(Like  Tarquin]  ghalily,  with  infernal  iulL 

0  thou  Reman  Lucrcce  ! 

Thou  could'it  find  friends,  to  vindicate  thy  wrong  ! 

1  never  had  but  one,   and  he's  prov'd  falfe  :' 
He  that  fhould  guard  my  virtue,  has  betray'd  it  ; 
Left  me  !   undone  me  !  Oh,  that  I  could  hate  him  ! 
Where  mall  I  go  r  Oh,  whither,  whither  wander  ? 

Enter  Jaffier. 

Jeff.   Can  Belvidera  want  a  rc;'i  ing-place, 
When  thefe  poor  arms  a?e  ready  to  receive  her  ? 
'  Oh  !   'tis  in  vain  to  ftruggle  with  dcfires, 
'  Strong  is  my  love  to  thee  ;  for,  every  moment 
4  I'm  from  thy  fight,  the  heart  within  my  bofom, 
'  Mourns  like  a  tender  infant  in  its  cradle, 

*  Whofe  nurfe  has  left  it.     Come,  and  with  the  fongs 

*  Of  gentle  love,  perfuade  it  to  its  peace. 

'  BeL  I  fear   the  ftubborn    wanderer   will   not  own 
'  'Tis  grown  a  rebel,  to  be  rul'd  no  longer  ;  [me  ; 

4  Scorns  the  indulgent  bofom,  that  firft  lull'd  it; 

*  And,  like  a  difobedient  child,  difdains 

*  The  foft  authority  of  Belvidera. 

4  Jajf-'  There  was  a  time  -  • 

Bel.  Yes,  yes,  there  was  a  time, 
When  Belviderds  tears,  her  cries,  and  forrows, 
Were  not  defpis'd  ;   when,  if  me  chanc'd  tofigh 
Or  look  but  fad  -  there  was  indeed  a  time, 
When  Jajjier  would  have  ta'en  her  in  his  arms, 
Eas'dher  declining  head  upon  his  breaft, 
And  never  left  her,  till  he  found  the  caufe. 
4  But  let  her  now  weep  feas  ; 
'  Cry,  till  (he  rend  the  earth  ;  figh,  till  me  burft 
*  Her  heart  ai'under  ;  Hill  he  bears  it  all, 

B  4  *  Deaf 
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'  Deaf  as  the  wind,  and  as  the  rocks  unfhaken. 

•  Jaff.  Have  I  been  deaf?  Am  I  that  rock  unmov'u', 
'  Againft  whole  root,  tears  beat,  and  fjghs  are  fent? 

'  In  vain  have  I  beheld  thy  forrows  calmly  ! 

'  Witnefs  againft  me,  Heavens,  have  I  done  this  ? 

'  Then  bear  me  in  a  whirlwind  back  again, 

4  And  let  that  angry  dear  one,  ne'er  forgive  me. 

'  Oh  !  thou  too  ramly  cenfureft  of  my  love  ; 

'  Could'ft  thou  but  think,  how  I  have  fpent  this  night, 

'  Dark,  and  alone,  no  pillow  to  my  head, 

'  Reft  in  my  eyes,  nor  quiet  in  my  heart, 

'  Thou  would'ft  not,  Bel-jidera,  fure  thou  wouldft  not 

'  Talk  to  me  thus  ;  but  like  a  pitying  angel, 

'  Spreading  thy  wings,  come  fettle  on  my  breaft, 

'  And  hatch  warm  comforts  there,  e'er  forrows  freeze  it. 

'  Bel.  Why  then,  poor  mourner,  in  what  baleful  corner 
'  Haft  thou  been  talking  with  that  witch,  the  night? 
'  On  what  cold  ftone  hail  thou  been  ftretch'd  along, 
'  Gathering  the  grumbliug  winds  about  thy  head, 
'  To  mix  with  theirs  the  accent  of  thy  woes? 
'  Oh  !  now  I  find  the  caufe  my  love  forfakes  me  : 
'  I  am  no  longer  fit  to  bear  a  ihare 
'  In  his  concernments.     My  weak  female  virtue 
'  JVIuft  not  be  trufted :  'Tis  too  frail  and  tender'. 

Jajf.   O  Portia,  Portia?  What  a  foul  was  thine  ? 

£eL   That  Portia  was  a  woman  ;  and  when  Brutus, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Rome,  (Heav'n  guard  thy  fafety!) 
Conceal'd  from  her  the  labours  of  his  mind  ; 
She  let  him  fee  her  blood  was  great  as  his, 
Flow'd  from  a  fpring  as  noble,  and  a  heart 
Fit  to  partake  his  troubles  as  his  love. 
Fetch,  fetch  that  dagger  back,  the  dreadful  dower,. 
Thougav'd  laft  night  in  parting  with  me  ;  ftrike  it 
Here  to  my  heart ;  and,  as  the  blood  flows  from  it, 
Judge  if  it  run  not  pure  as  Cato's  daughter's. 

'  Jajf.  Thou  art  too  good,  and  I  indeed  unworthy^ 
*  Unworthy  fo  much  virtue.     Teach  me  how. 
'  I  may  deferve  fuch  matchlefs  love  as  thine, 
'  And  fee  with  what  attention  I'll  obey  thee. 

'  Bel.  Do  not  defpife  me:   that's  the  all  I  afk. 

•  Jajf.  Defpife  thee  !  Hear  me 

•  BeL  Oh  !  thy  charming  tongue, 

'  Is  but  too  well  acquainted  with  my  weaknefs ; 

'  Knows, 
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'  Knows,  let  it  name  but  love,  my  melting  heart 
'  Diflblves  within  my  breaft;  till  with  clos'd  eyes 
'  I  reel  into  thy  arms,  and  all's  forgotten. 

'  7"ff-  What  mall  I  do? 

4  Bel.  Tell  me  ;  be  juft,  and  tell  me. 
'  Why  dwells  that  bufy  cloud  upon  thy  face  ? 
'  Why  am  I  made  a  ftranger  r  Why  that  %h, 
'  And  I  not  know  the  caufe  ?  Why,  when  the  world 
'  Is  wrapp'd  in  reft,  why  chufes  then  my  love 
«  To  wander  up  and  down,  in  horrid  darknefs, 
*  Loathing  his  bed,  and  thefe  defiring  arms  ? 
'  Why  are  thefe  eyes  blood-mot  with  tedious  watching :' 
'  Why  darts  he  now,  and  looks  as  if  he  wifh'd 
'  His  fate  were  finim'd?  Tell  me,  eafe  my  fear; 
'Left,  when  we  next  time  meet,  I  want  the  power 
'  To  fearch  into  the  ficknefs  of  thy  mind, 
'  But  talk  as  wildly  then,  as  thou  look'ft  now.' 

Jaff.   O   BelvMera! 

Bel.  Why  was  I  laft  night  deliver'd  to  a  villain  ? 

Jaff.  Ha!  a  villain? 

Bel.  Yes,  to  a  villain!  Why  at  fuch  an  hour 
Meets  thataflembly,  all  made  up  of  wretches, 
'  That  look  as  hell  had  drawn  them  into  league  ?' 
Why,  I  in  this  hand,  and  in  that  a  dagger, 
Was  I  deliver'd  with  fuch  dreadful  ceremonies? 
'To  you,  fer>  and  to  your  honour  I  bequeath  her, 
And  with  her  this :   Whene'er  I  prove  uni'jorthy~~* 
You  know  the  reft — then  ftr ike  it  to  her  heart. 
Oh !  why's  that  reft  conceal'd  from  me  ?  Muft  I 
Be  made  the  hoftage  of  a  hellifh  traft  ? 
For  fuch  I  know  I  am ;  that's  all  my  value. 
But,  by  the  love  and  loyalty  I  owe  thee, 
I'll  free  thee  from  the  bondage  of  thefe  flaves  ; 
Straight  to  the  fenate,  tell  'em  all  I  know, 
All  that  I  think,  all  that  my  fears  inform  me. 

Jaff.  Is  this  the  Roman  virtue ;  this  the  blood> 
That  boafts  its  purity  with  Gate's  daughter? 
Would  me  have  e'er  betray'd  her  Brutus  ? 

Bel.  No: 

For  Brutus  traded  her.     Wert  thou  fo  kind, 
What  would  not  Belvidera  fuffer  for  thee  ? 

Jaff.  I  mall  undo  myfelf,  and  tell  thee  all. 

'  Bel.  Look  not  upon  me  as  lam,  a  woman, 

B  5  '  But 


34  VENICE     PRESERV  'D. 

But  as  a  bone,  thy  wife,  thy  friend  ;  who  long 
Has  had  admifiion  to  thy  heart,  and  there 
Study'd  the  virtues  of  thy  gallant  nature. 
Thy  conftancy,  thy  courage,  and  thy  truth, 
Have  been  my  daily  lefTon :  I  have  learn'd  'em* 
And,  bold  as  thou,  can  fuffer  or  defpife 
The  word  of  fates  for  thee,  and  with  thee  mare  'em, 
'  Jaff.  O,  thou  divineft  power !  look  down  and  hear 
'  My  prayers !  iuftruft  me  to  reward  this  virtue!' 
Yet  think  a  little,  e'er  thou  tempt  me  further; 
Think  I've  a  tale  to  tell  will  fliake  thy  nature, 
Melt  all  this  boafted  conftancy  thou  taik'ft  of, 
Into  vile  tears  and  defpicable  forrows: 

Then  if  thou  fhould'fl  betray  me ! 

Bel.   Shalllfwear? 

"Jaff.  No,  do  not  fwear :  I  would  not  violate 
Thy  tender  nature,  with  fo  rude  a  bond  ; 
But  as  thou  hop'ft  to  fee  me  live  my  days, 
And  love  thee  long,  lock  this  within  thy  breaft  • 
I've  bound  myfelf,  by  all  the  flriftelt  facraments, 

Divine  and  human • 

Bel.  Speak! 

Jajf.  To  kill  thy  father— 
Bel.  My  father ! 

Jo/.  Nay,  the  throats  of  the  whole  fenate 
Shall  bleed,  my  Bel-uidera.     He  amongft  us, 
That  fpares  his  father,  brother,  or  his  friend, 
Is  damn'd.     '  How  rich  and  beauteous  will  the  face 
Of  ruin  look,  when  thefe  wide  ftreets  run  blood  t 
I,  and  the  glorious  partners  of  my  fortune, 
Shouting,  and  finding  o'er  the  proftrate  dead, 
Still  to  new  wade;  whilft  thou,  far  off  in  fafety, 
Smiling,  ihalt  fee  the  wonders  of  our  daring; 
And,  when  night  comes,  with  praife  and  love  receive 

'  me.' 
Bel.  Oh  ! 

*}ajf.  Have  a  care,  and  flirink  not  even  in  thought: 
For  if  thou  do'ft— — — 

Bel.  I  know  it ;  thou  wilt  kill  me. 
Do,  ftrike  this  fword  into  this  bofom  :  lay  me 
Dead  on  the  earth,  then  thou  wilt  be  fafe. 
M,urder  my  father  !  Tho'  his  cruel  nature 
Has  perfecute  J  me  to  my  undoing ; 

Driven 


VENICE     PRESERV'D.  35 

Driven  me  to  bafeft  wants ;  can  I  behold  him, 

With  fmiles  of  vengeance,   butcher'd  in  his  age? 

The  facred  fountain  of  my  life  deftroy'd  ? 

And  can'll  thou  Ihed  the  blood,  that  gave  me  being  ? 

Nay,  be  a  traitor  too,  and  fell  thy  country  ? 

Can  thy  great  heart,  deicend  fo  vilely  low, 

Mix  with  hir'd  Haves,  bravoes,    and  common   ftabbers, 

'  Nofe-Aitters,  alley-lurking  villains !'  join 

With  fuch  a  crew,  and  take  a  ruffian's  wages, 

To  cut  the  throats  of  wretches  as  they  fleep? 

Jajf.  Thou  wrong'ft  me,   Belvidera!  I've  engag'd 
With  men  of  fouls ;  fit  to  reform  the  ills 
Of  all  mankind  :  there's  not  a  heart  amongft  them 
But's  ftout  as  death,  yet  honeft  as  the  nature 
Of  man  firft  made,  e'er  fraud  and  vice  were  famions. 
Bel.  What's  he,  to  whofe  curs'd  hands  laft  night  thou 

gav'ft  me  ? 

Was  that  well  done!  Oh!  I  could  tell  a  ftory, 
Would  rouze  thy  lion  heart  out  of  its  den, 
And  make  it  rage  with  terrifying  fury. 
Jaff'   Speak  on,  I  charge  thee. 
Bel.  O   my  love !  if  e'er 
Thy  Beltiierefi  peace  deferv'd  thy  care, 
Remove  me  from  this  place.     Lalt  night,  laft  night! 
Jiff"-   DiftracT:  me  not,   but  give  me  all  the  truth. 
Bel.  No  fooner  wert  thou  gone,  and  I  alone, 
Left  in  the  power  of  that  old  fon  of  mifchief ; 
No  fooner  was  I  laid  on  my  fad  bed» 
But  that  vile  wretch  approach'd  me,  loofe,  '  unbutton'd, 
'  Ready  for  violation  :'  Then  my  heart 
Throbb'd  with  its  fears  :  Oh,  hew  I  wept  and  figh'd! 
And  fhrunk  and  trembled  !  wifh'd  in  vain  for  him 
That  mould  protect  me  !  Thou,  alas!  wert  gone. 

y^ff.  Patience,  fweet  Heav'n,  till  I  make  vengeance 

fure. 

Bel.  He  drew  the  hideous  dagger  forth,  thou  gav'ft  him, 
And,  with  upbraiding  frniles,  he  faid,  Behold  it : 
^Tbis  if  the  pledge  of  afalfe  hujband's  lo<ve  : 
And  in  my  arms  then  prefs'd,  and  would  have  clafp'd  me ; 
But  with  my  cries,   I  fcar'd  his  coward  heart, 
Till  he  withdrew,  an  \  mutter'd  vows  to  hell. 
Thefe  are  thy  friends !  with  thefe  thy  life,  thy  honour, 
Thy  love,  all  llak'd,  and  all  will  go  to  ruin. 

' 
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Jaff.  No  more,  I  charge  thee  keep  this  fecret  clofe. 
Clear  up  thy  forrows ;  look  as  if  thy  wrongs 
Were  all  forgot,  and  treat  him  like  a  friend, 
As  no  complaint  were  made.     No  more  ;  retire, 
Retire,  my  life,  and  doubt  not  of  my  honour; 
I'll  heal  his  failings,  and  deferve  thy  love. 

Bel.  Oh  !  mould  I  part  with  thee,  I  fear  thou  wilt 
In  anger  leave  me,  and  return  no  more. 

Jaff.  Return  no  more  !  I  would  not  live  without  thee 
Another  night,  to  purchafe  the  creation. 
Bel.  When  mail  we  meet  again  ? 
Jaff.   Anon,  at  twelve 
I'll  fteal  myfelf  to  thy  expe&ing  arms : 
Come  like  a  travell'd  dove  and  bring  thee  peace. 
Bel.  Indeed! 
Jaff.  By  all  our  loves. 
Bel.  'Tis  hard  to  part : 
But  fure  no  falfhood  ever  look'd  fo  fairly. 
Farewel ;  remember  twelve.  [Exit. 

Jaff.  Let  Heav'n  forget  me, 
Wnen  I  remember  not  thy  truth,  thy  love. 
'  How  curs'd  is  my  condition,  tofs'd  and  joftled 
'  From  every  corner  ?  Fortune's  common  fool, 
'  The  jeft  of  rogues,  an  inftrumental  afs, 
'  For  villains  to  lay  loads  of  iliame  upon, 
•  And  drive  about  juft  for  their  eafe  and  icorn.' 

Enter  Pierre. 
Pier.  Jaffier. 
Jaff.   Who  calls? 

Pier.  A  friend,  that  could  have  wifh'd 
T'have  found  thee  otherwife  employ'd.     What,  hunt 
A  wife  on  the  dull  foil !  Sure  a  ilaunch  hufband 
Of  all  hounds  is  the  dulleft.     Wilt  thou  never, 
Never  be  wean'd  from  caudles  and  confections  ? 
What  feminine  tales  haft  thou  been  lift'ning  to, 
Of  unair'd  Ihirts,  catarrhs,  and  tooth-ach,  got 
By  thin-fol'd  (hoes?  Damnation  !  that  a  fellow, 
Chofen  to  be  a  fharer  in  the  deftruftion 
Of  a  whole  people,  mould  fneak  thus  into  corners 
To  wafte  his  time,  and  fool  his  mind  with  love. 
Jaff.   May  not  a  man  then  trifle  out  an  hour 
With  a  kind  woman,  and  not  wrong  his  calling? 
Pier.  Not  in  a  caufe  like  ours. 

J*f. 
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Jfiff.  Then,  friend,  our  caufe 
Is  in  a  damn'd  condition  :  for  I'll  tell  thee, 
That  canker-worm,  call'd  lechery,  has  touch'd  it; 
'Tis  tainted  vilely.     Would'ft  thou  think  it  ?  Renault 
(That  mortify'd  old  wither'd  winter  rogue) 
Loves  fimple  fornication  like  a  prieft; 
I  found  him  out  for  watering  at  my  wife ; 
He  vifited  her  laft  night,  like  a  kind  guardian  : 
Faith,  me  has  fome  temptation,  that's  the  truth  on't.. 

Pier.  He  durftnot  wrong  his  truft. 

Jaff.  'Twas  fomething  late  though, 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  lady's  chamber. 

Pier.  Was  me  in  bed  ? 

Jaff.  Yes,  faith  !  in  virgin  meets, 
White  as  her  bofom,  Pierre,  difh'd  neatly  up, 
Might  tempt  a  weaker  appetite  to  tafte. 
Oh  !  how  the  old  fax  flunk,  I  warrant  thee, 
When  the  rank  fit  was  on  him. 

Pier.  Patience  guide  me  ! 
He's  us'dno  violence? 

Jaff.  No,  no;  out  on't,  violence! 
Play'd  with  her  neck ;  brufh'd  her  with  his  grey  beard  ; 
StruggFd  and  touz'd  ;  tickl'd  her  till  (he  fqueak'd  a  little, 
May  be,  or  fo — but  not  a  jot  of  violence — 

Pier.  Damn  him. 

Jaff.  Ay,  fofayl:  but  hum,  no  more  on't, 
All  hitherto  is  well,  and  I  believe 
Myfelfno  monfter  yet:   '  tho'  no  man  knows 

*  What  fate  he's  born  to.1     Sure  it  is  near  the  hour 
We  all  mould  meet  for  our  concluding  orders : 
Will  the  ambaflador  be  here  in  perfon  ? 

Pier.  No,  he  has  fent  commiffion  to  that  villain  Re- 
To  give  the  executing  charge  :  [nau/f. 

I'd  have  thee  be  a  man,  if  poffible, 
And  keep  thy  temper;  for  a  brave  revenge 
Ne'er  comes  too  late, 

Jaff.  Fear  not,  I  am  as  cool  as  patience. 

*  Had  he  compleated  my  dishonour,  rather 

4  Then  hazard  the  fuccefs  our  hopes  are  ripe  for, 

*  I'd  bear  it  all  with  mortifying  virtue.' 

Pier.  He's  yonder,  coming  this  way  thro'  the  hall ; 
His  thoughts  feem  full. 

Jaff'.  Prithee  retire  and  leave  me 

With 
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With  him  alone  :  I'll  put  him  to  fome  trial ; 
See  how  his  rotten  part  will  bear  the  touching. 

Pier.  Be  careful  then.  [Exit. 

Jaff.   Nay,  never  doubt,  but  truft  me. 
What  be  a  devil,   take  a  damning  oath 
P'or  fhedding  native  blood  !   Can  there  be  a  fin 
In  merciful  repentance  ?  Oh,  this  villain  ! 
Enter  Renault. 

Ren.  Perverfe  and  peeviih:   Whataflave  is  mart 
To  let  his  itching  flefh  rims  get  the  better  of  him  ! 
Difpatchthe  fool  herhufband — that  were  well. 
Who's  there  ? 

Jaff.  A  man. 

Ren.  My  friend,  my  near  ally, 
Thehoftage  of  your  faith,  my  beauteous  charge,  is  very 

Jaff'.  Sir,  are  you  fure  of  that?  [well. 

Stands  me  in  perfect  health  ?  Beats  her  pulfe  even  ; 
Neither  too  hot  nor  cold? 

Ren.  What  means  that  queftion  ?> 

Jaff.  Oh  !  women  have  fantaftic  conftitutions, 
Inconitant  in  their  wifties,  always  wavering, 
And  never  fixt.     Was  it  not  boldly  done 
Even  at  firft  fight,  to  truft  the  thing  I  lov'd 
(A  tempting  treafure  too)  with  youth  fo  fierce 
And  vigorous  as  thine?  but  thou  art  honeft. 

Ren.  Who  dare  accufe  me  ? 

Jaff.  Curs'd  be  he  that  doubts 
Thy  virtue  !  I  have  try'd  it,  and  declare, 
Were  I  to  chufe  a  guardian  of  my  honour, 
I'd  put  it  in  thy  keeping  ;  for  I  know  thee. 

Ren.  Know  me  ! 

Jaf.  Ay,  know  thee.     There's  no  falfhood  in  thee  ; 
Thou  look'ft  juft  as  thou  art.     Let  us  embrace. 
Now  would'ft  thou  cut  my  throat,  or  I  cut  thine. 

Ren.  You  dare  not  do't. 

Jaff.  You  lie,  fir. 

Ren.   How! 

Jaff.  No  more, 

'Tis  a  bafe  world,  and  muft  reform,  that's  all. 
Enter  Spinofa,  Theodore,    Elliot,  Revillido,    Durand, 

Bramveil,  and  the  reft  of  the  confpirators. 
Ren.  Spinofa,  Theodore,  you  are  welcome. 
Spin.  You  are  trembling,  lir, 

Ren. 
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Ren.   'Tis  a  cold  night,  indeed  ;  I  am  aged  ; 
Full  of  decay  and  natural  infirmities?        [Pier,  re-enters. 
We  (hall  be  warm,   my  friends,  I  hope,   to-morrow. 

Pier.  'Twas  not  well  done  ;  thou  fhould'il  have  itroak' J 
And  not  have  gaul'd  him,  [him, 

Jaff.   Damn  him,  let  him  chew  on't. 
Heav'n  !  Where  am  I?  befet  with  curled  fiends, 
That  wait  to  damn  me  !   What  a  df  vil's  man, 

When  he  forgets  his  nature hum,  my  heart. 

Ren.  My  fi lends,  'tis  late:  are  we  affenabled  all  ? 
'  Where's  Theodore? 
'  T/jecd.   At  hand. 
'  Ren.   Spinnfa. 
'  Spin.   Here. 
'  Ren.  B  ram-veil. 
'  Bram.  I  am  ready 
'  R(H.   Durand  and  Brale. 
'  Dur.   Command  us.' 
We  are  both  prepar'd 
Omnes.  All;   all. 
'  Ren.  Mexxana,  Recvilli(fc. 

'  Ternan.  Rctreji;'  Oh  !  you're  brave  men  I  find, 
Fit  to  behold  your  fate,  and  meet  her  fummons. 
To-morrow's  riling  fun  muftfee  you  all 
Deck'd  !n  your  honours.     Are  the  foldiers  ready? 
Pier    All,  a!!. 

Ren.   You,  Durand,  with  your  thoufand  mult  pofiefs 
St.  Mark's;  you,  captain,  know  your  charge  already; 
'Tis  to  fecure  the  ducal  palace  :   '  You, 
'  Brake,  with  an  hundred  more,  mult  gain  the  Secque: 
'  With  the  like  number,  Bramvcil,   to  the  Procura/e.' 
Be  all  this  done  with  the  leaft  tumult  poilible, 
'Till  In  each  place  you  poft  fufficient  guards  : 
Then  fheatheyour  fwordsin  every  breaft  you  meet. 
y°ff-   Oil'  reverend  cruelty  !    damn'd  bloody  villain  ! 
Ren.  During  this  execution,  Durand,  you 
Muft  in  the  midit  keep  your  battalia  fait ; 
And,  Theodore,  be  fure  to  plant  the  cannon 
That  may  command  the  Itreet ;  '  whilft  Re<villidot 
'  Mexzana,   Tcrnon,  and  Retroji  guard  you.' 
This  done,  we'll  give  the  general  alarm, 
Apply  petards,  and  force  the  ars'nal  gates ; 
Tnen  fire  the  city  round  in  feveral  places, 

Of 
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Or  with  our  cannon  (if  it  dare  refift) 
Batter  to  ruin.     But  above  all  I  charge  you, 
Shed  blood  enough;  fpare  neither  fex  nor  age, 
Name  nor  condition  ;  if  their  lives  a  fenator 
After  to-morrow,  though  the  dulleft  rogue 
That  e'er  faid  nothing,  we  have  loft  our  ends. 
If  poffible,  let's  kill  the  very  name 
Of  fenator,  and  bury  it  in  blood. 

Jajf.  Mercilefs,  hornet  flave — Ay,  blood  enough  ! 
Shed  blood  enough,  old  Renault !  how  thou  charm'ft  me ! 

Ren.  But  one  thing  more,  and  then  farewel,    till  fate 
Join  us  again  or  fep?rate  us  for  ever: 
Firit  let's  embrace.     Heav'n  knows  who  next  {hall  thus 
Wing  ye  together :  but  let  us  all  remember, 
We  wear  no  common  caufe  upon  our  fword. 
Let  each  man  think,  that  on  his  fingle  virtue 
Depends  the  good  and  fame  of  all  the  reft; 
Eternal  honour,  or  perpetual  infamy. 
'  Let  us  remember,  through  what  dreadful  hazards 

*  Propitious  fortune  hitherto  has  led  us : 

*  How  often  on  the  brink  of  fome  difcovery 

*  Have  we  ftood  tottering,  yet  ftill  kept  our  ground 

*  So  well,  that  the  bufieft  fearcher  ne'er  could  follow 

*  Thofe  fubtle  tracks,  which  puzzled  all  fufpicion?' 
You  droop,  fir. 

Jaff".  No  ;  with  moft  profound  attention 
I've  heard  it  all,  and  wonder  at  thy  virtue. 

'  Ren.  Tho'  there  be  yet  few  hours  'twixt  them  and 
'  Are  not  the  fenate  luil'd  in  full  fecurity,  [ruin, 

'  Quiet  aud  fatisfy'd,  as  fools  are  always  ? 

*  Never  did  fo  profound  repofe  fore-run 

'  Calamity  fo  great.     Nay,  our  good  fortune 

'  Has  blinded  the  moft  piercing  of  mankind, 

'  Strengthen'd  the  fearfulleftr  charm'd  the  moft  fufpecT- 

'  Confounded  the  moft  fubtle  •,  for  we  live,  [ful> 

*  We  live,  my  friends,  and  quickly  fhall  our  lives 
'  Prove  fatal  to  thefe  tyrants.'     Let's  confider, 
That  we  deftroy  oppreifion,  avarice, 

A  people  nurs'd  up  equally  with  vices 
And  loathfome  lufts,  which  nature  moft  abhors, 
And  fu:h  as  without  fhame  (he  cannot  fiiffer. 
Jujf.  O  Belvidera!  take  me  to  thy  arms, 
Aud  mew  me  where's  my  peace,  forlhave  loft  it,  \Exlt. 

Ren, 
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Ren.  Without  the  leaft  remorfethen,  let's  refolve 
With  fire  and  fword  t' exterminate  thefe  tyrants  ; 
And  when  we  mall  behold  thefe  curs'J  tribunals 
Stain'd  by  the  tears  and  fufterings  of  tlie  innocent,. 
Burning  with  flames  rather  from  Heav'n  than  ours, 
The  raging,  furious,  and  unpitying  foldier 
Pulling  his  reeking  dagger  from  the  bofoms 
Ofgafping  wretches ;  death  in  every  quarter; 
With  all  that  fad  diforder  can  produce 
To  make  a  fpeclacle  of  horror  ;  then, 
Then  let  us  call  to  mind,  my  deareft  friends, 
That  there  is  nothing  pure  upon  the  earth  ; 
That  the  moft  valu'd  things  have  molt  alloys, 
And  that  in  change  of  all  thofe  vile  enormicies,* 
Under  whofe  weight  this  wretched  country  labours, 
The  means  are  only  in  our  hands  to  crown  them. 

Pier.  And  may  thofe  powers  above,  that  are  propidoiu 
To  gallant  minds,  record  this  caufe  and  blefs  it. 

Ren.  Thus  happy,  thus  fecure  of  all  we  wifh  for, 
Should  there,  my  friends,   be  found  among  us  one 
Falfe  to  this  glorious  enterprize,  what  fate, 
What  vengeance,  were  enough  for  fuch  a  villain  ? 
Ell.  Death  here  without  repentance,  hell  hereafter. 
Ren.  Let  that  be  my  lot,  if  as  here  I  ftand, 
Lifted  by  fate  among  her  darling  fons, 
Tho'   I  had  one  only  brother,  dear  by  all 
The  ftrifteit  ties  of  nature  ;   '  tho'  one  hour 
'  Had  given  us  birth,  one  fortune  fed  our  wants, 
'  One  only  love,  and  that  but  of  each  other, 
'  Still  fill'd  our  minds  :'  could  I  have  fuch  a  friend 
Join'd  in  this  caufe,  and  had  but  ground  for  fear 
He  meant  foul  play  ;  may  this  right  hand  drop  from  mer 
If  I'd  not  hazard  all  my  future  peace, 
And  ftab  him  to  the  heart  before  you.     Who, 
Who  would  do  lefs ?  Would'il  thou  not,  Pierre,  the  fame  ? 
Pier.  You've  fingled  me,  fir,  out  for  this  hard  queltion. 
As  if  'twere  ftarted  only  for  my  fake  ? 
Am  I  the  thing  you  fear  ?  Here,  here's  my  bofom, 
Search  it  with  all  your  fwords.     Am  I  a  traitor  ? 

Ren.  No  :  but  I  fear  your  late  commended  friend 
Is  little  lefs.     Come,  firs,  'tis  now  no  time 
To  trifle  with  our  fafety.    Where's  this  Jajfier  ! 

Sfin.  He  left  the  room  juflnow,  ia  ftrange  diforder. 

R(H. 
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Ren.  Nay,  there  is  danger  in  him  :    I  obferv'd  him  j 
During  the  time  I  took  for  explanation, 
He  was  tranfported  from  moll  deep  attention 
To  a  confufion  which  he  could  not  fmothcr. 
'  His  looks  grew  full  of  fadnefs  and  furprize, 
'  All.which  betray'd  a  wavering  fpirit  in  him, 
'  That  labour'd  with  relu&ancy  and  forrow.' 
What's  requisite  for  fafety  mufl  be  done 
With  fpeedy  execution  ;  he  remains 
Yet  in  our  power  :  I,  for  my  own  part,  wear 
A  dagger 

Pier.  Well. 

Ren.   And  I  could  wifh  it — — 

Pier.  Where  ? 

Ren.  Bury'd  in  his  heart. 

Pier.  Away  !  we're  yet  all  friends. 
No  more  of  this  !  'twill  breed  ill  blood  among  us, 

Spin.  Let  us  all  draw  our  fword.?,  and  fearch  the  houfe/ 
Pull  him  from  the  dark  hole  where  he  fits  brooding 
O'er  his  col  J  fears,  and  each  man  kill  his  mare  of  him. 

Pier.  Who  talks  of  killing  r  Who's  he'll  ihcd  the  blood 
That's  dear  to  me  ?  Is't  you  ?  or  you,  fir  ? 
What,  not  one  fpeak  !  how  you  ftand  gaping  all 
On  your  grave  oracle,  your  wooden  god  there  ! 
Yet  not  a  word"!  then,  fir,  I'll  tell  you  a  fecret  ; 
Sufpicions  but  at  beft  a  coward's  virtue.  [T'o  Ren. 

Ren.  A  coward \Handhi  his  /word. 

Pier.  Put  up  thy  fword,  old  man  ; 
Thy  hand  makes  at  it.    Come  let's  heal  this  breach  j 
I  am  too  hot  :  we  yet  may  all  live  friends. 

Spin.  Till  we  are  fafe,  our  friendihip  cannot  be  fo. 

Pier.  Again  !  Who's  that  } 

Spin.  'Twas  I. 

Theod.  And  I. 

Ren.  And  I. 

Ota.  And  all. 

\  Ren.  Who  are  on  my  fide  ? 

Spin.  '  Every  honeft  fword.' 
Let's  die  like  men,  and  not  be  fold  like  flaves. 

Pier.  Onefuch  word  more,  by  Heav'n,I'll  to  the  fenate, 
And  hang  ye  all,  like  dogs,  in  chillers. 
Why  weep  your  coward  fwords  half  out  their  ihells  ? 
Why  do  you  not  all  "brandifh  them  like  mine? 

You 
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You  fear  to  die,  and  yet  dare  talk  of  killing. 

.#<?».  Gx>  to  the  feruite,  and  betray  us,  haile  ! 
?.--cure  thy  wretched  life  ;  we  fear  to  die 
i.efs  than  them  dar'fl  be  honeft. 

Pier.  T hat's  rank  fallhocd. 

Fear'ft  thou  not  death  :  Fie  there's  a  knavifli  itch 
la  that  fait  blood,  an  utter  foe  to  fmarting. 
Had  Jaffier's  wife  prov'd  kind,  he'd  Hill  been  true. 
Faugh—  how  that  iiinks ! 

Thou  die!   thou  kill  my  friend  !  or  thou  !  or  thou  ! 
•   With  that  lean  vvither'd  face  !' 
Away,  difperfe  all  to  your  feveral  charges, 
And  meet  to- morrow  where  your  honour  calls  you. 
I1!!  bring  the  man.  \vhofe  blood  you  fo  much  thirll  for, 
And  you  ihall  fee  him  venture  ibrycu  fairly — 
Hence  !  hence,  I  fay.  {Exit  Renault  angrily. 

Spin.  I  fear  we  have  been  to  blame, 
And  done  too  much. 

'  Thecd.  'Twas  too  f.ir  urg'dagsinll  the  man  you  lov'd. 

'  Re-v.  Here  take  our  (word  and  crufli  them  with  your 

Spin.  Forgive  us,  gallant  friend.  [reet.' 

Pier.  Nay,  now  you've  found 
The  way  to  melt,  and  caft  me  as  you  will. 
'  I'll  fetch  this  friend,  and  give  him  to  your  mercy  : 
'  Nay,  he  (hall  die,  if  you  will  take  him  from  me. 
'  For  your  repofe,  I'll  quit  my  heart's  beft  jewel  ; 
'  But  would  not  have  him  torn  away  by  villains, 
4  A  fpiteful  villany. 

'  Spin.  No,  may  you  both 
:  For  ever  live,  and  'ill  the  world  with  fame.' 

Pier.   *  Now  ye're  too  kind.1   Whence  arofe  all  this 

difcord  ? 

Oh,  what  a  dangerous  precipice  have  we  'fcap'd  ! 
How  near  a  fall  was  all  we'd  long  been  building  ! 
What  an  eternal  blot  had  itain'd  our  glories, 
If  one,  the  braveit  and  the  belt  of  men, 
Had  fall'n  a  facrifice  ro  ra(h  fufpicion, 
Butcher'd  by  thofe,  whofe  caufe  he  came  to  cherifh  ! 

Oh  !   could  you  know  him  all,  as  1  hr.ve  known  him  ; 

How  good  he  is,  how  jult,  how  true,  how  brave, 

You  would  not  leave  this  place  till  you  had  fcen  him  ;. 

Humbled  yourfelves  before  him,  kjiVd  his  feet, 

And  gain'd  reinifiion  for  the  worft  of  follies. 

*  Come 
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Come  but  to-morrow,  all  your  doubts  fhall  end,  » 

And  to  your  loves,  me  better  recommend,  C 

That  I've  preferv'd  your  fame,  and  fav'd  my  friend,  j 

[Exeunt. 


ACT        IV. 

SCENE  the  Rialto. 
Enter  Jaffier  and  Belvidera. 

Juff.  \  T  7  HERE  dolt  thou  lead  me  ?  Ev'ry  ftcp  I  move, 
VV  Methinks  I  tread  upon  fome  mangled  limb 
Of  arack'd  friend.     O,  my  charming  ruin! 
Where  are  we  wandering  ? 

Bel.  To  eternal  honour. 
You  do  a  deed  fhall  chronicle  thy  name 
Among  the  glorious  legends  of  thofe  few 
That  have  fav'd  finking  nations.     Thy  renown 
Shall  be  the  future  fong  of  all  the  virgins, 
Who  by  thy  piety  have  been  preferv'd 
From  horrid  violation.     Every  ftreet 
Shall  be  adorn'd  with  ftatues  to  thy  honour  ; 
And  at  thy  feet  this  great  infcripdon  written, 
Remember  him  that  propped  the  fall  of  Venice. 

Jajf.  Rather,  remember  him,  who,  after  all 
The  iacred  bonds  of  oaths,  and  holier  friendfhip, 
In  fond  companion  to  a  woman's  tears, 
Forgot  his  manhood,  virtue,  truth,  and  honour, 
To  facrifice  the  bofom  that  reliev'd  him  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  damn  me  ? 

Bel.  O  inconftant  man  ! 
How  will  you  promife  ;  how  will  you  deceive  ! 
Do,  return  back,  replace  me  in  my  bondage, 
Tell  all  thy  friends  how  dangeroufly  thou  iov'ft  me, 
And  let  thy  dagger  do  its  bloody  office. 
4  O  !  that  kind  dagger,  Jaffier,  how't  will  look 

*  Struck  thro'  my  heart,  drench'd  in  my  blood  to  th'hilt ; 
'  Whiltt  thefe  poor  dying  eyes,  fhall  with  their  tears 

*  No  more  torment  thee  ;  then  thou  wilt  be  free  :' 
Or,  if  thou  think'ft  it  nobler,  let  me  live, 

Till  I'm  a  victim  to  the  hateful  luft 

Oi"  that  infernal  devil,  '  that  old,  fiend.  '  That's 
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*'  That's  damn'd  himfelf,  and  would  undo  mankind. 
Lait  night,  my  love  ! 

Jf.ff.  Name  it  not  again  : 
It  mews  a  beaftly  image  to  my  fancy, 
Will  wake  me  into  madnefs.     '  Oh,  the  V'illain  ! 
That  duril  approach  fuch  purity  as  thine 
On  terms  fovile;'  Deftru&ion,  fwift  deftruclion, 
?all  on  my  coward  head,  '  and  make  my  name 
The  common  fcorn  of  fools,  if  I  forgive  him  : 
If  I  forgive  him  !  If  I  not  revenge 
With  utmoft  rage,  and  moil  unilaying  fury, 
Thy  fufferings,  thou  dear  darling  of  my  life.' 
Bel.  Delay  no  longer  then,  but  to  the  fenate, 
And  tell  the  difmal'Jl  irory  ever  utter'd  : 
Tell  'em  what  bloodflied,  rapines,  defolations, 
Have  been  prepar'd  :   how  near's  the  fatal  hour. 
Save  thy  poor  country,  fave  the  reverend  blood 
Of  all  its  nobles,  which  to-morrow's  dawn 
Mult  elfe  fee  dead.     '  Save  the  poor  tender  lives 

*  Of  all  thofe  little  infants,  which  the  fwords 

'   Of  murderers  are  whetting  for,  this  moment. 
'  Th'nk  thou  already  hear'it  their  dying  fcreams  ; 
'  Think  that  thou  fee'lt  their  fad  diftrafted  mothers, 

*  Kneeling  before  thy  feet,  and  begging  pity  : 

'  With  torn  difhevePd  hair  and  {beaming  eyes, 
'  Their  naked   mangled  breath,  befmear'd  with  blood  ; 
'   And  even  the  milk,  with  which  their  fondled  babes 
'  Softly  they  hum'd,  dropping  in  anguilh  from  'em  : 
4  Think  thou  feeit  this,  and  then  confalt  thy  heart. 

•  Jaff.  Oh  ! 

'  Bel.  Think  too,  if  you  lofe  tl  is  prefent  minute, 
'  What  miferies  the  next  day  brings  upon  thee  : 

*  Imagine  all  the  horror  of  that  night ; 

*  Murder  and  rapine,  wafte  and  defolation, 

<  Confus'dly  raging:'  Think  what  then  may  prove 

My  Lot ;  the  ravifher  may  then  come  fafe, 

And,  'midil  the  terror  of  the  public  ruin, 

Do  a  damn'd  deed  ;   '  perhaps  may  lay  a  train 

'   To  catch  thy  life  :  then  where  will  be  revenge, 

*  The  dear  revenge  that's  due  to  fuch  a  wrong  ?' 

Jajf.  By  all  Heav'ns  powers,  prophetic  truth  dv-x '•• 

in  thee ; 
For  every  word  thcu  fpeak'ft  ftrikes  thro'  my  heart, 

Like 
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*  Like  a  new  light,  and  (hews  it,  how  'thas  wander'd/ 
Juft  what  thou'il  made  me,  take  me,  Belvia'era, 
And  lead  me  to  the  place  where  I'm  to  fay 

This  bitter  lefTon  ;  where  I  muit  betray 
My  truth,  my  virtue,  conitancy,  and  friends. 
Muft  I  betray  my  friend  ?  Ah  !    take  me  quickly  ; 
.Secure  me  well  before  that  thought's  rer.ew'd  ; 
If  I  relapfe  once  more,   all's  lolt  forever. 

Bel.  Haft  thou  a  friend  more  <lear  than  Bel-videra  ? 

Jajf~.  No  ;   thou'rt  my  foul  itfelf ;  wealth,  friendihipt 

honour. 

AH  prefent  joys,  ar.d  earneft  of  all  future, 
Are  fumm'd  in  thee.  '  Methinks  v.hen  in  thy  arms, 

*  Thus  leaning  on  thy  breaft,  one  minute's  more 

*  Than  a  long  thoufand  years  of  vulgar  hours. 

*  Why  was  fuch  happinefs  not  given  me  pure  ?' 
Why  dafh'd  with  cruel  wrongs,  and  bitter  warnings  ? 
Come,  lead  me  forward,  now,  like  a  tame  lamb 

To  facrifke.     Thus,  in  his  fatal  garlands 
Deck'd  fine  and  pleas'd,  the  wanton  flcips  and  plays, 
Trots  by  th'  enticing  flatt'ring  prieftefs'  fide, 
And  much  tranfported  with  its  little  pride, 
Forgets  his  dear  companions  of  the  plain  ;  1 

Till,  by  her  bound,  he's  on  the  altar  lain, 
Yet  then  too  hardly  bleats,  fuch  pleafure's  in  thepain.  •* 

Exter  Officer  and  fix  Guards. 
Offi.  Stand  !  who  goes  there  ,? 
Hal.  Friends. 

'  Jaff'  Friends,  Relvidera  !  Hide  me  from  my  friends : 
'  By  Heav'n,  I'd  rather  fee  the  face  of  hell, 

*  Than  meet  the  man  I  love.' 

Offi.  But  what  friends  are  you  ? 

JBi'l.  Friends  to  the  fenate,  and  the  ftate  of  Venice. 

Ojfi.  My  orders  are  to  feize  on  all  I  find 
At  this  late  hour,  and  bring  'em  to  the  council, 
Who  are  now  fitting. 

Jaff.  Sir,  you  mall  be  obey'd. 

*  Hoid,  brute,  ftand  ofF!  none  of  your  paws  upon  me.* 
Now  the  lot's  caft,  and,  Fate,  do  what  thou  wilt. 

\Exeunt  guarded. 
SCENE,  the  Senate-houfe, 
Where  appear  fitting  the  Duke  of  of  Venice,  Priuli, 

Antonio,  and  eight  other  Senators. 
Duke.  Antony,  Priuli,  fenators  ofFenice, 

3  Speak, 
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Speak,  why  are  we  aflembled  here  this  night  ? 
What  have  you  to  inform  us  of,  concerns 
The  ftate  of  Venice1  honour,  or  its  fafety  ? 

Pri.  Could  words  exprefs  the  ftory  I've  to  tell  you, 
Fathers,   thefe  tears  were  ufelefs,   thefe  fad  tears 
That  fall  from  my  old  eyes  ;  but  there  is  caufe 
We  all  mould  weep,  tear  off  thefe  purple  robes, 
And  wrap  ourfelves  in  fackcloth,  fuung  down 
On  the  fad  earth,  and  cry  aloud  to  Heav'n  : 
Heav'n  knows,  if  yet  there  be  an  hour  to  come 
E're  Venice  be  no  more. 

All  5  en.   How! 

fri.   Nay,  we  Hand 
Upon  the  very  brink  of  g?ping  ruin. 
Within  this  city's  form'd  a  dark  confpiracy 
To  mafl'acre  us  all,  our  wives  and  children, 
Kindred  and  friends,  our  palaces  and  temples 
To  lay  in  aihes  :   nay,  the  hour  too  fix'd  ;  [ment, 

The  fwords,   for  ought  I  know,   drawn  e'en  this    mo- 
And  the  wild  wafte  begun.     From  unknown  hands 
I  had  this  warning  ;   but,  if  we  are  men, 
Let's  not  be  tamely  butcher'd,  but  do  fomething 
That  may  inform  the  world,  in  after-ages, 
Our  virtue  was  notruin'd,  tho'  we  were.  \_Ancife  without. 
Room,  room,  make  room  for  fome  piifoners •.    • 

'  Sen.  Let's  raife  the  city.? 

Enter  Officer  and  Guards. 

Duke.  Speak,  there.     What  difturbance  ? 

Qffi.  Two  prifoners  have  the  guards  feir,:'d  in  the  ftreet, 
Who  fay,  they  come  to  inform  this  reverend  fenate 
About  the  prefent  danger. 

r./iur  jaffier  find  Qff.cer. 

All.  Give  'em  entrance — Well,  who  are  you  ? 

Jaff.   A  villain, 

Ant.  '  S^ort  and  pithy  :' 

The  man  {peaks  well. 

Jfff.  Would  every  man,   that  hears  me, 
\Vould  deal  fo  honeicly,  and  own  his  title. 

Duke.  'Tis  rumour'd,  that  a  plot  has  been  contriv'd 
Againlt  this  ftate  ;   and  you've  a  mare  in't  too. 
If  you  are  a  villain,  to  redeem  your  honour 
Unfold  the  truth,  and  be  reftor'd  with  mercy. 
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-   Jo/'.  Think  not,  that  I  to  fave  my  life,  came  hither  , 
I  knovv  its  value  better  ;   but  in  pity 
To  all  thofe  wretches,   whole  unhappy  dooms 
Are  fix'd  and  feal'd.     You  fee  me  here  before  you, 
The  fworn  and  covenanted  foe  of  Venice  : 
But  ufe  me  as  my  dealings  may  deferve, 
And  I  may  prove  a  friend. 

Duke.  The  (lave  capitulates ; 
Give  him  the  tortures. 

Jajf.  That  you  dare  not  do  : 
Your  fear  wont't  let  you,  nor  the  longing  itch 
To  hear  a  ftory  which  you  dread  the  truth  of: 
Truth,  which  the  fear  of  fmart  (hall  ne'er  get  from  me. 
Cowards  are  fcar'd  with  threat'nings ;  boys  are  whipt 
Into  confeffions  :   but  a  fteady  mind 
Afts  of  itfelf,  ne'er  aiks  the  body  courfel. 
Give  him  the  tortures !  name  but  fuch  a  thing 
Again,  by  Heav'n  I'll  ihut  thefe  lips  for  ever. 
Not  all  your  racks,  your  engines,  or  your  wheels, 
Shall  force  a  groan  away,  that  you  may  guefs  at. 

'  Ant.   A  bloody-minded  fellow,  I'll  warrant ; 
'  A  damn'd  bloody-minded  fellow.' 

Duke.  Name  your  conditions. 

'Jajf.  For  my fe if  full  pardon, 
Befides  the  lives  of  two  and  twenty  friends, 
Whofe  names  are  here  enroll'd — Nay  let  their  crimes 
Be  ne'er  fo  monftrous,  I  muft  have  the  oaths 
And  facred  promife  of  this  reverend  council, 
That  in  a  full  aflembly  of  the  fenate 
The  thing  I  fwear  be  ratify'd.     Swear  this, 
And  I'll  unfold  the  fecret  of  your  danger. 

*  All.  We'll  fwear.' 
Duke.  Propofe  the  oath. 
Jnff.  By  all  the  hopes 

You  have  of  peace  and  happinefs  hereafter, 
Swear. 

•  AH.  We  all  fwear. 

'  Jajf.  To  grant  me  what  I've  afk'd, 
Ye  fwear  ? 

All.  We  fwear. 

Jaff'.  And,  as  ye  keep  the  oath, 
May  you,  and'  yotir  pofterity  be  blefs'd, 
tDr  curs'd  for  ever. 

2  Jill. 
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All.  Elfe  be  curs'd  for  ever. 

Jaff\  Then  here's  the  lift,  and  with't  the  full  difclofe 
Of  all  that  threatens  you.  [Delivers  a  paper. 

Now,  fate,  thou  hall  caught  me. 

'  Ant.  Why,  what  a  dreadful  catalogue  of  cut-throats 

*  is  here  !  I'll  warrant  you,  not  one  of  thefe  fellows  but 
'  has  a  face  like  a  lion.     I  dare  not  fo  much  as  read 

*  their  names  over.' 

Duke.  Give  order  that  all  diligent   fearch  be  made 
To  feize  thefe  men,  their  characters  are  public. 
The  paper  intimates  their  rendezvous 
To  be  at  the  houfe  of  the  fam'd  Grecian  courtezan, 
Call'd  Aquilina;  fee  the  place  fecur'd. 

'  Ant.  What,  my  Nicky  Nacky!  hurry,  durry  ! 
'  Nicky  Nacky,  in  the  plot — I'll  make  a  fpeech. 

*  Mcft  noble  fenators, 

'  What  headlong  apprehenfions  drive  you  on, 
'  Right,  noble,  wile,  and  truly  folid  fenators, 
'  To  violate  the  laws  and  rights  of  nations  ? 

*  The  lady  is  a  lady  of  renown  ; 

*  'Tis  true,  (he  holds  a  houfe  of  fair  reception, 

*  And,    tho'  I  fay't  myfelf,  as  many  more 
'  Can  fay,  as  well  as  I. 

'  2  &«.  My  lord,   long  fpeeches 
<  Are  frivolous  here,  when  dangers  are  fo  near  us. 
'  We  all  well  know  your  intereft  in  that  lady  ; 

*  The  world  talks  loud  on't. 

*  Ant.  Verily  I  have  done  ; 
1  I  fay  no  more. 

'  Duke.  But,  fince  he  has  declar'd 
'  Himfelf  concern'd,  pray,  captain,  take  great  caul  lor 
•*  To  treat  the  fair  one  as  becomes  her  character  ; 

*  And  let  her  bed-chamber  be  fearch'd  with  decenry.* 
You-,  ynjfler,  mull  with  patience  bear  till  morning 
To  be  our  prifoner. 

Jaff.  Would  the  chains  of  death 
Had  bound  me  fafe,  e'r  I  had  known  rhis  minute. 
I've  done  a  deed  will  make  my  flory  hereafter 
Qaoted  in  competition  with  all  ill  ones,  : 
The  ftory  of  my  wickednefs  mall  run 
Down  thro'  the  low  traditions  of  the  vulgar, 
And  boys  be  taught  to  tell  the  tale  of  Jaffier.' 
Duke.  Captain,  withdraw  vour  prifoncr. 
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Jaff.   Sir,    if  pofllble,  ( lofe  me; 

Lead    me    where    my    own    thoughts    themfelves    may 
Where  I  may  doze  out  what  I've  left  of  life, 
Forget  myfelf,   and  this  day's  guilt  and  falfehood. 
Cruel  remembrance,  how  Oiall  I  appeafe  thee  ? 

[Exit  guarded. 

Offi.   \vjitbout. ~\  More   traitors  ;  room,  room,   make 

Duke.  How's  this,  guards  ?  [room  there. 

Where  are  our  guards  ?  Shut  up  the  gates,  the  treaibn's 
Already  at  the  doors. 

Enter  Officer. 

Ojffi.  My  lords,  more  traitors, 
Seiz'd  in  the  very  aft  of  confultation  ; 
Furnifn'd  with  arms  and  inftruments  of  mifchief. 
Bring  in  the  prifoners. 

Enter  Pierre,  Renault,  Theodore,  Eliot,  Revellido,  Gird 
other  c  onfpirat  ors,  in  fetters. 

Pier.  You,  my  lords,  and  fathers, 
(As  you  are  pleas'd  to  call  yourfelves)  of  Venice  ; 
If  you  fit  here  to  guide  the  courfe  of  juftice, 
Why  thefe  difgrnceful  chains,  upon  the  limbs 
That  have  fo  often  labour'd  in  your  fervicc  ? 
Are  thefe  the  wreaths  of  triumph  ye  beftow 
On  thofe,  that  bring  you  conqueft  home,  and  honours  ? 

Duke.  Go  on  ;  you  mail  be  heard,  fir. 

'  Ant.  And  be  hang'd  too,  I  hope.' 

Pier.   Are  thefe  the  trophies  I've  deferv'd,  for  fighting. 
Your  battles  with  confederated  powers  ? 
When  winds  and  feas  confpir'd  to  overthrow  you  ; 
And  brought  the  fleets  of  Spain  to  your  own  harbours  ; 
And  you,  great  Duke,  fhrunk  trembling  in  yourpalace, 
And  law  your  wife,  the  Adriatic,  plough'd, 
Like  a  lewd  whore,  by  bolder  prows  than  yours. 
Stepp'd  not  I  forth,  and  taught  your  looie  ffinetfaat 
The  tafk  of  honour,  and  the  way  of  greatnefs  ? 
Rais'd  you  from  your  capitulating  fears 
To  ftipulate  the  terms  of  fu'd-for  peace  ? 
And  this  my  recompence  !  If  I'm  a  traitor, 
Produce  my  charge  ;  or  (hew  the  wretch  that's  bafe 
And  brave  enough,  to  tell  me  I'm  a  traitor. 

Duke.   Know  you  one  "Jaff.tr  I  [Con/p.  murmur. 

Pier.   Yes,   and  know  his  virtue. 
His  jullice,  truth,  his  general  worth,  and  fufferings 

i  From 


VENICE     P  R  E  S  E  R  V  '  D.  5.* 

From  a  hard  father,  taught  me  firft  to  love  him. 
Enter  j  affier  guarded. 

Duke.  See  him  brought  forth. 

Pier.  My  friend  too  bound  !  nay  then 
Our  fate  has  conquer'd  us,  and  we  muft  fall. 
Why  droops  the  man  whofe  welfare's  fo  much  mine, 
They're  but  one  thing?    Thefe  reverend  tyrants,  Jaffier^ 
Call  us  traitors.     Art  thou  one,  my  brother? 

Jaff.  To  thee,  I  am  the  falfeft,  verieft  flave, 
That  e'er  bctray'd  a  generous,  trufting  friend, 
And  gave  up  honour  to  be  fure  of  ruin. 
All  our  fair  hopes,  which  morning  was  t'have  crown'd, 
Has  this  curs'd  tongue  o'erthrown. 

Pier.   So,  then  all's  over  : 
Venice  has  loll  her  freedom,  I  my  life. 
No  more  ! 

Duke.  Say  ;  will  you  make  confe/Tion 
Of  your  vile  deeds,  and  truft  the  fenate's  mercy  ? 

Pier.  Curs'd  be  your  fenate  :  curs'd  your  constitution  : 
The  curfe  of  growing  factions  and  divifions, 
Still  vex  your  councils,  fhake  your  public  fafety, 
And  make  the  robes  of  government  you  wear 
Hateful  to  you,  as  thefe  bafe  chains  to  me. 

Duke.   Pardon,  or  death  ? 

Pier.  Death  !  honourable  death  ! 

Ren.  Death's  the  bed  thing  we  aft,  or  you  can  give. 
No  fhameful  bonds,  but  honourable  death. 

Duke.  Break  up  the  council.     Captain,  guard  your 

prifoners. 

j'ajfier,  you're  free,  but  thefe  muft  wait  for  judgment. 

[Ex.  all  tbefcnatort. 

Pier.  Come,  where's  my  dangeon  ?  Lead  me  to  my 
It  will  not  be  the  firft  time  I've  lodg'd  hard  [ftraw  : 
To  do  the  fenate  fervice. 

Jaff-  Hold  one  moment. 

Pier.  -Who's  he  difputes  the  judgment  of  the  fenate  ? 
Prefumptuous  rebel — on —  \Strikti  JafF. 

Jo/.  By  heaven,  you  ftir  not ! 
I  muft  be  heard;  I  muft  have  leave  to  fpeak. 
Thou  haft  difgrac'd  me,  Pierre,  by  a  vile  blow  : 
Had  not  a  dagger  done  thee  nobler  juftice  ? 
-But  ufe  me  as  thou  wilt,  thou  can'ft  not  wrong  me, 

C  2  For 
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For  I  am  fallen  beneath  the  bafeft  injuries  : 

Yet  look  upon  me  with  an  eye  of  mercy, 

With  pity  and  with  charity  behold  me  ; 

'  Shut  not  thy  heart  againft  a  friend's  repentance  :' 

But,  as  there  dwells  a  godlike  nature  in  thee, 

Liften  with  mildnefs  to  my  f applications. 

Pier.  What  whining  monk  art  thou  ?  what  holy  cheat, 
That  would'ft  incroach  upon  my  credulous  ears, 
And  cant'ft  thus  vilely  I  Hence  !  I  know  thee  not ; 
'  Diflemble  and  be  n.ifty.'     Leave,  hypocrite. 
J off.  Not  know  me, '  Pierre  ! 
Pier.  No,  know  thee  not  1  What  art  thou  ? 
7aff*  Jaffier>  tn7  friend,  thy  once-lov'd  valu'd  friend! 
Tho'  uow  deferv'dly  fcorn'd,  and  us'd  molt  hardly. 

Pier.  Thou,  Jajfier .'  thou,  my  once  lov'd  valu'd  friend ! 
By  Heav'ns,  thou  ly'ft  ;  the  man  fo  call'd,  my  friend, 
Was  generous, -honeil,  faithful,  juft,  and  valiant ; 
Noble  in  mind,  and  in  his  perfon  lovely  ; 
Dear  to  my  eyes,  and  tender  to  my  heart : 
But  thou,  a  wretched,  bafe,  falfe,  worthlefs  coward, 
Poor,  even  in  foul,  arid  loathfome  in  thy  afpeft ; 
All  eyes  muft  fhun  thee,  and  all  hearts  deteft  thee. 
Vrithee  avoid ;  nor  longer  cling  thus  round  me, 
Like  fomething  baneful,   that  my  nature's  chill'd  at. 
Jajf.\  have  not  wrpng'd  thee,  by  thefe  tears  I  have  not, 
But  Hill  am  honeil,  true,  and,  hope  too,  valiant  ; 
My  mkd  ftill  fall  of  thee,  therefore  ftill  noble. 
Let  not  thy  eyes  then  fiiun  me,   nor  thy  heart 
Deteft  me  utterly.     Oh  !  look  upon  me* 
Look  back,  and  fee  my  fad,  fmcere  fubmiffion  \ 
How  my  heart  fwells,  as  e'en  'twould  burft  my  bofbci  -3 
Fond  of  its  goal,  and  labouring  to  "be  at  thee. 
What  fliall  I  do  ?  what  fay,  to  make  thee  hear  me?' 
Pier.   Haft   thou    not  wrong'd  me  ?  Dar'il  thou  caH 
That  once-lov'd,  valu'd  friend  of  mine,  [thyfclf 

And  fwear  thou  haft  not   wrong'd  me?  Whence  tiieie 

chains  ? 

Whence  the  vile  death  which  I  may  meet  this  moment  ? 
Whence  this  difhonour,  but  from  thee,  thou  falfe  one  ? 
'     Jftff.  ;All's  true;  yet  grant  one  thing,  and  I've  done 
Pier.  What's  that?  {afking. 

Jaff.  To  take  thy  life,  on  fuch  conditions 
.  The 
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The  council  have  propos'd  :  thou,  and  thy  friends, 
May  yet  live  long,   and  to  be  better  treated. 

Pier.  Life  !   aflc  my  life  !  confefs  !  record  myiclf 
A  villain,  for  the  privilege  to  breathe, 
And  carry  up  and  down  this  curfed  city, 
A  difcontented  and  repining  ipirit, 
Burthenfome  to  itfelf,  a  few  years  longer  ; 
To  lofe  it,  may  be,  at  lait,  in  a  lewd  quarrel 
For  fome  new  friend,  treacherous  and  falie  as  thou  art  I- 
No,  this  vile  world  and  I,  have  long  been  jangling, 
And  cannot  part  on  better  terms  than  now, 
When  only  men,  like  thee,  are  fit  to  live  in't, 

Jaff.  By  all  that's  juit 

Pier.  Swear  by  fome  other  powers, 
For  thou  haft  broke  that  facred  oath  too  lately. 

Jaff.  Then,  by  that  hell  I  merit,  I'll  not  leave  theev 
Till,  to  thyfelf,  at  leaft,  thou'rt  reconcil'd, 
However  thy  refentment  deal  with  me. 

Pier.  Not  leave  me  ! 

Jaff.  No  ;  thou  (halt  not  force  me  from  thee. 
Ufe  me  reproachfully,  and  like  a  flave  ; 
Tread  on  me,  buftet  me,  heap  wrongs  on  wrongs 
On  my  poor  head ;  I'll  bear  it  all  with  patience, 
Shall  weary  out  thy  moft  unfriendly  cruelty  : 
tie  at  thy  feet,  and  kifs  'em,  tho'  they  fpurn  me  ; 
Till  wounded  by  my  fufferings,  thou  relent, 
And  raife  me  to  thy  arms,  with  dear  forgivenefs, 

Pier.  Art  thou.  not— — 

Jaff.  What  ? 

Pier.  A  traitor? 

Jaf.   Yes. 

Pier.  A  villain  ? 

"Jaff.   Granted. 

Pier.  A  coward,  a  moft  fcandalous  coward  ; 
Spiritlefs,  void  of  honour;  one  who  has  fold 
Thy  everlafting  fame  for  fhamelefs  life  1 

Jaff.  All,  all,  and  more>  much  more :  my  faults  are 
numberlefs, 

Pier.  And  would'ft  thou  have  me  live  on  terms   like 
Bafe,  as  thou'rt  falfe— — — .  [thine  ? 

Jaff.  No  ;  'tis  to  me  that's  granted : 
The  fafety  of  thy  life  was  alf  I  aim'd  at, 

C  In 
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In  recompence  for  faith  and  truft  fa  broken. 

Pier.  I  fcorn  it  more,   becaufe  prefery'd  by  thee  j 
And,  as  when  firft  my  foolifh  heart  took  pity 
On  thy  misfortunes,  fought  thee  in  thy  miferies, 
Reliev'd  thy  wants,  and  rais'd  thee  from  the  ftate 
Of  wretchednefs,  in  which  thy  fate  had  plung'd  thee,. 
To  rank  thee  in  my  lift  of  noble  friends  ; 
All  I  receiv'd,  in  furety  for  thy  truth, 
Were  unregarded  oaths,   and  this,  this  dagger, 
Given  with  a  worthlefs  pledge,  thou  fince  haft  ftol'n  : 
So  I  reftore  it  back  to  thee  again  ; 

Swearing  by  all  thofe  powers  which  thou  haft  violated, 
Never  from  this  curs'd  hour,   to  hold  corr.mirnion, 
Friendfhip,  or  intereft,  with  thee,   tho'  our  years 
Where  to  exceed  thofe  limited  the  world. 
Take  it — farewel— for  now  I  owe  thee  nothing. 

Jaff.   Say,  thou  wilt  live  then. 

Pier.   For  my  life,   difpofe  it 
Juft  as  thou  wilt,  becaufe  'tis  what  I'm  tir'd  with, 

Jaff.    O   Pierre! 

Pier.  No  more. 

Jajf.  My  eyes,  won't  lofe  the  fight  of  thee, 
But  languifh  after  thine,   and  ake  with  gazing. 

Pier.  Leave  me — Nay,  then  thus,   thus  I  tnrow  thee, 

from  me; 
And  curfes,  great  as  is  thy  falfhood,  catch  thee.      [Ex. 

Jajf.   Amen. 

He's  gone,  my  father,  friend,  preferver, 
And  here's  the  portion,  he  has  left  me  : 

[Ho/ffs  the  daggf.r  np. 

This  dagger.     Well  remember'd  !    with  this  dagger, 
I  gave  a  folemn  vow  of  dire  importance; 
Parted  with  this,  and  Bel-videra  together. 
Have  a  care,  mem'ry,  drive  that  thought  no  farther  : 
No,  I'll  efteem  it,  as  a  friend's  laft  legacy; 
Treafure  it  up,  within  this  wretched  bofom, 
'  Where  it  may  grow  acquainted  with  my  heart, 
That,  when  they  meet,  they  ftart  not  from  each  other. 
So,  now  for  thinking— A  blow,  call'd  traitor,  villain, 
Coward,  difhonourable  coward  ;  fough  ! 
'  Oh  !  for  a  long  found  fleep,  and  fo  forget  it.* 
Down,  bufy  devil. 

Enter 
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Enter  Beividera. 

Bel.  Whither  mall  I  fly  ? 
VVhere  hide  me  and  my  miferies  together  ? 
Where's  now  the  Roman  conilancy  I  boalled  ? 
Sunk  into  trembling  iears  and  defperation, 
Not  daring  to  look  up  to  that  dear  face 
Which  us'd  to  fmile,  even  o.i  my  faults ;  but,  down,  • 
Bending  thefe  miferable  eyes  to  earth, 
Mult  move  in  penance,  and  implore  much  mercy. 

Jajf.  Mercy!   kind  Heav'n  has  furely  endlefs  ftores 
Hoarded  for  thee,   of  bleffings  yet  untalled  : 
4  Let  wretches,   loaded  hard  with  guilt,   as  lam, 
'  Bow  with  the  weight,  and  groan  beneath  the  burthen, 
'  Creep  with  a  remnant  of  that  ilrength  they've  left 
4  Before  the  footitool  of  that  Heav'n  they've  injur'd. 
O,  Belvideru  !  I'm  the  wretched'ft  creature  [me  ; 

li'er  crawl'd  on  earth.     'Now,   if  thou'ft  virtue  help 
'  Take  me  into  thy  arms,  and  fpeak  the  words  of  peace 
'  To  my  divided  foul,  that  wars  within  me, 
'  And  raifes  every  fenfe  to  my  confufion  : 
'  By  Heav'n,  I'm  tottering  on  the  very  brink 
'  Of  peace  ;  and  thou  art  all  the  hold  I've  left. 

'  Bel.  Alas  !  I  know  thy  forrows  are  moil  mighty  : 
;*  I  know  thou'ft  caufe  to  mourn,  to  mourn,   my  Jajjiert: 

*  With  endlefs  cries,  andnever-ceafmg  wailing  : 
«  Thou'ft  loft ' 

Jaff.  '  Oh  !  I  have  loft  what  can't  be  counted  ;' 
My  friend  too,  Belvidera,  that  dear  friend, 
Who,  next  to  thee,  was  all  my  health  rejoic'd  in, 
Has  us'd  me  like  a  flave,  fhamefully  us'd  me  : 
T would  break  thy  pitying  heart  to  hear  the  ftory. 
What  mall  I  do  ?  Refentment,  indignation, 
Love,  pity,  fear,  and  meni'ry  how  I've  wrong'd  him, 
Diftrati  my  quiet,  with  the  very  thought  on't. 
And  tear  my  heart  to  pieces  in  my  bofom.' 
Bel.  What  has  he  done  ? 
'  Jaff-  Thou'dft  hate  me,  mould  I  tell  t'hec.    ;  I 

'  Set.  'Why  ?  [bear  it ; 

'  jffi/.  Oh!     he  has   us'd  me!    yet,    by  Heav'n,    I 

*  He  has  us'd  mt,.S«/-viJera!  but  firft  fwear,        [terly, 

*  That  when  I've  told  thee,   thou  wilt  not  loath  me  ut- 
'  Tho'  vileil  blots  and  ftains  appear  upon  me  ; 

4  .But  ftill,  at  leaft  with  charitable  goodnefs, 

C-4  'Be 
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'  Be  nenr  me,  in  the  pangs  of  my  affliaion  ; 
4  Nor  fcorn  me,    Belvieitra,  as  he  has  done. 

'  Bel.  Have  I  then  e'er  been   falfe,  that  now  I'm 

'  doubted  ? 

<  Speak,  what's  the  caufe  I'm  grown  into  diftruft  r 
'  Why  thought  unfit  to  hear  my  love's  complaining  ? 

'  Ja/f.   Oh! 

'  Zfr7,  Tell  me. 

4  Jaff.  Bear  ray  failings,  for  they're  many. 
'  O  "my  dear  angel!  in  that  friend,  I've  loft 
'  All  my  foul's  peace  ;  for  every  thought  of  him, 
'  Strikes  my  fenfe  hard,   and  deads  it  in  my  brains  i 
'  Wonld'fl :  thou  believe  it  ? 

'  EeL   Speak.' 
Zj-ajf.-  Before  we  parted, 

K're-ye-t  his  guards  had  led  him  to  his  prifon, 
Full  cf  fevereft  forrows  for  his  fufferings, 
"With  eyes  o'erflowing,  arid  a  bleeding  heart, 
'  Humbling  myfelf,   almoft  beneath  my  nature/ 
As  at  his  feet  I  kneel'd,  and  fued  for  mercy, 
'  Forgetting  all  our  friendfhip,  all  the  dearnefs, 
'  In  which  we've  liv'd  fo  many  years  together,' 
With  a  reproachful  hand,  he  dam'd  a  blow  : 
He  ftr.uck  me,  Bel<videra!  by  Heav'n,   he  ftruck  me  ! 
UufFetted,  call'd  me  traitor,  villain,  coward. 
Am  I  a  coward  ?  Am  I  a  villain  ?  Tell  me  : 
Thou'rt  the  beft judge,  and  mad'ft  me,  if  I  am  fo  ? 
Damnation  \  coward  ! 

Bel.  Oh  !  forgive  him,  J after ; 
And,  if  his  fufferings  wound  thy  heart  already,  • 
What  will  they  do  to-morrow  ? 

J*f>  Ah ! 

Bel,  To-morrow, 

When  thou  malt  fee  him  ftretch'd  in  all  the  agonisa 
Of  a  tormenting  and  a  fhamefui  death  ; 
His  bleeding  bowels,  and  his  broken  limbs, 
Infulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  villain  ; 
What  will  thy  heart  do  then  /  Oh  !  fure  'twill  ftreamy    • 
Like  my  eyes  now. 

Jaff,  What  means  thy  dreadful  ftory  ? 
Death,  and  to-morrow !  broken  limbs  and  bowels ! 
*  Infulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  villain  ! 
'  By  all  my  fears.  I  (ball  ftart  o\it  to  madnds' 

<  With 
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'  With  barely  guefling,    if  the  truth's  hid  longer.' 
Bel.  The  faithleis  ienators,  'tis  they've  decreed, 
They  fay,  according  to  our  friend's  requeil, 
They  fliall  have  death,  and  no  ignoble  bondage  : 
Declare  their  premised  mercy  all  as  forfeited  : 
Falfe  to  their  oaths,  and  deaf  to  interceifion, 
Warrants  are  pafs'd  for  public  death  to-morrow. 
Jaff.  Death  !  doom'd  to  die  !  condemn'd  unheard  ! 

unpleaded ! 

Bel.  Nay,  cruel'ft  racks  and  torments  are  preparing 
To  force  confeflion  from  their  dying  pangs, 
Oh  !  do  not  look  fo  terribly  upon  me  ! 
How  your  lips  (hake,  and  all  your  face  diforder'd ! 
What  means  my  Jove  ? 

Jaff.  Leave  me,  I  charge  thee,  leave  me Strong 

Wake  in  my  heart.  [temptations 

Bel.  For  what? 
Jaff'.  No  more,   but  leave  me. 
Bel.   Why? 

Jaff.  Oh  !    by  Heav'n,  I  love  thee  with  that  fond- 

I  would  not  have  thee  Hay  a  moment  longer  [ne-fj, 

Near  thefe  cnrs'd  hands  ;  are  they  not  cold  upon  thee  ? 

\Piilh  the  dagger  half  out  of  hi 3  Bofemy 

ami  puts  it  tack  again. 

Bel.  No,  everlafting  comfort's  in  thy  arms. 
To  lean  thus  on  thy  breait,  is  fofter  eafe 
Than  downy  pillows,  deck'd  on  leaves  of  rofes. 
Jaff.'  Alas  !  thou  think'ft  not  of  the  thorns 

with  : 

Fly,  e'er  they  gall  thee.     There's  a  lurking  ferpent 
Ready  to  leap,  and  fling  thee  to  the  heart  : 
Art  thou  not  terrify 'd  ? 
Bel.   No, 

Jaff.  Call  to  mind 

What  thou  hail  done,  and  whither  thou  haft  brought  jr.c.  ;• 

Bel.  Hah!    ]  [mifciuei!; 

Jaff.   Where's  my  friend  ?  my   friend,    thou  .  fmiljrig; 

Nay,  Ihrink  not,  now   'tis  too  late ;   '  thou  •fiio«!<iJU' 

have  fled 

'  When  thy  guilt  firft  had  caufe;'  for  dire  revenge 
Is  up,  and  raging  for  my  friend.     He  groans  ! 
Hark,  how  he  groans  !   his  fcreams  are  in  my  efci  - 
Already;  fee,  they've  fix'd  him  on  the  whcd, 

C  5  Ar'u 
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And  new  they  ter.r  him — Murder  !  perjur'd  fenate! 
Murder — Oh! — Hark    thee,  traitrefs,  thou   hall    done 
Thanks  to  thy  tears,  and  falfe  per'fuading  love,      [this ! 
How  her  eyes  fpeak  !  oh,    thou  bewitching  creature  ! 

[Feeling  for  his  dagger. 

Madnefs  can't  hurt  thee.     Come,  thou  Tittle  trembler, 
Creep  even  into  my  heart,  and  there  lie  fafe  ; 
3Tis  thy  own  citadel — Hah — yet  itand  off, 
Heav'n  mutt  have  juftice,   '  and  my  broken  vows 
'  Will  fink  me  elfe  beneath  its  reaching  mercy.' 

I'll  wink,  and  then  'tis  done 

Bel.  What  means  the  lord 

Of  me,  my  life,  and  love  ?  What's  in  thy  bofom, 
Thou  grafp'ft  at  fo  ?   '  Nay,  why  am  I  thus  treated  ? 

['  Jaffier  Dra-ivs  the  dagger,  and  offers  to  flab  her. 
'  What  wilt  thou  do?'  Ah  !  do  not  kill  me,  Jajficr: 
'  Pity  thefe  panting  breafts,  and  trembling  limbs, 
*  That  us'd  to  clafp  thee  when  thy  looks  were  milder, 
'  That  yet  hang  heavy  on  my  unpurg'd  foul  ; 
'  And  plunge  it  not  into  eternal  darknefs.' 

Jajf,  Know,  Bel'uidcra,    when  we  parted  laic, 
I  gave  tnis  dagger  with  thee,  as  in  truft, 
To  be  thy  portion  if  1  e'erprov'd  faife. 
On  fuch  condition,  was  mv  truth  believ'd  : 
But  now  'tis  forfeited,  and  muft  be  p?.id  for. 

[O/ers  to  ftabber  again. 

Eel.  Oh  !  mercy  !  [  MoUgM*g. 

yaff\   Nay,  no  itruggling. 
ReL  Now  then,  kill  me. 

[Leaps  en  bis  neck,  0*9       \ 
While  thus,  I  cling  about  thy  cruel  neck, 
Kifs  thy  revengful  lips,  and  die  in  joys 
Greater  than  any  I  can  guefs  hereafter. 

Jajf.  lam,  1  am  a  coward,  witnefs  Heav'n,. 
Witnefs  it,  eardi,  and  every  being  witnefs: 
'Tis  but  one  blow  !  vet,  bv  immortal  love, 
I  cannot  longer  bear  a  thought  to  harm  thee. 

[He  throws  a^-ay  the  dagger,   and  embraces  her.' 
The.feal  of  Providence  is  furc  upon  thee; 
And  thou  v,ert  born  for  yet  unheard-of  wonder:;. 
O'J  !  thou  wert  either  born  to  fave  or  damn  rne. 
Bv  all  the  power  that's  given  thee  o'er  mv  fuul, 
i]y  thy  refiftlefs  tears  aad  conquering  fmilcs,    : 

•  By 
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'  By  the;vicl.-  that  .fdll.  waits  on  tliee;' 

Fly,  to  thy  cruel  fii-lur,  fave  my  friend, 

Or  all  our  future  quist':,    loii  for  ever. 

Fall  at  his  il-tt,  ding  rc'.ir.d  his  rev'rend  limbs. 

Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes,  and  with  thy  tears, 

Melt  his  hard  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  in  him, 

Crum  him,  in  th'  arms,  torture  him,  with  thy  foftnefs ; 

Nor,  till  thy  prayers  are  granted,  fet  him  free, 

But  conquer  him,  as  thou  halt  conquer'd  me.    [Exeunt. 


ACT         V. 

S  C  E  N  E,  an  apartment  in  Priuli's  hottfe. 

Ente 


WHY,  cruel  Heav'n,  have  my 
Been    lengthen'd   to    this   fad    oner    Oh!    dif- 
And  denthlefs  infamy  have  fall'n  upon  me.        [honour, 
Was  it  my  fault  ?   Am  1  a  traitor  ?  No. 
But  then,  my  only  child,   my  daughter  wedded  : 
There  my  heft  blood  runs  foul,    and  a-difeafe 
Jncurable.has  feiz'd  upon  my  memory, 
To  make  it  rot  and  (link  to  after-ages. 
Curil  -be  the  fatal  minute  when  I  got  her;    , 
Or  \vou'd  that  I'd  been  any  thing  but  man, 
And  rais'd  an  iflue  which  would    ne'er  have  wrbng'd 
The  miferableft  creatures  (man  cxcepted)  [we, 

Are  not  the  lefs  efteem'd,  tho'  their  pofterity  . 
Degenerate  from  the  virtues  of  their  fathers  : 
The  vileft  beafb  are  happy  in  their  offspring^ 
While  only  man  gets  traitors,  whores,  and  villains;  " 
Curs'd  be  the  name,  .and  forne  iwift  blo\v  from  filte, 
Lay  this  head  deep,  where  mine  may  be  forgotten.* 

..    •    Enter  Belvidera  in  a  long  insurning  ov/7. 
Bel.   He's  there,  my  father,    my  inhuman  father, 
That  for  three  years  has  left  an  only  child 
I.xpos'd  to  all  the  outrages  of  fate, 
And  cruel  ruin  !  —  oh  - 
Pri.  What  child  of  for  row 

Art  thou,  thatcom'lt  wrapt  up  in  weeds  of  fadnefs, 
And  mov'fl  as  if  thy  fa-pi  were  tow'rds  a  grave  f 

Bel,. 


60  VENIC-E    PRES'EKV'Dr 

Bel.  A  wretch  who,  from  the  very  top  of  happinefs 
Am  fallen  into  the  loweil  depths  of  miiery, 
And  want  your  pitying  hand  to  raife  me  up  again. 

/  Pri.  Indeed  thou  talk'ft  «s  thou  hadit  tailed  forrows  -t 
'  Would  I  could  help  thee  ! 

'  Bel.  'Tis  greatly  in  your  power  : 

*  The  world  too  fpeaks  you  charitable  ;  and  I, 

'  Who  ne'er  aiked  alms  before,  in  that  dear  hope, 
'  Am  come  a  begging  to  you,  fir. 
'  Pri.  For  what  ? 

'  Bel.  Oh!  well  regard  me,  is  this  voice   a  ftrnnjr 
'  Confider  too,   when  beggars  once  pretend  [one? 

'  A  cafe  like  mine,  no  little  will  content  'em.' 
Pri.  What  would'ft  thou  beg  for? 
Bel.  Pity  and  forgivenefs.  [fT'^rcivs  up  her -veil. 

By  the  kind  tender  names  of  child  and  father, 
Hear  my  complaints,  and  take  me  to  your  love. 

Pri.   My  daughter!  .vt*\   * 

Bel.  Yes,  your  daughter,  '  by  a  mother 
Virtuous  and  noble,   faithful  to  your  honour, 
Obedient  to  your  will,  kind  to  your  wifhes, 
Dear  to  your  arms.     By  all  the  joys  fhe  gave  you} 
When  in  her  blooming  years  fhe  was  your  treasure, 
Ixjok  kindly  on  me  !  In  my  face  behold 
The  lineaments  -of  her's  you've  kifs'd  fo  often, 
Pleading  the  caufe  of  your  poor  caft-off  child. 
'  Pri.  Thou  art  my  daughter. 
'  Bel.  Yes'— and  you've  oft  told  me, 
With  fmiles  of  love  and  chaite  paternal  kifTes, 
I'd  much  refemblance  of  nty  mother. 

•  Pri.  Oh ! 
'  Hadfi  thou  inherited  her  matchlefs  virtues, 

*  I'd  too  been  bleis'd. 

'  Bel.  Nay,  do  not  call  to  memory 

*  My  difobedicncs  j  but  Jet  pity  enter 

*  Into  yaur  heart,  and  quite  deface  th'  impreffion. 

'  For  could  you  think  how  mine's  perplex'd,  with  £ul- 
r  Fears  and  defpairs  diftra£l  the  peace  within  me.     [ncfs, 

*  Oh  '  you  wQuld  take  me  into  your  dear,  dear  arms, 
4  Hover  with  ilrong  compafHon  o'er  your  young  one, 

*  Tofhtftcr  me  with  a  protecting  wing 

v  From  the  black  gather'd  ilorm,  that's  juft,  juft  break- 
Pri.  Don't  talk  thus.  [in?.' 
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BtL  , Yes,  I  msft  :\  and  you  mufl  hear  -too.  • 
I  haveahufband.  ,     , 

Pri.  D a mai  him. 

&?/,  Oh. !  do  not  curfe  him  ; 
He  would  not  fpeak  fo  hard  a  word  towards  you 
On  any  terms,  howe'er  he  deal  with,  me. 

Pri.  Ah  !.  what  means  my  child  r 

'  Bel.  Oh  !  there's  but  this  ihort  moment 
'  'TwLxt  me  and  fate  :  yet  fend  me  not  with  curfi/- 
'  Down  to  my  grave  ;  afford  me  one  kind  biefiing 
4  Before  \ye  part :  juft  take  me  into  your  arms, 
'   And  recommend  me  with  a  prayer  to  Heav'n, 

*  That  I  may  die  in  peace  ;  and  when  i'ra-dead— • 
'  Pri.  How  my  foul's  catch'd  ! 

4  Bek  Lay  me,  I  beg  you,  lay  me 
'  By  the  dear  afties  of  my  tender  mother. 

*  She  would  have  pity'd  me,  had  fate  yet  fpar'd  her. 

«  Pri.  By  Heav'n,  my  aking  heart  forbodes  mtfch  mif- 

•  chief! 
«  Tell  me  thy  ftory,  for  I'm  ftill  thy  father. 

'  Bet.  No  :  I'm  ftill  contented. 

'  Pri.  Speak. 

*  BeL  No  matter. 

<  Pri.  Tell  me  : 
'  By  yon  blefs'd  Heav'n,  my  heart  runs  o'er  with  fotfdi-  ' 

'  Bel.  Oh!     .  [neiV; 

'  Pri.  Utter  it.'  .  . 

Bel.  Oh  !  my  huitand,  my  dear  Kufland, 
Carries  a  dagger  -in  his  once  kind  bofom, 
To  pierce  the  heart  of  your  poor  BelviiUra. 

Pri.  Kill  thee  ! 

Bel.  Yes,  kill  me.     When  he  pafs'd  his  faith 
And  covenant  againft  yojar  ftate  and  fenate, 
He  gave  me  up  a  homage  for  his  truth.:     . 
With,  me  a  dagger  and  a  dire  commiflion, 
Whenever  he  fail'd,  to  plunge  it  thro'  this  bofom. 
I  learnt  the  danger,  chofe  the  hour  of  Jove 
T'  attempt  his  heart,  and  bring  it  back  to  honour. 
Great  .love  prevail'd,  and  blefs'd  me  with  fuccefs  ? 
He  came,  confefs'd,  betray'd. his  dear;  \  friends  .          •     ' 
For  promis'd  mercy.     Now  they're  doom'd  to  fu/Fer;' 
Gall'd  with  remembrance  of  what  then  was  fworn, 
If  they  are  loft,  he  vows  t'  appcafe  the  gods 

a  With 
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With  this  pocr  life,  and  make  my  blood  th'utonemenl. 

Pr'i.  Heav'ns! 

'  Bel.  Think  you  faw  what  pafs'd  at  oar  Lift  parting  ; 
'  Think  you  beheld  him  like  a  raging  lion, 
'   Pacing  the  earth,  and  tearing  up  his  fteps. 

*  Fate  in  his  eyes,   and  roaring  with  the  pain 

*  Of  burning  fury  :   think  you  faw  his  one  hand 
'•  Fix'd  on  my  throat,  while  the  extended  other 

'   Grafp'd  a  keen  threat'ning  dagger  :  Oh!  twas  ''tlu;:. 
'  We  laft  embrac'd,  when,  trembling  with  revenge, 
'   He  dragg'd  me  to  the  ground,  and  at  my  bofom 

*  Prefented  horrid  death.      Cry'd  out,  my  friends, 

*  Where  are  my  friends  ?  fwore,  wept,  rag'd,  threaten'*!, 

'  lov'd, 

«  For  he  yet  lov'd,  and  that  dear  love  preferv'd  me 
'  To  this  laft  trial  of  a  father's  pity. 
«   I  fear  not  death;   but  cannot  bear  a  thought 

*  That  that  dear  hand  fhould  do  th'  unfriendly  office. ' 
If  I  was  ever  then  your  care,  now  hear  me  ? 

Fly  to  the  fenate,  fave  the  promis'd  lives 

Of  his  dear  friends,  e'er  mine  be  made  a  facrijce- 
Pri.  Oh,  my  heart's  comfort  ! 
Bel.  Will  you  not,  my  father  ? 

Weep  not,  but  anfuer,  me. 
Pri.  -By  Heav'n  I  will. 

Not  one  of  them  but  what  fliall  be  immortal.    . 

Canft  thou  forgive  me  all  my  fellies  pait. 

I'll  henceforth  be  indeed  a  father ;   never, 

Never  more  thus  expofe,  but  cheriih  thec, 

Dear  as  the  vital  warmth  that  feeds  my  life,  . 

Dear  as  thefe  eyes  that  weep  in  fondnefs  o'er  thee : 

Peace  to-thy  heart.     Farewel. 
Bel.  Go,  and  remember, 

'Tis  Bellvidera'&  life  her  father  pleads  for.  [Ex.  fevers* Iij. 
Enter  Antonio. 

'  Hum,  hum,  ha  ! 

•'  Signer  Priuli,  my  lord,  Pi-tuft,  my  lord,  my  lord,  my 
lord.  Now  we  lords  love  to  call  one  another  by  our 
titles.  My  lord,  my  lord,  my  lord, — Pox  on  him,  I 
am  a  lord  as  well  as  he.  And  fo  let  him  fiddle — I'll 
warrant  him  he's  gone  to  the  fenate  houfe,  and  I'll 
be  there  too,  fcon  enough  for  fomebody.  Odd — 
here's  a  tickling  fpcech  about  the  plot ;  I'll  prove 

«  there's 
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there's    a  plot  with  a  vengeance — would    I     had   it 
v/ithout  book  ;   let  me  fee — 

'  Moil  reverends  fenators, 

That  there  is  a  plot,  furcly  by  this  time  no  man  that 
hath  eyes  or  understanding  in  his  head  will  prefume  to 
doubt ;  'tis  as  plain  as  the  light  in  the  cucumber — no 
— hold  there — cucumber  does  not  come  in  yet — 'tis 
as  plain  as  the  light  in  the  fun,  or  as  the  man  in  the 
moon,  even  at  noon  day.  It  is  indeed  a  pumpkin-  ' 
plot,  which  juit  as  it  was  mellow,  we  have  gather'd, 
and  now  we  have  gatker'd  it,  prepar'd  and  drefs'd  it, 
{hail  we  throw  it  like  a  pickled  cucumber  out  of  the 
window-?  No  :  that  it  is  not  only  a  bloody,  horrid,  ex- 
ecrable, damnable,  and  audacious  plot ;  but  it  is  as  I 
may  fo  fay,  a  fancy  plot:  and  we  all  know,  mort reve- 
rend fathers,  that  what  is  fauce  for  a  goofe  is  fauce  for  a 
gander:  therefore,  I  fay,  as  thofe  blood-thirfty  ganders 
of  the  confpiracy  would  have  deilroy'd  us  geefe  of  the 
fenate,  let  us  make  haile  to  deitroy  them  ;  fo  I  hum-  ' 
bly  move  for  hanging — Hah!  hurry  durry, — I  think 
this  will  do;  though  I  was  fomething  out  at  firlr,1 
about  the  fun  and  the  cucumber. 

'  Enter  Aquilina. 

'  Aqui.  Good  morrow,  fenator. 

*  Ant.  Nack\7,  my  dear  Nacky  ;  morrow,  Nncky,  odd 
'  I  am  very  brift,  very  merry,  very  pert,  very  jovial  — 
'  ha  a  a  a  a — kifj  me,  Nacky  !  how  doll  thou  do,  my  little 
'  toryrbry  ilrumpet  ?  Kifs  me,  I  fay,  huffy,  kifs  me. 

'  Aqui.    Kifs  me,  Nacky  !   hang  you,   iir  coxcomb  ;  ' 
4  hang  you,  fir. 

*  Ant.  Huity   taity,  is   it    fo   indeed  ?  With    all    my 
'  heart,   faith — H.:y,  then  up  PO  ive.     Faith,  bey — then  up 
1  go  we,  dum  dum  derum  dump.  \fings* 

'  Aqui.  S^gn'or. 
'  A  fit.   Maclona. 

*  Aqui.  Do  you  intend  tp  die  in  your  bed  ? 

'  Ant.   About  threcfcore   years  hence   much  may  be 
'  done,  my  dear. 

'  Aqui.  You'll  be  hang'd,   Signer. 

'  Ant.  Kar.g'd,  f.veet-heart,  prithee  be  quiet;  hnng'd 
'  quoth-a;  that's  a  merry  conceit  with  all   my  heart;' 
'  why  thou  jok'il,  Nacky;    thou  art  given  to  joking, 
'  I'll  fvvcar.     Well,  I  proteft,    Nacky,  nav  I  m'uft  pro- 

«  teft, 
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'  teft,  and  will  proteft,  that  I  love  joking  deafly,,  mart* 
'  And  I  love  thee  for  joking,  and  I'll  kifs  thee  for  jo- 
'  king,  and  tow  fe  thee  for  joking;  and  odd,  I  have  a 
'  devilifh  mind  to  take  thee  afide  about  that  bufmefs 

*  for  joking  too,  odd  I  have  ;   and  Hey,  then  up  tve  g&, 

*  dum  dum  derum  dump. 


Aqui.  See  you  this,   fir  ?  [jDr«<iur  a  dagger 

<  Ant.  O  laud,  a  dagger !   Oh,   laud  !  it  is  naturally 

*  my  averfion,  I  cannot  endure  the  fight  on't ;  hide  it  for 
'   Heaven's  fake  ;  I  cannot  look  that  way  till  it  begone 
'  >— hide  it,  hide  it,  oh  !  oh  !  hide  it. 

'  Aqui.  Yes,  in  your  heart  I'll  hide  it. 

•  ^nt.  My  heart !  what  hide  a  dagger  in  my  heart's 

*  blood! 

'  Aqui.  Yes,  in  thy  heart,  thy  throat,  thou  pamper'd 

devil  j 

'  Thou  haft  help'd  to  fpoil  my  peace,  and  I'll  have  ven- 
geance 

*  On  thycurs'd  life,  for  all  the  bloody  fenate, 

'  The  peijur'dfaithlefs  fennte.     Where's  my  lord, 
'  My  happinefs,  my  love,  my  god,  my  hero, 

*  Doom'd  by  thy  accurfed  tongue,  among  the  reft, 

*  T'a  mameful  rack  ?  By  all  the  rage  that's  in  me, 
'  Fll  be  whole  years  in  murdering  thee. 

•  Ant  Why,  Nacky, 

*  Wherefore  fo  paifionate  ?  What  have  I  done  ?  What's 
'  the  matter,  my  dear  Nacky  ?  Am  not  I  thy  love,  th'y 
'  happuiefs,   thy  lord,  thy  hero,  thy  fenator,  and  every 
4  thing  in  the  world,  Nacky. 

'  Aqui.  Thou  !  think'lt  thou,  thou  art  fit  to  nicet  my 

*  TO  bear  the  eager  clafp  of  my  embraces  ?          [  jovs 
'  Give  me  Pierre,  or 

'  Ant.  Why,  he's  to  be  hang'd,  little  Nacky  j 
«  Trufs'd  up  for  treafon.  and  fo  forth,  child. 

•  Aqui.  Thctu-ly'ft  ;  flop  down  thy  throat  that  belli  fit 


fentence, 


1  Or  Ms  thy  |aft  :  fwear  that  my  love  mall  live, 
'  Or  thou'rtdead. 

•  ^*>.rAh!hhh. 

'  Aqui.  Swear  to  recall  his  doom  ; 
'  Swear  a,t  my  feet,  and  tremble  at  my  fury. 

•  Ant".  I  do  !  Now  if  fhe  would  but  kick,  a  1'ttle  bit  ;  - 
•  one  kick  now,  Ah!  hhh. 

•  >/*«/. 
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*  slant    Swear  or - 

*  A.it,  I  do  by  thefe  dear  fragrant  foots   and   litrle 
'  toes,  fweet  as  e  e  e  e,  my  Nacky,  Nacky,  Nacky, 
'  faith  and  troth. 

'  Aqiti.   How  ! 

'  Ant.    Nothing  but  untie  thy  fboe-ftrings  a  litt?c, 

•  that's  all,  that's  all,  as  I  hope  to  live  Nacky,  that's  a!l,c.li . 

'  Aqni.  Nay,  then —  t 

*  Ant.  Hold  j  hold ;  thy   love,  thy  lord,    thy  hero, 
'  flialibepreferv'dandfafe. 

'  Aqui.  Or  may  this  poniard 
'  Rult  in  thy  heart. 
•«•</»/.    With  all  my  foul. 

'  Aqui.   Farewel.  [jp.»;  . 

'  Ant.   Adieu.     Why,  what  a    bloody-minded  ir.v<> 

*  terate,  termagant  ftrumpet,  have  I  been  plagu'd  with T  , 
'  Oh  !  h  h  !  yet  no  more  !    nay,  then  I  die,  I  die — I'm 

'  dead  already.  [Stretches  kimftlf  out, 

SCENE,  changes  to  a  Garde*.      Enter  Jaffier. 
Jajf.  Final  deftruftion  feize  on  all  the  world. 
Bend  down,   ye  Heav'ns,  and  fliutting  round  this  earth, 
Crufh  the  vile  globe  into  its  firft  confufion  ; 
Scorch  it  With  elemental  flames,  to  one  curs'd  cinder, 
And  all  us  little  creepers  in't,  call'd  men, 
Burn,  burn  to  nothing:   but  let  Venice  burn, 
Hotter  than  all  the  reft  :  here  kindle  hell, 
Ne'er  jo  eXtinguifh  ;  and  let  fouls  hereafter 
Groan  here,  in  all  thofe  pains  which  mine  feels  now.1 
Enter  Belvidera. 

^/.%llfe {Mietinglim. 

Jaff.  My  plague [Turning  from  her. 

Bel.  Nay,    then  I  fee  my  ruin. 
If  Imuftdie! 

'  Jaff.  No,  death's  this  day  too  bufy  ; 
Thf  father's  ill-tim'd  mercy  came  too  late. 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  labours  though  ;  and  him  too  : 
But  all  my  poor,  betray'd,  unhappy  friends, 
Have  fummons  to  prepare  for  fate's  black  hour  ;. 
And  yet  I  live. 

4  Bel.  Then  be  the  next  my  doom  : 
I  fee,  thou  hart  pafs'd  my  fentence  iu  thy  heart* 
And  I'll  no  longer  weep,   or  plead  againft  it, 
JBut,  with  tlie  humbled,  moft  obedient  patience, 

'  Meet 
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*  Meet  thy  dear  ha*nds,  and  kifs  'em  when  they-  wound* 
'  Indeed  I  am  willing,  but  1  beg  thee  do  it  [me. . 

'•  With  fome  remorfe  ;  and  when  thon  giv'ft  the  blow, 
1  View  me  with  eyes  of  a  relenting  love, 
'  And  fhe\v  me  pity,  for  'twill  fweeten  jufiice. 

'  Jaff-   Shew  pity  to  thee  I 

'  Bel.   Yes  ;  and  when  thy  hands, 
'  Charg'd  with  my  fate,  come  trembling  to  the  deed, 
'  As  thou  halt  done  a  thoufand  thoufand  times 
'  To  this  poor  breaft,  when  kinder  rage  hath  brought  thee., . 
'When  our  {lung  hearts  have  leap'd  to  meet  each  other, . 
'  And  melting  kifles  feal'd  our  lips  together  ; 
**  V/hen  joys  have  left  me  gafping  in  thy  arms  : 
'  So  let  my  death  come  now,-andl'il  not  flirink  from't  ' 

Jaff.  Nay,,  Bel^uidera^  do  not  fear  my  cruelty, 
Not  let  the  thoughts  of  death  perplex  thy  fancy  -y 
But  anfwer  me  to  what  I  fnall  demand, 
With  a  firm  temper  and  unfhaken  fpirit. 

Bel.  I  will,  when  I've  done  weeping 

Jaff.  Fie,  no  more  on' t 

How  long  is't  fmce  that  miferable  day 
We  wedded  firft  ? 

Bel.  Oh!  hh!   ; 

Jaff.  Nay,  keep  in  thy  tears, 
Left  they  unman  me  too. 

Bel.  Heav'n  knows  I  cannot ; 
The  words  you  utter  found  fo  very  "fadly,  . 
The  {beams  will  follow — 

J.ajf..  Come,  I'll  kifs  'em  dry  then.  . 

Bel,  Butwas't  a  miferable  day  ? 

Jaff.  A  curs'd  one. 

Bel.  I  thought  it  otherwifej  and  you've  often  fworn, 
'  In  the  tranfporting  hours  of  warmeil  love, 
'When  fure  you  fpoke  the  truthy  .you've  fworn/  you 

Jaff.  'Twas  a  rafii  oath.  [blefs'dit,  . 

Bel.  Then  why  am  I  not  curs'd  too  ? 

Jaff.  No,  Belvidera  ;   by  thj  eternal  truth, 
I  doat,with  too  much  fondnefs. 

Bel.  Still  fo  kind  ! 
Still  then  do  you  love  me  ? 

Jaff., "  Nature  in  her  workings, 
'Inclines  not  with  more  ardour  to  creation, 
'  Thau  I  do  now  towards  thee  :'  man  ne'er  was  blefs'd, 

Sfnce  . 
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Since  the  firft  pair  met,    ns  I  have  been. 

Bel.  Then  fare  you  will  not  curfe  me  ? 

Jafl'.  No,   I'll  blefs  thee. 
I  came  on  purpofe,  Bel'vidcra^  to  blefs  thee. 
'Tis  now,.  I  think,  three  years,  we've  liv'd  together; 

Bel.  And  may  no  fatal  minute  ever  part  us, 
Till,    reverend  grown  for  age-  and  love,  we  go 
Down  to  one  grave,  as  our  laft  bed,  together ; 
There  deep  in  peace,  till  an  eternal  morning. 

'  J«ff-  Whcn  wil1  that  be-?  [•%'%- 

'  Bel.  I  hope,  long  ages  hence. 

'  Jajf..  Have  I  not  hitherto  (I  beg  thee  tell  me 
'  Thy  very  fears)  us'd  thee  with  tender'll  love  ? 
'  Did  e'er  my  foul  rife  up  in  wrath  againll  thee  ? 
'  Did  I  e'er  frown,  when  Bel--uidera  fmil'd  ? 
1  Or  by  the  leaft  unfriendly  word,  betray 
'  Abating  paflion-  ?  Have  I  ever  wrong'd  thee  ? 

'  Bet.   No.. 

*•  Jajf.  Has  my  heart,  or  have  my  eyes,  e'er  \vanderd 
'  To  any  other  woman  ? 

*  Bel.  Never,  never — I  were  the  worft  of  falfe  ones,. 

'  mould  I  accufe  thee. 

'  I  own,  I've  been  too  happy  ;  blefs'd  above 
'  My  fex's  charter.' 

Jajf.  Did  I  not  fay,  I  came  to  blefs  thee  ?• 

£e/.   You  did. 

Jajf.  Then  hear  me,  bounteous  Heav'n: 
Pour  down  your  blefiings  on  this  beauteous  head, 
Where  everlaftingfweets  are  always  Springing,. 
V/ith  a  continual  giving  hand  :  let  peace,. 
Honour,  and  fafety,  always  hover  round  her  \, 
Feed  her  with  plenty  ;  let  her  eyes  ne'er  fee 
A  fight  of  forrow,  nor  her  heart  know  mourning  : 
Crown  all  her  days  with  joy,  her  night:;  wichreit, 
Harmlefs  as  her  own  thoughts;  and  prop  her  virtue,, 
To  bear  the  lofs  of  one  that  too  much  loy'd  ; 
And  comfort  her  with  patience  in  our  parting.. 

Bel.  How  !  parting,  parting  ! 

Jajf.   Yes,   for  ever  parting  ; 
I  have  fworn,  Bel-vidtr'a,  by  yon  Heav'n, 
That  belt  can  tell  how  much  I  loie  to  leave  thee, 
We  part  this  hour  for  ever. 

lief.  Oh  !   call  back- 
Year 
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Your  cruel  blefling: ;   ftay  with  me  and  curfe  me.  ^  *?^ 
, «  Jajf.  No,  'tis  refolv'd. 

'  Bel.   Then  hear  me  too,  juft  Heav'n  : 
'  Pour  down  your  curies  on  this  wretched  head, 
'  -With  never-ceafing  vengeance ;  let  defpair, 
•Danger,   and  infamy,  nay  all,  furroundme; 
'  Starve  me  with  wantings ;   let  my  eyes  ne'er  fee 
'  A  fight  of  comfort,    nor  my  heart  know  peace ; 
*  Butdafh  my  days  with  forrow,  nights  with  horrors, 
'  Wild  as  my  own  thoughts  now,    and  let  loofe  fury 
'  To  make  me  mad  enough  for  what  I  lofe, 
'  If  I  muitlofe  him.     Iflmuft?  Iwillnot. 
'  Ol> !  turn  and  hear  me  r' 

Jeff.  Now  hold,  heart,   or  never. 

'Bel.  By  all  the  tender  days  we've  liv'd  together, 
'  By  all  our  charming  nights,  and  joys  thatcrown'd  'em/ 
Pity  my  fad  condition  ;  fpeak,   but  fpeak. 

Jaff.   Oh!   oh! 

Bel,  By  thefe  arms,    that  now  cling  round  thy  neck, 
'  By  this  dear  kifs,  and  by  ten  thoufand  more,' 
By  thefe  poor  llreaming  eyes — *— 

Jajf.  Murder!  unholdme: 
By  th'  immortal  deitiny  that  doom'd  me 

[Draws  kis  daggtr. 

To  this  curs'd  minute,  I'll  not  live  one  longer; 
Refolve  to  let  me  go,    or  fee  me  fall 

«  Bel.  Hold,    fir,    be  patient.  \\ 

Jaff.  Hark,    the  difmal  bell  [Pajfftng  I  til  tells. 

Tolls  out  for  death  !  I  muft  attend  its  call  too ; 
For  my  poor  friend,    my  dying  Pierre,  expe&s  me  : 
He  fent  a  meflage  to  require  I'd  fee  him 
Before  he  dy'd,    and  take  his  lafl  forgivenefs. 
Farewel  for  ever. 

Bel.  Leave  thy  dagger  with  me, 
Bequeath  me  fomething — Not  one  kifs  at  parting ; 
Oh  !    my  poor  heart,  when  wilt  thou  break  ? 

[Going  cut,  looks  back  at  him, 

Jaf.  Yet  flay : 

We  have  a  child,  as  yet  a  tender  infant ; 
Be  a  kind  mother  to  him  when  I'm  gone  ; 
Breed  him  in  virtue,  and  the  paths  of  honour, 
But  never  let  him  know  his  father's  ftory  ; 
I  charge  thee  guard  him  from  the  wrongs,   my  fate- 
Ma}' 
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May  do  his  future  fortune,  or  his  name. 

Now — nearer  yet —  \_dpproackhig  each  oiler, 

Oh  !  that  my  arms  were  riveted 

Thus  round  thee  ever  !  But  my  friends?  my  oath! 

This,    and  no  more.  \_Kijfii  bir. 

Bel,  Another,    fure  another, 
For  that  poor  little  one  you've  ta'en  Alch  care  of, 
I'll  give't  him  truly. 

Jaff.  So  now  farewel. 

Bel.   For  ever  ? 

Jajf.  Heav.'n.  knows  for  ever;    all  good  angels  guard 
thee.  \Exti> 

~Bel.  All  ill  ones  fure  had  charge  of  me  this  tilomenc. 
Curs'd  be  my  days,   and  doubly  curs'd  my  nights, 
'  Which  I  muft  now  mourn  out  in  widow'd  tears ; 
'  Biased  be  every  herb,    and  fruit,  and  tree  ; 
'  Curs'd  be  the  rain  that  falls  Upon  the  earth, 

*  And  may  the  general  curfe,  reach  man  ahd  beaft.' 
Oh  !   give  me  daggers,  fire  or  water  i 

How  I  could  bleed,  how  burn,   how  drowri,   the  waves 

Huzzing  and  foaming  round  my  finking  head, 

Till  I  defcended  to  the  peaceful  bottom  ! 

Oh'!  there's  £\\  quiet,   here  all  rage  and  fitry  : 

The  air's  too  thin,    and  pierces  my  weak  brain  j 

I  long  for  thick  fubftantial  fleep :  Hell !  hell ! 

Burft  from  thecentre,  rage  and  roar  aloud, 

If  thou  art  half  fo  hot,  fo  mad  as  I  am. 

'  Enter  Priuli,    and  Servants. 

f  Who's  there  ?  [ffbey  feixe  her. 

'  Pri.  Rdn,  feize,  and  bring  her  fafely  home  ; 

*  Guard  her  as  you  would  life:  alas,  poor  creature  ! 

*  Bel.  What  to  my  hufband  !  then  conduct  me  quickly; 

1  Are  all  things  ready  (    Shall  we  die  moftglorioufly  ; 

'  Say  not  a  word  of  this  to  my  old  father : 

«  Murmuring  ftreams,    foft  fhades,   and  fpringii)?*  flow- 
t-rV!         ' 

'  -Lutes,  laurels,  feas  of  milk,  and  mips  of  amber.' 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  opening,  difco<vers  n  Scaffold,  and  a  Wheel  pre- 
par' d  for  the  Execution  of  Pierre  ;  then  enter  'Office r,- 
Pierre  and  Guards,  '  a  Friar,'  Executioner,  and  a  gr ear 


Kablk. 

'  Offi\  Room,  room  there— Hand  a-11  by,  make  room 
&>r.the  prifoner.'  Pier* 
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Pier.  My  friend  not  yet  come  ? 
'  Fri.  Why  are  you  ib  obitinatc  ? 

'    c  Pier.  Why    are    you  fo   troubleforne,    that  a  poor 
wretch  can't  die  in  peace, 

*  But  you,  like  ravens,  will  be  croaking  round  him——* 

'  Fri.  Yet  Heav'n > 

'  Pier.  I  tell  thee,   Heav'n  and  I  are  friends : 
'  I  ne'dr  broke  peace  with't  yet,    by  cruel  murders, 
'Rapine,  or  perjury,   or  vile  deceiving: 

*  Butliv'd  in  moral  juftice  towards  all  men  : 

*  Nor  am  a  foe  to  the  moft  ftrong  believers, 

*  Howe'er  my  own  mort-fighted  faith  confines  me. 
'    'Fri.  But  an  all-feeing  judge 

'     '  Pier.  You  fay  my  confcience 

*  Mufl'be  my  accufer;  I  have  fearch'd  that  confcience, 
'  And  find  no  records  there  of  crimes  that  fcare  me. 

'  Fri.  'Tis  ftrange,  you  mould  want  faith. 
'Pier.   You  want  to  lead 

*  My  reafon  blind-fold,  like  a  hamper'd  lion, 

'  Check'd  cf  its  nobler  vigour;  then  when  bated 

*  Down,  to  obedient  tamenefs,    make  it  couch 

'  And  mew  iirange  tricks,  which  you  call  your  figns  of 
'  So  filly  fouls  are  gull'd,  and  you  get  money.  [faith  : 
'Away;  no  more.  Captain,  I'd  have  hereafter 

*  This  fellow,  write  no  lies  of  my  converfion, 

'  Becaufe  he  has  crept  upon  my  troubled  hours.' 

E?iter  Jaffier. 
Jaff.  Hold:  eyes  be  dry; 
He:irt,    flrengthen  me  to  bear 
This  hideous  fight,   and  humble  me.     Take 
The  laft  forgivenefs  cf  a  dying  friend, 
Betray'd  byiny  vile  fallliood,  to  his  ruin. 

0  Pierre  ! 

Pier.   Yet  nearer. 

yaff.  Crawling  on  my  knees, 
And  proftrate  on  the  earth,  let  me  approach  thee  : 
How  lhall  I  look  up  to  thy,  injur'd  face, 
That  always  us'd  to  fmile  with  friendfhip  on  me  ? 
It  darts  an  air  of  fo  much  manly  virtue, 
That  I,   methinks,  look  little  in  thy  fight, 
And  ftripes  are  fitter  for  me,  than  embraces. 

Pier.  Dear  to  my  arms,  tho'  thou'ft  undone  my  fai^e, 

1  can't  forget  to  love  thee.     Pr'ythee,  Jaffier, 

*  For- 
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;  Forgive  that  filthy  blow  my  paffion  dealt  thee; 
I  am  now  preparing  for  the  land  of  peace, 
And  fain  would  have  the  charitable  wifhes 
<Of  all  good  men,  like  thee,    to  blefs  my  journey. 

Jaff'.   Good!  I  am  the  vileit. creature,    worfe  than  e'er 
Surfer'd  the  ihameful  fate  thou'rt  going  to  tafte  of. 
-'  Why  was  I  fent  for  to  be  us'd  thus  kindly? 
'  Call,  call  me  villain,  as  I  am  !  defcribe 
'  Tfte  foul  complexion  of  my  hateful  deeds : 
'  Lead  me  to  th'  rack,  and  itretch  me  in  thy  flead. 
-'  I've  crimes  enough  to  give  it  its  full  load, 
-*  And  do  it  credit :  thou  wilt  but  fpoil  the  ufe  on't. 
*  And  honeft  men  hereafter  bear  its  figure 
'  About  them,  as  a  charm  for  treacherous  friendfhip.' 
Off..  The  time  grows  fhort,    your  friends  are  dead  al- 
Jaff.  Dead!  [ready. 

Pier.  Yes,  dead,  J after;  they've  all  dy'd  like  men 
Worthy  their  charader.  [too, 

Jaff.  And  what  mult  I  do  r 
Pier.    O   J offer! 

Jaff.  Speak  aloud  thy  burthen'd  foul, 
And^ell  thy  troubles  to  thy  tortur'd  friend. 

Pifr.  Friend!  Could'ft  thou  yet  be  a  friend,    a  gene- 
rous friend, 

I  might  hope  comfort  from  thy  noble  forrows. 
Heav'n  knows,  I  want  a  friend. 

Jof.  And  a  kind  one, 

That  would  not  thus  fcorn  my  repenting  virtue, 
Or  think,  when  he's  to  die,  my  thoughts 'are  idle. 
Pier.  No !   live,   I  charge  thee,  Jajjier. 
Jaff.   Yes,   I  will  live: 
"But  it  mall  be  to  fee  thy  fall  reveng'd, 
At  fuch  a  rate,  as  Venice  mail  long  groan  for. 
Pier.  Wilt  thou? 
Jaff.  I  will,   by  Heav'n. 
Pier.  Then  ilil'l  thou'rt  noble, 
And  I  forgive  thee.     Oh  !— yet— (hall  I  trail  the;  ? 
Jaff.  No;  I've  been  falfe  already. 
Pier.  Do'il  thou  love  me? 

Jajf.  Rip  up  my  heart,  and  fatisfy  thy  dcubtings. 
Pier.   Curfe  on  this  weaknefs.  [/£.'  weeps. 

J<aff.  Tears!   Amazement!  Tears! 
I  never  favv  thee  melted  thus  before  ; 

And 
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And  know  there's  fomething  labouring  in  thy  bofom, 
That  muft  have  vent :  tho'  I'm  a  villain,  tell  me. 

Pier.   See'ft  them  that  engine  ?  [Pointing  to  the 

Jaf.  Why?  \Wbetl. 

Pier.  Is't  iit  a  foldier,  who  has  liv'd  with  honour, 
Fought  nations  quarrels,  and  been  crown'dwithconqueft, 
Be  expos'd  ft  common  carcafe  on  a  wheel? 

Jaff.  Hah! 

Pier.  Spertk  !   is't  fitting? 

Jaf.  Fitting! 

Pier.   Yes;  is't  fitting? 

jAff.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Pier.  I'd  have  thee  undertake 
Something  that's  noble,  to  preferve  my  memory 
from  the  difgrace-  that's  ready  to  attaint  it. 

Oji.   The  day  grows  late,  'fir. 

Pier.  I'll  make  hafle*     O  Jaffirt  ! 
The'  thou'ft  betray'd  me,  do  me  Come  way  juftice. 

Jaff.  No  more  of  that :   thy  wifhes  mall  be  fatis-fy'd"} 
I  have  a  wife,  and  me  mall  bleed  :  my  child  too, 
Yield  up  his  little  throat,  and  all 
T'appeafe  thee-1 — •— 

[Going  away,  Pierre  holds  him. 

Pftr.  No — this^-no  more.  [He  <ucbijj>ers  Jaffier. 

Jaff.  Hah!  Is't  then  fo? 

Pier.  Moft  certainly. 

Jaff.   I'll  do't. 

Pier.  Remember. 

Off,.  Sir. 

Pier.   Comb,  now  I'm  ready. 

[He  and  JafHer  a fceftd  the  ScaffbU. 
Captain,  you  mould  be  a  gentleman  of  honour ; 
Keep  off  the  rabble,  that  I  may  have  room 
To  entertain  my  fate,  and  die  with  decency. 
Come.  [Takes  off  hi i  goi^n,  Exetutiontr  prepares  to 

•  Fri.   Son.  bind  him. 
'  Pifr.  Hence,  tempter. 

*  OJfi.  Stand  off,  prieft. 
'  Pier.  I  thank  you,  fu'.' 

You'll  think  on't  ?  (To  Jaffier, 

Jaff.  'Twon't  grow  ftale  before  to-morrow. 
V '/>;••»  Now,   Jafiier  !  now  I'm  going.     Now — 

[Executioner  having  bound  him. 
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Jaf.  Have  at  thee, 

Thou  honefl:  heart,  then — here —  [Stals  b:m, 

And  this  is  well  too.  [Stabs  himfelf  • 

'  Fri.  Damnable  deed  !' 

Pier.  Now  thou  haft  indeed  been  faithful. 
This  was  done  nobly — We  have  deceiv'd  the  fenate. 

JajF   Bravely. 

Pier.  Ha,  ha,   ha  !— • — oh  !  oh  !  \Dies  \ 

Jaff.  Now,  ye  curs'd  rulers, 
Thus  of  the  blood  y'ave  fhed,   I  make  libation, 
And  fprinkle  it  mingling.     May  it  reft  upon  you, 
And  all  your  race.     Be  henceforth  peace  a  ftranger 
Within.your  walls;  let  plagues  and  famine  wafte 
Your  generations — O  poor  Behidera! 
Sir,  I  have  a  wife,   bear  this  in  fafety  to  her, 
A  token  that  with  my  dying  breath  I  blefs'd  her, 
And  the  dear  little  infant  left  behind  me. 
I'j^  fick- I'm  quiet.  [Diet. 

'  Off..  Bear  this  news  to  the  fenate, 
1  And  guard  their  bodies,  till  there's  further  orders. 
*  Heav'n  grant  I  die  fo  well.'         [Scene  Jhuts  upon  them. 

Soft  Mufic.     Enter  Belvidera  dijiratted,  led  by  two 
ff  'her  Women,  Priuli  and  Servants. 

Pri.    Strengthen  her   heart   with   patience,    pitying 
Heav'n, 

Eel.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  nay,  come  to  bed, 
Pr'ythee,  my  love.     The  winds;  hark  how  they  whiflle  ; 
And  the  rain  beats  :  Oh  !  how  the  weather  fhrinks  me  ! 
You  are  angry  now,   who  cares  ?  Pirn,   no  indeed,    . 
Chufe  then,  I  fay  you  mail  not  go,  you  mall  not, 
Whip  your  ill-nature  ;  get  you  gone  then  ;  Oh! 
Are  you  return'd  ?  See,  father,  here  he's  come  again: 
Am  I  to  blame  to  love  him  ?  O,   thou  dear  one.     "  ''•** 
Why  do  you  fly  me  ?  Are  you  angry  frill  then  ? 
yajfier,  where  art  thou  ?  Father  why  do  you  do  thus  ? 
Standoff,  don't  hide  him  from  me.     He's,  there  fome- 

where. 

Stand  off,  I  fay :  What  gone  ?  Remember't,  tyrant : 
I  may  revenge  my  felf  for  this  trick',   one  day. 
I'll  do't — I'll  do't.     '  Renault's  a  nafty  fellow; 
'  Hang  him,  hang  him,  hang  him.' 
Eater  Officer. 

Pri.  News,  what  news  ?          [Officer  whifpen  Priuli. 
D  O. 
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Offi.  Moftfad,  fir; 
Jaffier,   upon  the  fcaffbld,  to  prevent 
A  lhameful  death,  ftabb'd  Pierre,  and  next  himfelf: 
Both  fell  together. 

Pri.  Daughter. 

Bel.  Ha  !  look  there  ! 

My  hufband  bloody  and  his  friend  too !  Murder  ! 
Who  has  done  this  ?  Speak  to  me,  thou  fad  vifion ; 
On  thefe  poor  trembling  knees  I  beg  it.     Vanifh'd— 
Here  they  went  down — Oh,  I'll  dig,  dig  the  den  up ! 
You  ihan't  delude  me  thus.     Hoa,  Jaffier,  Jaffier. 
Peep  up,  and  give  me  but  a  look.     I  have  him  ! 
I've  got  him,  father:  Oh! '  now  how  I'll  fmuggle  him  !' 
My  love  !  my  dear !  my  bleffing !  help  me  !  help  me  ! 
They  have  hold  on  me.  and  drag  me  to  -the  bottom. 
Nay — now  they  pull  fo  hard — farewel —  [Dies. 

'  Maid.  She's  dead ; 
*  Breathlefs  and  dead.' 

Pri.  Oh !  guard  me  from  the  fight  on't. 
Lead  me  into  fome  place  that's  fit  for  mourning ; 
Where  the  free  air,  light,  and  the  chearful  fun, 
May  never  enter:  hang  it  round  with  black; 
Set  up  one  taper,  that  may  light  a  day, 
As  long  as  I've  to  live :  and  there  all  leave  me : 

Sparing  no  tears,  when  you  this  tale  relate, 

But  bid  all  cruel  fathers  dread  my  fate. 

\Exsunt  omnes. 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE, 

c~T~  H  E  Text  is  done,   and  new  for  application, 

And  when  that's  ended,  pajs  your  approbation. 
Though  the  Con/piracy's  presented  here, 
Methinks  I  fee  another  hatching  there  : 
And  there's  a  certain  faftion  fuin  would  fway, 
If  they  had  ftrength  enough,   and  damn  this  play  ; 
But  this  the  author  boldly  bid  nit  fay* 
If  any  take  this  plainnejs  in  ill  part, 
He's  glad  on' t  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart. 
Poets  in  honour  of  the  truth  jhould  write, 
With  the  fame  fpirit  brave  men  for  it  fight. 
And  though  againft  him  caufelefs  hatred  rife, 
si nd  daily  'where  he  goes  of  late  he  fpies 
The  f cowls  offullen  and  revengeful  eyes; 
'Tis  what  he  knows,  with  much  contempt,  to  bear, 
And  ferves  a  caufe  too  good  to  let  him  fear. 
He  fears  no  poifon  from  an  incens' d  drab, 
jYo  ruffian's  five-foot  fword,  nor  r  a  foal's  flab; 
Nor  any  other  fnares  of  mifchief  laid, 
Not  a  Rofe-  Alley  cudgel  ambujcade, 
From  any  private  caufe  where  malice  reigns, 
Or  general  pique  all  blockheads  have  to  brains  ; 
Nothing  jhall  damn  his  pen,   when  truth  does  call, 
No,  not  the  *  picture  mangier  at  Guildhall. 
The  rebel  tribe,  of  "which  that  vermin's  one, 
Havenowfet  forward,  and  their  courfe  begun; 

And  while  that  prince 's figure  they  deface, 
As  they  before  had  maffacred  his  name, 

DurJ}  their  bafe  fears  but  lock  him  in  the  face, 

They'd  ufe  his  perfon  as  they've  us*  d  his  fame: 
A  face  in  which  fuch  lineaments  they  read, 
Of  that  great  martyr's,  wbcfe  rich  blood  they  (hcdt 
That  their  rebellious  hate  they  ftill  retain, 
And  in  his  fen  would  murder  him  again. 
With  indignation  then  let  each  brave  heart 
Rouze  and  unite,  to  take  his  injured  part ; 
'Till  royal  love  and goodnefs  call  him  home, 
And  fon gs  of  triumph  melt  him  as  he  come  : 
'Till  Heav'n  his  honcur  and  our  peace  rejlore,. 
And  villains  never  wrong  his  virtue  more. 
He  that  cut  the'Duke  of  York's  piaure. 
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The  Reader  is  defired  to  obferve,  that  the  Paflages  omitted 
in  the  Reprefentation  at  the  Theatres  are  here  preferred,  and 
marked  with  inverted  Commas;  as  at  Line  16  in  Page  9, 
to  Line  9  in  Page  11. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

WILL     I  A    M, 

LORD  MARQJJIS   of  Hartingtony 
.(Afterwards  Duke  of  Devon/loire.) 

MY   LORD, 

EVERY  body  is  now  fo  full  of  bufinefs,  that 
things  of  this  kind,  which  are  generally  taken, 
for  the  entertainment  of  leifure  hours  only,  look  like 
impertinence  and  interruption.  I  am  fure  it  is  a  rea- 
fon  why  I  ought  to  beg  your  Lordfhip's  pardon,  for 
troubling  you  with  this  tragedy ;  not  but  that  poetry 
has  always  been,  and  will  (till  be,  the  entertainment 
of  all  wife  men,  that  have  any  delicacy  in  theirknow- 
ledge  :  Yet,  at  fo  critical  a  juncture  as  this  is,  I  mud 
conf'efs  I  think  your  Lordfhip  ought  to  give  intirely 
into  thofe  public  affairs,  which  at  this  time  feem  to 
demand  you.  It  is  that  happy  turn  which  your 
Lordfhip  has  to  bufmefs,  that  right  undeiftanding  of 
your  country's  intereft,  and  that  conftant  zeal  to 
purfue  it,  that  juft  thinking,  that  ftronej  and  perfua- 
five  elocution,  that  firm  and  generous  refolution, 
which  upon  all  occafions  you  have  fhewn  in  parlia- 
ments; and  to  add,  that  which  is  the  crowning  good 
quality,  your  Lordfhip's  continual  adherence  and 
unfhaken  loyalty  to  His  prefent  Majefty,  which  make 
you  at  this  time  fo  necefTary  to  the  public.  I  muft 
confefs  (tho'  there's  no  part  in  your  Lordfhip's  cha- 
racter but  what  the  world  fnould  be  fond  of)  I  can- 
not help  diftinguifhing  the  laft  inftance  very  parti- 
cularly. It  is  doing,  methinks,  fuch  ajuftice  to 
goodnefs,  to  greatnefs,  and  to  right  reafon,  that 
posterity  will  believe  there  could  be  no  man  of  tjood 
fenfe,  but  what  muft  have  agreed  with  your  Lordfhip 
in  it.  When  the  next  age  {hall  read  the  hiftory  of 
this,  what  excufe  can  they  make  for  thofe  who  did 
not  admire  a  prince  whofe  life  has  been  a  feries  of 
A  good 
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good  offices  done  to  mankind?  When  they  (hall 
reckon  up  his  labours  from  the  battle  of  SenefF,  to 
fome  glorious  action  which  (hall  be  his  laft  (and 
which  I  therefore  hope  is  very  far  remov'd  from  the 
prefent  time)  will  they  ever  believe  that  he  could 
have  been  too  well  lov'd,  or  too  faithfully  ferv'd  and 
defended?  The  great  things  which  he  did  before  we 
had  that  immediate  intereft  in  him,  which  we  now 
happily  have,  is  a  noble  and  jufl  fubjecl  for  panegy- 
ric ;  but  as  benefits  done  to  others  can  never  touch 
us  fo  fenfibly  as  thofe  we  receive  ourfelves,  tho'  the 
actions  may  be  equally  great,  fo,  methinks,  I  can 
hardly  have  patience  to  run  back  to  his  having  fav'd 
his  own  country,  when  I  confider  he  has  fmce  done 
the  fame  for  us;  let  that  be  fufficient  to  us,  for  all 
we  can  fay  of  him,  or  do  for  him.  What  dangers 
and  difficulties  has  he  not  ftruggled  through,  for  the 
honour  and  fafety  of  thefe  kingdoms  ?  'Tis  a  com- 
mon praife,  and  what  every  one  fpeaks,  to  fay,  he 
has  continually  expos'd  his  life  for  his  people  :  But 
there  are  fome  things  more  particular  in  his  charac- 
ter, fome  things  rarely  found  amongft  the  policies  of 
princes  ;  a  zeal  for  religion,  moderated  by  reafon, 
without  the  rage  and  fire  of  perfecution  ;  a  chari- 
table compaffion  for  thofe  who  cannot  he  convinc'd, 
and  an  unalterable  perfeverance  in  thofe  principles 
of  whofe  truth  he  is  fatisfied  ;  a  defire  of  war  for  the 
fake  of  peace,  and  of  peace  for  the  good  and  honour 
of  his  fubje£ts  equally  with  his  own  ;  a  pious  care 
for  compoiing  factions,  tho'  to  foment  them  might 
make  him  arbitrary;  and  a  generous  ambition  that 
only  aims  at  power,  to  enable  him  to  do  good  to  all 
the  reft  of  the  world.  I  might  add  here,  that  in- 
violable and  religious  obfervance  of  his  royal  word, 
which  the  beft  part  of  the  powers  of  Europe  have 
fo  frequently  and  fo  happily,  for  themfelves,  depend- 
ed upon  in  the  greateft  emergencies;  but  as  this  vir- 
tue is  generally  reckon'd  as  no  more  than  that  com- 
mon honefty  which  the  mcaneft  man  would  bJufh  to 

be 
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be  without,  fo  it  can  hardly  claim  a  place  amongfl 
the  more  particular  excellencies  of  a  great  prince. 
It  were  to  be  wifh'd  indeed,  that  the  world  were 
honeft  to  fuch  a  degree,  and  that  there  were  not  that 
fcandalous  defecl:  of  common  morality.  Certainly 
nothing  can  be  more  {hocking  to  humanity,  to  the 
peace  and  order  of  the  world,  nothing  can  approach 
nearer  to  that  favage  ftate  of  nature,  in  which  every 
man  is  to  eat  his  fellow  if  he  can  matter  him,  than 
an  avow'd  libcity  of  breaking  thro'  all  the  moft  fo- 
lernn  engagements  of  public  faith.  'Tis  fomething 
that  brands  a  man  with  an  infamy  which  nothing 
can  extenuate  or  wipe  out ;  he  may  proteft,  and  pre- 
tend to  explain  his  meaning,  but  the  world  has  ge- 
nerally too  much  indignation  for  the  affront,  to  bear 
it  at  that  eafv  rate.  Minifters  and  Secretaries  of 
fl.ite  may  difplay  their  own  parts  in  memorials  with 
as  much  pomp  and  flourish  as  they  pleafe,  1  fancy 
the  common  anfwer  upon  fuch  occalions  will 
always  be,  You  have  deceiv'd  us  grofsly,  and  we 
neither  can  nor  will  truft  you  any  more.  Where 
this  vice  comes  amongft  men  of  the  firft  rank,  it  rs 
the  more  (hocking,  and  I  could  wifh  there  were 
none  fuch  to  whofe  charge  it  might  be  laid. 

Some  people  (who  do  me  a  very  great  honour  in 
it)  have  fancy'd,  that  in  the  perfon  of  Tamerlane,  I 
have  alluded  to  the  greateft  character  of  the  p relent 
age.  I  don't  know  whether  I  ought  not  to  appre- 
hend a  great  deal  of  danger  from  avowing  a  defign 
like  that :  It  may  be  a  tafk  indeed  worthy  the  great- 
eft  genius,  which  this  or  any  other  time  has  produc'd; 
but  therefore  I  ought  not  to  ftand  the  (hock  of  a  pa- 
rallel, left  it  ftiould  be  feen,  to  my  difadvantagc, 
how  far  the  Hero  has  tranfcended  the  poet's  thought. 
There  are  many  features,  'tis  true,  in  that  great 
man's  life  not  unlike  his  majefty;  his  courage,  his 
piety,  his  moderation,  hisjurtice,  and  his  fatherly 
love  of  his  people,  but  above  all,  his  hate  of  tyranny 
and  opprefiion,  and  his  zealous  care  for  the  common 
A  3  good 
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good  of  mankind,  carry  a  large  refemblance  of  him : 
Several  incidents  are  alike  in  their  ftories;  and  there 
•wants  nothing  to  his  Majefty  but  fuch  a  deciding 
victory  as  that  by  which  Tamerlane  gave  peace  to 
the  world  :  That  is  yet  to  come  ;  but  I  hope  we  may 
reaionably  expect  it  from  the  unanimity  of  the  pre- 
ient  parliament,  and  fo  formidable  a  force  as  that 
unanimity  will  gi\e  life  and  vigour  to. 

If  your  Lordihip  can  find  any  thing  in  this  poem 
like  a  prince,  who  is  fo  juftly  the  object  of  your 
Lordfhip's,  and  indeed  of  the  world's  veneration,  I 
periuade  myfelf  it  will  prevail  with  you  to  forgive 
every  thing  elfe  that  you  find  amifs  :  You  will  ex- 
tufe  the  faults  in  writing  for  the  goodnefs  of  die  in- 
tention. I  hope  too,  your  Lordfhip  will  not  be  dif- 
j>lea»'d  that  I  take  this  opportunity  of  renewing  the 
honour  which  I  formerly  had  to  be  known  to  your 
Lordihip,  and  which  gives  me  at  once  the  pleafurc 
of  expreffing  thofe  juft  and  dutiful  fentiments  I  have 
for  his  Majefty,  and  that  ftrong  inclination  which 
I  hare  always  had  to  be  thought, 

My  Lord, 

your  Lerdihip's  moft  obedient 
humble  Servant, 

N.  R  O  W  E. 


PROLOGUE. 

(~\  F  all  the  mufes  various  labours,  none 

Have  lofted  longer,  or  have  higher  fawn, 
Than  thcfe  that  tell  the  fame  by  ant  lent  heroes  won. 
With  pleafure  Rome  and  great  Auguftus  heard 
Arms  and  the  man  fung  by  the  Mantuan  bard  .* 
In  fpite  of  time  ,   the  f  acred  Jiory  lives, 
And  Ccejar  and  his  empire  Jtill  furvives. 
Like  him  (thtf  much  unequal  to  bit  flame) 
Our  author  makes  a  pious  prince  his  theme  : 
High  with  the  foremoji  names  in  arms  he  ftotid, 
Had  fought,  and  fuffer  V,  for  his  country's  good, 
Yet  fought  not  fame,  but  peace,  infields  of  blood. 
Safe  under  him  his  happy  people  fate, 
And  grieved,  at  diftance,  for  their  neighbours  fate  : 
Whilft  with  fuccefs  a  Turkijh  monarch  crown  d, 
Like  ffreading  flame  ,  deformed  the  nations  round  \ 
With  /word  and  fire  he  forced  his  impious  way 
To  law-left  pow'r,  and  unive  rfal  fway  ; 
Some  abje8  ftates,  for  fear,  the  tyrant  join, 
Others,  for  gold,  their  liberties  refign, 
And  venal  princes  fold  their  right  divine  : 
Till  Heav'n,  the  growing  evil  to  redrefs, 
Sent  Tamerlane  te  give  the  world  a  peace. 
The  hero  roused,  afferts  the  glorious  caufe, 
And  to  the  field  the  chearful  foldier  draws  : 
Around  in  crowds  his  valiant  leaders  wait, 
Anxious  for  glory  ,   and  fecure  of  fate  ; 
Well  pleased,  once  more,  to  venture  on  his  fide, 
And  prove  that  faith  again,  which  had  Jo  eft  been  Iwy^d 
The  peaceful  fathers  ,  who  in  fenates  meet, 
Approve  an  enterprise  fo  jujt,  fo  great  ; 
While  with  their  prince"1*  arms,  their  voice  thus  joined, 
Gains  half  the  praife  of  'having  fav  'd  mankind. 

Ev'n  in  a  circle,  where,  like  this  ,  the  Fair 
Were  met,  the  bright  ajfembly  did  declare, 
Their  hciife,  with  one  confent  ,  were  for  the  war  ; 
Each  urg'd  her  lover  to  unjheath  his  fword, 
And  never  fp  are  a  man  who  broke  his  word, 
Thus  fir*  d,  the  brave  on  to  the  danger  prefs  ; 
Their  arms  were  crown*  d  abroad  with  jujl  fuccefs, 
And  blejl  at  home  with  beauty,  and  with  peace. 
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TAMERLANE. 

ACT  I.    SCENE  before  Tamerlane's  tent. 
Enter  the  Prince  of  Tanais,    Zama,  and  Mirvan. 

Prince.  T  TAIL  to  the  fun !  from  whofe  returning  light 
£"~J.  The  chearful  foldier's  arms  new  luitre  take, 

To  deck  the  pomp  of  battle.     Oh,  my  friends ! 

Was  ever  fuch  a  glorious  face  of  war? 

See,  from  this  height,  how  all  Galatia's  plains 

With  nations  numberlefs  are  cover'd  o'er; 

Who,  like  a  deluge,  hide  the  face  of  earth, 

And  leave  no  objeft  in  the  vail  horizon,, 

But  glitt'ring  arms  and  fkies. 
Zam.   Our  Afian  world, 

From  this  important  day  expedls  a  lord; 

This  day  they  hope  an  end  of  all  their  woes, 

Of  tyranny,  of  bondage,  and  oppreffion, 

From  our  victorious  emp'ror,  Tamerlane. 

'  Mir.  Well  has  our  holy  Alha  mark'd  him  out 
The  fcourge  of  lawlefs  pride,  and  dire  ambition, 
The  great  avenger  of  the  groaning  world. 
Well  has  he  worn  the  facred  caufe  of  juitice 
Upon  his  profp'rous  fword.     Approving  Heav'n 
Still  crown'd  the  righteous  warrior  with  fuccefs  j. 
As  if  it  faid,  Go  forth,  and  be  my  champion, 
Thou,  moft  like  me  of  all  my  works  below. 
'  Pr.  No  lufl  of  rule,  the  common  vice  of  kings, 
No  furious  zeal,  infpir'd  by  hot-brain'd  priells, 
111  hid  beneath  religion's  fpecious  name, 
E'er  drew  his  temp'rate  courage  to  the  field  : 
But  to  redrefs  an  injur'd  people's  wrongs, 
To  fave  the  weak  one  from  the  ftrong  oppreflbr, 
Is  all  his  end  of  war.     And  when  he  draws 
The  fword  to  punifli,  like  relenting  Heav'n, 
He  feems  unwilling  to  deface  his  kind. 
*  Mir,  So  rich  his  foul  in  ev'ry  virtuous  grace,. 
That,  had  not  nature  made  him  great  by  birth, 
Yet  all  the  brave  had  fought  him  for  their  friend.. 
The  chriftian  prince,  Axalla,  nicely  bred 
In  polifh'd  arts  of  European  courts, 
For  him  fbrfakes  his  native  Italy, 
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*  And  lives  a  happy  exile  in  his  fervice. 

'  Pr.  Pleas'd  with  the  gentle  manners  of  that  prince, 

*  Our  mighty  lord  is  lavifh  to  his  friendmip  j 
'  Tho'  Omar  and  the  Tartar  lords  repine, 

*  And  loudly  tax  their  monarch  as  too  partial. 

'  Zam.  Ere  the  mid-hour  of  night,  from  tent  to  tent, 

*  Unweary'd,  thro'  the  num'rous  holt  he  paft, 

*  Viewing  with  careful  eyes  each  fev'ral  quarter; 
'  Whillt  from  his  looks,   as  from  Divinity, 

'  The  foldiers  took  prefage,  and  cry'd,  Lead  on, 
'  Great  Alha,  and  our  emperor,  lead  on, 

*  To  victory,  and  everlafting  fame.' 
Mir.  Hear  you  of  Bajazet  ? 

Pr.  Late  in  the  evening 
A  flave  of  near  attendance  on  his  perfon 
'Scap'd  to  our  camp.     From  him  we  learn'd,  the  tyrant, 
With  rage  redoubled,  for  the  fight  prepares  j 
Some  accidental  paffion  fires  his  breaft 
(Love,  as  'tis  thought,  for  a  fair  Grecian  captive) 
And  adds  new  horror  to  his  native  fury. 
For  five  returning  funs,  fcarce  was  he  feen 
By  any  the  moft  favour'd  of  his  court, 
But  in  lafcivious  eafe,  among  his  women, 
Liv'd  from  the  war  retir'd ;  or  elfe  alone, 
In  fullen  mood,  fat  meditating  plagues 
And  ruin  to  the  world ;  'till  yelter  morn, 
Like  fire  that  lab'ring  upwards  rends  the  earth, 
He  burft  with  fury  from  his  tent,  commanding 
All  fhould  be  ready  for  the  fight  this  day. 
'  Zam.  I  know  his  temper  well,  fince  in  his  court, 
Companion  of  the  brave  Axalla's  embafiy, 
I  oft  obferv'd  him  proud,  impatient 
Of  aught  fuperior,  e'en  of  Heav'n  that  made  him. 
Fond  of  falfe  glory,  of  the  favage  pov/'r 
Of  ruling  without  reafon,  of  confounding 
Juft  and  unjuft,  by  an  unbounded  will ; 
By  whom  religion,  honour,  all  the  bands 
That  ought  to  hold  the  jarring  world  in  peace, 
Were  held  the  tricks  of  itnte,  fnares  of  wife  princes, 
To  draw  their  eafy  neighbours  to  deftruclion. 
'  Mir.  Thrice,  by  our  law  and  prophet,  has  he  f\vorn, 
By  the  world's  Lord  and  Maker,  lafling  peace 
•With  our  great  mailer,  and  his  royal  friend 
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The  Grecian  emperor  ;  as  oft,   regardlefs 
Of  plighted  faith,  with  moil  unkingly  bafenefs, 
Without  a  war  proclaim'd  or  caufe  pretended, 
Has  ta'en  th'  advantage  of  their  abient  arms, 
To  wafte  with  fword  and  fire  their  fruitful  fields : 
Like  fome  accurfed  fiend,  who,  'fcap'd  from  hell, 
Poifons  the  balmy  air  thro'  which  he  flies, 
He  blafts  the  bearded  corn,  and  loaded  branches, 
The  lab'ring  hind's   belt  hopes,  and  marks  his  way 

'  with  ruin.' 

Pr.  But  fee  his  fate  !  The  mighty  Tamerlane 
Comes,  like  the  proxy  of  enquiring  Heav'n, 
To  judge,  and  to  redrefs.  [Flourijb  of  trumpets. 

Enter  Tamerlane,  guards,  and  other  attendants. 
Tam.  Yet,  yet  a  little,  and  deftru&ive  Slaughter 
Shall  rage  around,  and  mar  this  beauteous  profpeft. 
Pafs  but  an  hour,  which  Hands  betwixt  the  livQS 
Of  thoufands  and  eternity,  what  change 
Shall  hafty  Death  make  in  yon  glitt'ring  plain  ? 
Oh,  thou  fell  monfter,  War  !  that  in  a  moment 
Lay 'ft  wafte  the  nobleft  part  of  the  creation, 
The  boaft  and  mafter-piece  of  the  great  Maker, 
That  wears  in  vain  th'  impreffion  of  his  image, 
Unprivileg'd  from  thee. 
Health  to  our  friends,  and  to  our  arms  fuccefs ! 

[To  the  Prince,  Zama,  and  Mirvan. 
Such  as  the  caufe  for  which  we  fight  deferves. 

Pr.  Nor  can  we  aflc  beyond  what  Heav'n  bellows, 
Preventing  ftill  our  wifhes.     See,  great  fir, 
The  univerfal  joy  your  foldiers  wear, 
Omen  of  profp'rous  battle. 
Impatient  of  the  tedious  night,  in  arms 
Watchful  they  ftood,  expecting  op'ning  day  ; 
And  now  are  hardly  by  their  leaders  held 
From  dartflig  on  the  foe.     '  Like  a  hot  courfer, 

*  That  bounding  paws  the  mould'ring  foil,  difdaining 

*  Therein  that  checks  him,  eager  for  the  race.' 
Tarn.  Yes,  prince,  I  mean  to  give  a  loofe  to  war. 

This  morn  Axalla,  with  my  Parthian  horfe, 
Arrives  to  join  me.     He  who,  like  a  ftorm, 
S-wept  with  his  flying  fquadrons  all  the  plain 
Between  Angoria's  walls  and  yon  tall  mountains, 
That  feem  to  reach  the  clouds ;  and  now  he  comes, 
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Loaden  with  fpoils  and  conqucft,  to  my  aid. 

[  Trumpets  jlourijk. 

Zam,  Thefe  trumpets  fpeak  his  prefence 

Enter  Axalla,  who  kneels  to  Tamerlane. 

Tarn.  Welcome  1  thou  worthy  partner  of  my  laurels, 
Thou  brother  of  my  choice,  a  band  more  facred 
Than  nature's  brittle  tie.     By  holy  friendfhip, 
Glory  and  fame  Hood  ftill  for  thy  arrival  ; 
My  foul  feem'd  wanting  in  its  better  half, 
And  languim'd  for  thy  abfence ;  '  like  a  prophet, 
«  That  waits  the  infpiration  of  his  God.' 

Ax.  My  emperor  !  My  ever  royal  matter  ! 
To  whom  my  fecret  foul  more  lowly  bends, 
Than  forms  of  outward  worfhip  can  exprefs  ; 
How  poorly  does  your  foldier  pay  this  goodnefs, 
Who  wears  his  every  hour  of  life  out  for  you  ! 
Yet  'tis  his  all,  and  what  he  has  he  offers  ; 
Nor  now  difdain  t'  accept  the  gift  he  brings, 

Enter  Selima,  Monefes,  Stratocles,  prifoners ;  guards, 

mutes,  &c. 

This  earneft  of  your  fortune.  See,  my  lord, 
The  nobleft  prize  that  ever  grac'd  my  arms  ! 
Approach,  my  fair 

Tarn.  This  is  indeed  to  conquer, 
And  well  to  be  rewarded  for  thy  conqueft  ; 
Tlie  bloom  of  op'ning  flow'rs,  unfully'd  beauty, 
Softnefs,  and  fweeteft  innocence  {he  wears, 
And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  firft  fpring. 
But  fay,  Axalla———. 

Sel.  Moil  renown 'd  in  war,  [Kneeling  to  Tam. 

Look  with  companion  on  a  captive  maid, 
Tho'  born  of  hoftile  blood  ;  nor  let  my  birth, 
Deriv'd  from  Bajazet,  prevent  that  mercy 
Which  every  fubjeft  of  your  fortune  finds. 
War  is  the  province  of  ambitious  man,     . 
Who  tea-s  the  miferable  world  for  empire  ; 
Whilft  our  weak  fex,  incapable  of  wrong, 
On  either  fide  claims  privilege  of  fafety. 

Tarn.  \Raijlng  ber.~\   Rife,    royal  maid!  the  pride  of 

haughty  pow'r 

Pays  homage,  not  receives  it,  from  the  fair.. 
Thy  angry  father  fiercely  calls  me  forth, 
And  utges  me  unwillingly  to  arms. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  though  our  frowning  battles  menace  death 

And  mortal  conflift,  think  not  that  we  hold 

Thy  innocence  and  virtue  as  our  foe. 

Here,  till  the  fate  of  Afia  is  decided, 

In  fafety  flay.     To-morrow  is  your  own. 

Nor  grieve  for  who  may  conquer,  or  who  lofe  j 

Fortune  on  either  fide  mail  wait  thy  wifhes. 

Sel,  Where  fhall  my  wonder  and  my  praife  begin  ? 
From  the  fuccefsful  labours  of  thy  arms  ; 
Or  from  a  theme  more  foft  and  full  of  peace, 
Thy  mercy  and  thy  gentlenefs  ?  Oh,   Tamerlane  ! 
What  can  I  pay  thee  for  this  noble  ufage, 
But  grateful  praife  ?  So  Heaven  itfelf  is  paid. 
Give  peace,  ye  Pow'rs  above,  peace  to  mankind  ; 
Nor  let  my  father  wage  unequal  war 
Againft  the  force  of  fuch  united  virtues.  [profpeft 

Tarn.  Heav'n  hear  thy  pious  wifh  ! But  fince  our 

Looks  darkly  on  futurity,  till  Fate 

Determine  for  us,  let  thy  beauty's  fafety 

Be  my  Axalla's  care  ;  in  whofe  glad  eyes 

I  read  what  joy  the  pleating  fervice  gives  him. 

Is  there  amongft  thy  other  pris'ners  aught       [To  Axalla. 

Worthy  our  knowledge  ? 

Ax.  This  brave  man,  my  lord,         {Pointing  to  Mon. 
With  long  refinance  held  the  combat  doubtful. 
His  party,  preft  with  numbers,  foon  grew  faint, 
And  would  have  left  their  charge  an  eafy  prey ; 
Whiift  he  alone,  undaunted  at  the  odds, 
Tho'  hopelefs  to  efcape,  fought  well  and  firmly; 
Nor  yielded  till,  o'ermatch'd  by  many  hands, 
He  feem'd  to  fhameour  conquelt,  whilft  he  own'd  it. 

Tarn.  Thou  fpeak'ft  him  as  a  foldier  mould  a  foldier, 
tuft  to  the  worth  he  finds.     I  would  not  war^  [To  Mon. 
With  aught  that  wears  thy  virtuous  ftamp  of  greatnefs. 
Thy  habit  fpeaks  thee  Chriftian— Nay,  yet  more, 
My  foul  feems  pleas'd  to  take  acquaintance  with  thee, 
As  if  ally'd  to  thine:  perhaps  'tis  fympathy 
Of  honeft  minds;  like  itrings  wound  up  in  mufic, 
Where,  by  one  touch,  both  utter  the  fame  harmony. 
Why  art  thou  then  a  friend  to  Bajazet? 
And  svhy  my  enemy  ? 

Mon,  If  human  wifdom 
Could  point  out  every  a&ion  of  our  lives, 
And  fay,  Let  it  be  thus,  in  fpite  of  fate  Or 
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Or  partial  fortune,  then  I  had  not  been 
The  wretch  I  am. 

Fam.  The  brave  meet  every  accident 
With  equal  minds.     Think  nobler  of  thy  foes, 
Than  to  account  thy  chance  in  war  an  evil. 

Man.  Far,  far  from  that :  I  rather  hold  it  grievous 
That  I  was  forc'd  ev'n  but  to  feem  your  enemy  j 
Nor  think  the  bafenefs  of  a  vanquifh'd  flave 
Moves  me  to  flatter  for  precarious  life, 
Or  ill-bought  freedom,  when  I  fwear,  by  Heav'n, 
Were  I  to  choofe  from  all  mankind  a  mailer, 
It  mould  be  Tamerlane. 

Tarn.  A  noble  freedom 

Dwells  with  the  brave,  unknown  to  fawning  fycophanta, 
And  claims  a  privilege  of  being  believ'd. 
I  take  thy  praife  as  earneft  of  thy  friendmip. 

Men.  Still  you  prevent  the  homage  I  mould  offer. 
Oh,  royal  fir  !  let  my  misfortunes  plead, 
And  wipe  away  the  hoftile  mark  I  wore. 
I  was,  when  not  long  fince  my  fortune  hail'd  me, 
Blefs'd  to  my  wifh,  I  was  the  prince  Monefes, 
Born  and  bred  up  to  greatnefs :  witnefs  the  blood, 
Which  through  fucceffive  heroes  veins,   ally'd 
To  our  Greek  emperors,  roll'd  down  to  me, 
Feeds  the  bright  flame  of  glory  in  my  heart. 

Tarn.  Ev'n  that,   that  princely  tie,    fhould  bind  thee 
If  virtue  were  not  more  than  all  alliance.  [to  me, 

Men.  I  have  a  fifter,   Oh,   fevere  remembrance  ! 
Our  noble  houfe's,  nay,  her  fex's  pride; 
Nor  think  my  tongue  too  lavifh,  if  I  fpeak  her 
Fair  as  the  fame  of  virtue,  and  yet  challe 
As  its  cold  precepts  ;  wife  beyond  her  fex 
And  blooming  youth  ;  foft  as  forgiving  mercy, 
Yet  greatly  brave  and  jealous  for  her  honour  : 
Such  as  fhe  was,  to  fay  I  barely  lov'd  her, 
Js  poor  to  my  foul's  meaning.     From  our  infancy 
There  grew  a  mutual  tendernefs  between  us, 
Till  not  long  fince  her  vows  were  kindly  plighted 
To  a  young  lord,  the  equal  of  her  birth. 
The  happy  day  was  fix'd,  and  now  approaching, 
When  faithlefs  Bajazet  (upon  whofe  honour, 
In  fblemn  treaty  given,  the  Greeks  depended) 
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With  fudden  war  broke  in  upon  the  country, 
Secure  of  peace,  and  for  defence  unready. 

Tarn.  Let  majefty  no  more  be  held  divine, 
Since  kings,  who  are  call'd  gods,  profane  themfelves. 

Man.  Among  the  wretches,  whom  that  deluge  fwept 
Away  to  flavery,  myfelf  and  lifter, 
Then  pafling  near  the  frontiers  to  the  court, 
(Which  waited  for  her  nuptials)  were  furpris'd, 
And  made  the  captives  of  the  tyrant's  pow'r. 
Soon  as  we  reach'd  his  court,  we  found  our  ufage, 
Beyond  what  we  expected,  fair  and  noble  ; 
'Twas  then  the  ftorm  of  your  victorious  arms 
Look'd  black,  and  feem'd  to  threaten,  when  he  preft  me 
(By  oft  repeating  inftances)  to  draw 
My  fword  for  him  :  but  when  he  found  my  foul 
Difdain'd  his  purpofe,  he  more  fiercely  told  me, 
That  my  Arpafia,  my  lov'd  lifter's  fate, 
Depended  on  my  courage  fhewn  for  him. 
I  had  long  learnt  to  hold  myfelf  at  nothing  ; 
But  for  her  fake,  to  ward  the  blow  from  her, 
I  bound  my  fervice  to  the  man  I  hated. 
Six  days  are  paft,  fince,  by  the  fultan's  order, 
1  left  the  pledger  of  my  return  behind, 
And  went  to  guard  this  princefs  to  his  camp  : 
The  reft  the  brave  Axalla's  fortune  tells  you.' 

Tarn.  Wifely  the  tyrant  ftrove  to  prop  his  caufe, 
By  leaguing  with  thy  virtue  ;  but  juft  Heav'n 
Has  torn  thee  from  his  fide,  and  left  him  naked 
•  To  the  avenging  bolt  that  drives  upon  him. 
Forget  the  name  of  captive,  and  I  wifh 
I  could  as  well  reftore  that  fair-one's  freedom, 
Whofe  lofs  hangs  heavy  on  thee  :  yet  ere  night, 
Perhaps,  we  may  deferve  thy  friendfhip  nobler  ; 
Th'  approaching  ftorm  may  caft  thy  Ihipwreck'd  wealth 
Back  to  thy  arms  :  till  that  be  paft,  fince  war 
(Tho'  in  the  jufteft  caufe)  is  ever  doubtful, 
I  will  not  afk  thy  fvvord  to  aid  my  victory, 
Left  it  mould  hurt  that  hoftage  of  thy  valour 
Our  common  foe  detains. 

Man.  Let  Bajazet 

Bend  to  his  yoke  repining  flaves  by  force; 
Yon,  fir,  have  found  a  nobler  way  to  empire, 
Lord  of  the  willing  world. 

«  Tarn. 
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9  Tarn.  Oh,  my  Axalla ! 

*  Thou  haft  a  tender  foul,  apt  for  companion, 
'  And  art  thyfelf  a  lover  and  a  friend. 

'  Does  not  this  prince's  fortune  move  thy  temper  ? 

'  Ax.  Yes,  fir,  I  mourn  the  brave  Monefes'  fate, 
'  The  merit  of  his  virtue  hardly  match'd 
'  With  difadvent'rous  chance  :  yet,  prince,  allow  me, 
'  Allow  me,  from  th'  experience  of  a  lover, 

*  To  fay,  one  perfon  whom  your  ftory  mention'd 
'  (If  he  furvive)  is  far  beyond  you  wretched  : 

'  You  nam'd  the  bridegroom  of  your  beauteous  filler. 

'  Mon,  J  did.     Oh,  moft  accurft ! 

'  Ax.  Think  what  he  feels, 
'  Dam'd  in  the  fiercenefs  of  his  expectation  : 
'  Then,  when  th'  approaching  minute  of  poffeifion. 
'  Had  wound  imagination  to  the  height, 
«  Think  if  he  lives  ! 

'  Mon.  He  lives  !  he  does  ;  'tis  true 
'  He  lives  !  But  how  ?  To  be  a  dog,  and  dead, 
'  Were  paradife  to  fuch  a  ftate  as  his  : 
'  He  holds  down  life,  as  children  do  a  potion, 
'  With  ftrong  reluctance  and  convulfive  ftrugglings, 

*  Whilft  his  misfortunes  prefs  him  to  difgorge  it. 

Tarn.  f  Spare  the  remembrance,  'tis  an  ufelefs  grief, 
'  And  adds  to  the  misfortune  by  repeating. 
'  The  revolution  of  a  day  may  bring 
'  Such  turns,  as  Heav'n  itfelf  could  fcarce  have  promis'd. 
'  Far,  far  beyond  thy  wifh  :  let  that  hope  chear  thee.' 
Halte,  my  Axalla,  to  difpofe  with  fafety 
Thy  beauteous  charge,  and  on  the  foe  revenge 
The  pain  which  abfence  gives  ;  thy  other  care, 
Honour  and  arms,  now  fummon  thy  attendance. 
Now  do  thy  office  well,  my  foul !  Remember 
Thy  caufe,  the  caufe  of  Heaven  and  injur'd  Earth. 
O  thou  Supreme  !  if  thy  great  fpirit  warms 
My  glowing  breaft,  and  fires  my  foul  to  arms, 
Grant  that  my  fword,  affifted  by  thy  pow'r, 
This  day  may  peace  and  happinefs  reftore, 
That  war  and  lawlefs  rage  may  vex  the  world  no  more. 
[Exeunt  Tamerlane,  Monefes,    Stratocles,  prince  of 

Tanais,  Zama,   Mirvan,  and  attendants. 
Ax.  The  battle  calls,  and  bids  me  hafte  to  leave  thee  ; 

Oh,  Selima  ! But  le:  deftru&ion  wait. 

Are 
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Are  there  not  hours  enough  for  blood  and  {laughter  ? 
This  moment  mail  be  love's,   and  I  will  wafte  it 
In  foft  complainings,  for  thy  fighs  and  coldnefs, 
For  thy  forgetful  coldnefs  ;  even  at  Birza, 
When  in  thy  father's  court  my  eyes  firft  own'd  thee, 
Fairer  than  light,  the  joy  of  their  beholding, 
Even  then  thou  wert  not  thus. 

'  Sel.  Art  not  thou  chang'd, 
«  Chriftian  Axalla  ?  Art  thou  ftill  the  fame  ? 
'  Thofe  were  the  gentle  hours  of  peace,  and  thou 
'  The  world's  good  angel,  that  didft  kindly  join 
'  Jts  mighty  mafters  in  harmonious  friendship  : 
'  But  fince  thofe  joys  that  once  were  ours  are  loft, 
'  Forbear  to  mention  'em,  and  talk  of  war; 
'  Talk  of  thy  conquefts  and  my  chains,   Axalla. 

'  jix.  Yet  I  will  liften,  fair,  unkind,  upbraider, 
'  Yet  I  will  Men  to  thy  charming  accents, 

•  Altho'  they  make  me  curfe  my  fame  and  fortune, 
'  My  laurel  wreaths,  and  all  the  glorious  trophies 

'  For  which  the  valiant  bleed — Oh,  thou  unjuft  one  ! 

'  Doft  thou  then  envy  me  this  fmall  return 

'  My  niggard  fate  has  made  for  all  the  mournings, 

•  For  all  the  pains,  for  all  the  fleeplefs  nights, 

•  That  cruel  abfence  brings  ? 

'  Sel.  Away,  deceiver  ! 

•  I  will  not  hear  thy  foothing.     Is  it  thus 

«  That  Chriftian  lovers  prove  the  faith  they  fwear  ? 

•  Are  war  and  flavery  the  foft  endearments 

« .With  which  they  court  the  beauties  they  admire  ? 

•  'Twas  well  my  heart  was  cautious  of  believing 

'  Thy  vows,  and  thy  protefting.     Know,  my  conqueror, 
'  Thy  fword  has  vanquifli'd  but  the  half  of  Selima ; 
'  Her  foul  difdains  thy  vidory. 
'  Ax.  Hear,  fweet  Heav'n  ! 

•  Hear  the  fair  tyrant,  how  me  wrefts  love's  laws, 

•  As  (he  had  vow'd  my  ruin  !  What  is  conqueft  ? 
«  What  joy  have  I  from  that  but  to  behold  thee, 
'  To  kneel  before  thee,  and  with  lifted  eyes 

'  To  view  thee,  as  Devotion  does  a  faint, 

'  With  awful,  trembling  pleafure  ;  then  to  fwear 

•  Thou  art  the  queen  and  miftrefs  of  my  foul? 

•  Has  not  ev'n  Tamerlane  (whofe  word,  next  Heaverv's, 
'  Makes  fate  at  fecond-hand)  bid  thee  difclaim 

Thy 
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*  Thy  fears  ?  And  doft  thou  call  thyfelf  a  Have, 

*  Only  to  try  how  far  the  fad  impreffion 

*  Can  fink  into  Axalla  ? 

•  Sel.  Oh,   Axalla  ! 

*  Ought  I  to  hear  you  ? 

'  Ax,  Come  back,   ye  hours, 

*  And  tell  my  Selima  what  me  has  done ! 

'  Bring  back  the  time,  when  to  her  father's  court 

*  I  came  ambaflador  of  peace  from  Tamerlane  ; 
'  When  hid  by  confcious  darknefs  and  difguife, 
'  I  paft  the  danger?  of  the  watchful  guards, 

*  Bold  as  the  youth  wrK>  nightly  fwam  the  Hellefpont  : 
c  Then,  then  me  was  not  fworn  the  foe  of  love  ; 

'  When,  as  my  foul  confeft  its  flame,  and  fued 
'  In  moving  founds  for  pity,  me  frown'd  rarely, 
'  But,  blufhing,  heard  me  tell  the  gentle  tale  ; 
'   Nay,  ev'n  confeft,  and  told  me  foftly,  fighing, 

*  She  thought  there  was  no  guilt  in  love  like  mine.' 
Sel.  Young,  and  unlkilful  in  the  world's  falfe  artr, 

I  fuffer'd  love  to  fteal  upon  my  foftnefs, 
And  warm  me  with  a  lambent  guiltlefs  flame : 
Yes,  I  have  heard  thee  fwear  a  thoufand  times, 
And  call  the  coafcious  Povv'rs  of  heav'n  to  witnefi 
The  tend'reft,  trueft,  everlafting  paffion. 
But,  Oh  !  'tis  paft;  and  I  will  charge  remembrance 
To  banifh  the  fond  image  from  my  foul. 
Since  thou  art  fworn  the  foe  of  royal  Bajazet, 
I  have  refolv'd  to  hate  thee. 

Ax.  Is  it  poffible  1 

Hate  is  not  in  thy  nature  ;  thy  whole  frame 
Is  harmony,  without  one  jarring  atom. 
Why  doft  thou  force  thy  eyes  to  wear  this  coldnefs  ? 
It  damps  the  fprings  of  lire.     Oh  !  bid  me  die, 
Much  rather  bid  me  die,  if  it  be  true, 
That  thou  haft  fworn  to  hate  me. 

Sel.  Let  life  and  death 
Wait  the  decifion  of  the  bloody  field  ; 
Nor  can  thy  fate,  my  conqueror,  depend 
Upon  a  woman's  hate.     Yet,  fince  you  urge 
A  powef,  which  once  perhaps  I  had,  there  is 
But  one  requeft  that  I  can  make  with  honour. 

Ax.  Oh,  name  it !  fay  ! 

Sel. 
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Sel.  Forego  your  right  of  war, 
And  render  me  this  inftant  to  my  father. 

Ax,  Impoflible  !  —  — The  tumult  of  the  battle, 
That  haftes  to  join,  cuts  off  all  means  of  commerce 
Betwixt  the  armies. 

Sel.  Swear  then  to  perform  it, 
Which  way  foe'er  the  chance  of  war  determines, 
On  my  firit  inftance. 

Ax.  By  the  facred  majefty 

Of  Heaven,  to  whom  we  kneel,  I  will  obey  thee  ; 
Yes,  I  will  give  thee  this  fevereft  proof 
Of  my  foul's  vow'd  devotion  ;  ]  will  part  with  thee, 
(Thou  cruel  to  command  it  !)  I  will  part  with  thee, 
As  wretches  that  are  doubtful  of  hereafter 
Part  with  their  lives,  unwilling,  loth  and  fearful, 
And  trembling  at  futurity.     But  is  there  nothing, 
No  fmall  return  that  honour  can  afford, 
For  all  this  wafte  of  love  ? 

'  Sel.  The  gifcs  of  captives 

*  Wear  fomewhatof  conftraint;  and  generous  mindi 

*  Difdain  to  give,  where  freedom  of  the  choice 

*  Does  but  feem  wanting. 

'  Ax.*  What!  not  one  kind  look  ?  [*Trumpett* 

Then  thou  art  chang'd  indeed.  *  Hark,  lam  fummon'd, 
And  thou  wilt  fend  me  forth  like  one  unblefs'd, 
Whom  fortune  has  forfaken,  and  ill  fate 
Mark'd  for  deftru&ion.     '  Thy  furprifing  coldnefs 
'  Hangs  on  my  foul,  and  weighs  my  courage  down  ; 
'  And  the  firft  feeble  blow  I  meet  mall  raze  me 
'  From  all  remembrance  :'  nor  is  life  or  fame 
Worthy  my  care,  fmce  I  am  loft  to  thee.  [Going* 

Sel.  Ha  !  Goeft  thou  to  the  fight  ? 

Ax.  I  do Farewel  ! 

Sel.  What !  and  no  more  !  A  figh  heaves  in  my  breaft, 
And  flops  the  ftruggling  accents  on  my  tongue, 
Elfe,  fure,  I  mould  have  added  fomething  more, 
And  made  our  parting  fbfter. 

Ax.  Give  it  way  : 

The  niggard  honour  that  affords  not  love 
Forbids  not  pity 

'  Stl.  Fate  perhaps  has  fet 

'  This  day  the  period  of  thy  life  and  conqueffo  ;         .     - 
'  And  I  mail  fee  thee  borne  at  evening  back 
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A  breathlefs  corfe. Oh  !  can  I  think  on  that 

And  hide  my  forrows  ? — No — they  will  have  way, 

And  all  the  vital  air  that  life  draws  in 

Is  render'd  back  in  fighs. 

'dx.The  murm'ringgale  revives  the  drooping  flame, 

That  at  thy  coldnefs  languifh'd  in  mybreaft: 

So  breathe  the  gentle  zephyrs  on  the  fpring, 

And  waken  every  plant  and  od'rous  flower, 

Which  winter  froft  had  blafted,  to  new  life. 

'  <SW.  To  fee  thee  for  this  moment,  and  no  more.—— 

Oh  !  help  me  to  refolve  againft  this  tendernefs, 

That  charms  my  fierce  refentments,  and  prefents  thee 

Not  as  thou  art,  mine  and  my  father's  foe, 

But  as  thou  wert,  when  firft  thy  moving  accents 

Wop  me  to  hear  ;  when,  as  I  liften'd  to  thee, 

The  happy  hours  paft  by  us  unperceiv'd, 

So  was  my  foul  fix'd  to  the  foft  enchantment. 

'  Ax.  Let  me  be  ftill  the  fame  ;  I  am,  I  muft  be.* 

If  it  were  poffible  my  heart  cou'd  ftray, 

One  look  from  thee  would  call  it  back  again, 

And  fix  the  wanderer  for  ever  thine. 

Sd.  Where  is  my  boaited  refolution  now  ? 

[Sinking  into  bis  armti 

Oh,  yes !  thou  art  the  fame;  my  heart  joins  with  thee, 
And  to  betray  me  will  believe  thee  ftill ; 
It  dances  to  the  founds  that  mov'd  it  firft, 
And  owns  at  once  the  weaknefs  of  my  foul  : 
So,  when  fome  fkilful  artift  llrikes  the  firings, 
The  magic  numbers  roufe  our  fleeping  paffions, 
And  force  us  to  confefs  our  grief  and  pleafure.' 

Alas  !  Axalla,  fay doft  thou  not  pity 

My  artlefs  innocence,  and  eafy  fondnefs  ? 

Oh  !  turn  thee  from  me,  or  I  die  with  blufhing. 
Ax.  No,  let  me  rather  gaze,  for  ever  gaze, 

And  blefs  the  new-born  glories  that  adorn  thee  ; 

'  From  every  blufh,  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks, 

'  Ten  thoufand  little  loves  and  graces  fpring 

'  To  revel  in  the  rofes 't  wo'  not  be,'       [Trumpets. 

This  envious  trumpet  calls,  and  tears  me  from  thee — 
Sel.  My  fears  increafe,  and  doubly  prefs  me  now  : 

I  charge  thee,  if  thy  fword  comes  crofs  my  father, 

Stop  for  a  moment,  and  remember  me. 


tit.  y 


TAMERLANE.  z\ 

Ax.  Oh,  doubt  not  but  his  life  {hall  be  my  care, 
Ev'n  dearer  than  my  own 

Sel.  Guard  that  for  me  too. 

Ax.  Oh,  Selima  !  thou  haft  reftor'd  my  quiet. 
The  noble  ardour  of  the  war,  with  love 
Returning,  brightly  burns  within  my  breaft, 
And  bids  me  be  fecure  of  all  hereafter. 
'  So  chears  fome  pious  faint  a  dying  finner 
'   (Who  trembled  at  the  thought  of  pains  to  come) 
'  With  Heaven's  forgivenefs,  and  the  hopes  of  mercy  : 
'  At  length,  the  tumult  of  his  foul  appeas'd, 
«  And  every  doubt  and  anxious  fcruple  eas'd, 
'  Boldly  he  proves  the  dark,  uncertain  road, 
'<  The  peace,  his  holy  comforter  beftow'd, 
'  Guides  and  protects  him,  like  a  guardian  god.'[ 

Sel.  In  vain  all  arts  a  love-fick  virgin  tries, 
Affeds  to  frown,  and  feem  feverely  wife, 
In  hopes  to  cheat  the  wary  lover's  eyes  : 
If  the  dear  youth  her  pity  ftrives  to  move, 
And  pleads,  with  tendernefs,   the  caufe  of  love  ! 
Nature  aflerts  her  empire  in  her  heart, 
And  kindly  takes  the  faithful  lover's  part. 
By  love  herfelf,  and  nature  thus  betray'd,  J 

No  more  me  trufts  in  pride's  fantaftic  aid,  > 

Bat  bids  her  eyes  confefs  the  yielding  maid.  J 

[Exit  Selima,  guards  following. 


ACT   II.     SCENE  Tamerlane's  camp. 
Enter  Monefes. 

Mon.  ^TT^HE  dreadful  bufinefs  of  the  war  is  o'er;  ' 

j^      And  Slaughter,  that  from  yeiter'  morn  'till 

even, 

With  giant  Iteps,  pafs'd  finding  o'er  the  field, 
Befmear'd  and  horrid  with  the  blood  of  nations, 
Now  weary  fits  among  the  mangled  heaps, 
And  flumbers  o'er  her  prey;  while  from  this  camp 
The  chearful  founds  of  victory  and  Tamerlane 
Beat  the  high  arch  of  heaven.     'Deciding  Fate, 
c  That  crowns  him  with  ths  fcoils  of  fuch  a  day, 

•Has 
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'  Has  giv'n  it  as  an  earneft  of  the  world 
•«  That  Ihortly  fliall  be  his.' 

Enter  Stratocies. 
My  Stratocies ! 

Mofl  happily  return'd  ;  might  I  believe 
Thou  bring'ft  me  any  joy  ? 

Stra.  With  my  beft  diligence, 
This  night,  I  have  enquired  of  what  concerns  you. 
Scarce  was  the  fun,  who  fhone  upon  the  horror 
Of  the  paft  day,  funk  to  the  wellern  ocean, 
When,  by  permiffion  from  the  prince.  Axalla, 
I  mixt  among  the  tumult  of  the  warriors 
Returning  from  the  battle  :  here  a  troop 
Of  hardy  Parthians,  red  with  honeft  wounds, 
Confefl  the  conqueft  they  had  well  deferv'd  : 
There  a  dejefted  crew  of  wretched  captives, 
«  Sore  with  unprofitable  hurts,  and  groaning 

*  Under  new  bondage,'  follow'd  fadly  after 
The  haughty  viclor's  heels.     But  that  which  fully 
Crovvn'd  the  fuccefs  of  Tamerlane,  was  Bajazet, 
Fall'n,   like  the  proud  archangel,  from  the  height 
Where  once  (even  next  to  majefty  divine) 
Enthron'd  he  fat,  down  to  the  vile  defcent 

And  lownefs  of  a  flave  :  but,  Oh  !  to  fpeak 
The  rage,  the  fiercenefs,  and  the  indignation  ! 
It  bars  all  words,  and  cuts  defcription  fhort. 

Man.  Then  he  is  fall'n  !  that  comet  which  on  higk 
Portended  ruin  ;  he  has  fpent  his  blaze, 
And  (hall  diftradl  the  world  with  fears  no  more. 
'  Sure  it  muft  bode  me  well ;  for  oft  my  foul 
'  Has  ftarted  into  tumult  at  his  name, 
'  As  if  my  guardian  angel  took  th*  alarm 

*  At  the  approach  of  fomewhat  mortal  to  me.' 
But  fay,  my  friend,  what  hear'ft  thou  of  Arpafia? 
For  there  my  thoughts,  my  every  care  is  center'd. 

Stra.  Tho'  on  that  purpofe  ftill  I  bent  my  fearch, 
Yet  nothing  certain  could  I  gain,  but  this  : 
That  in  the  pillage  of  the  fultan's  tent 
Some  women  were  made  pris'ners,  who  this  morning 
Were  to  be  offer'd  to  the  emperor's  view ; 
Their  names  and  qualities,  tho'  oft  enquiring, 
I  could  not  learn. 

Men. 
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Man.  Then  muft  my  foul  ftill  labour 
Beneath  uncertainty  and  anxious  doubt, 
The  mind's  worft  ftate.  The  tyrant's  ruin  gives  me 
But  a  half  eafe. 

Stra.  'Twas  faid,  not  far  from  hence 
The  captives  were  to  wait  the  emperor's  paflage. 

Man.  Hafte  we  to  find  the  place.     Oh,  my  Arpafia  ! 
Shall  we  not  meet  ?  '  Why  hangs  my  heart  thus  heavy, 
'  Like  death  within  my  bofom  ?  Oh,  'tis  well, 
'  The  joy  of  meeting  pays  the  pangs  of  abfence, 
*  Elfe  who  could  bear  it  ?' 
When  thy  lov'd  fight  mall  blefs  my  eyes  again, 
Then  I  will  own,  I  ought  not  to  complain, 
Since  thatfweet  hour  is  worth  whole  years  of  pain. 

[Exeunt  Monefes  and  Stratocles. 

SCENE  the  injlde  cf  a  magnificent   tent.     Symphony   of 
'warlike  mujic. 

Enter  Tamerlane,    Axalla,  Prince  of  Tanais,   Zama, 
Mirvan,  foldiers,  and  other  attendants. 

Ax.  From  this  aufpicious  day  the  Parthian  name 
Shall  date  its  birth  of  empire,  and  extend, 
Ev'n  from  the  dawning  eaft  to  utmoit  Thule, 
The  limits  of  its  fway. 

Pr.  Nations  unknown 
Where  yet  the  Roman  eagles  never  flewj, 
Shall  pay  their  homage  to  victorious  Tamerlane  ; 
Bend  to  his  valour  and  fuperior  virtue, 
And  own,  that  conqueft  is  not  given  by  chance, 
But,  bound  by  fatal  and  refiftlefs  merit, 
Waits  on  his  arms. 

Tarn.  It  is  too  much  :  you  drefs  me, 
Like  an  ufurper,  in  the  borrow'd  attributes 
Of  injur'd  Heaven.     Can  we  call  conqueft  ours  ? 
Shall  man,  this  pigmy,  with  a  giant's  pride, 
Vaunt  of  himfelf,  and  fay,  Thus  have  I  done  this  ? 
Oh,  vain  pretence  to  greatnefs  !  Like  the  moon, 
We  borrow  all  the  brightnefs  which  we  boaft, 
Dark  in  ourfelves  and  ufelefs.     If  that  hand 
That  rules  the  fate  of  battles,  ftrike  for  us, 
Crown  us  with  fame,  and  gild  our  clay  with  honour, 

'Twcre 
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'Twere  moft  ungrateful  to  difown  the  benefit, 
.And  arrogate  a  praife  which  is  not  our*. 

Ax.  With  fuch  unfhaken  temper  of  the  foul 
To  bear  the  fwelling  tide  of  profp'rous  fortune, 
Is  to  deferve  that  fortune  :  in  adverfity 
The  mind  grows  tough  by  buffeting  the  tempeft, 
Which,  in  fuccefs  diflblving,  finks  to  eafe, 
And  lofes  all  her  firmnefs. 

Tarn.  Oh,  Axalla ! 

Could  I  forget  I  am  a  man,  as  thou  art ; 
Would  not  the  winter's  cold,  or  fummer's  heat, 
Sicknefs,  or  thirft,  and  hunger,  all  the  train 
Of  nature's  clamorous  appetites,  aflerting 
An  equal  right  in  kings  and  common  men, 
Reprove  me  daily  ? — No — If  I  boaft  of  aught 
Be  it,  to  have  been  Heaven's  happy  inftrument, 
The  means  of  good  to  all  my  fellow-creatures  : 
This  is  a  king's  belt  praife. 

Enter  Omar. 

Om.  Honour  and  fame  [Sowing  to  Tamerlane. 

For  ever  wait  the  emperor  !  May  our  prophet 
Give  him  ten  thoufand  thoufand  days  of  life, 
And  every  day  like  this  !     The  captive  fultan, 
Fierce  in  his  bonds,  and  at  his  fate  repining, 
Attends  your  facred  will. 

Tom.  Let  him  approach. 
Enter  Bajazet  and  other  Turkijh  prifcners  in  chains,  with 

a  guard  of  foldiers. 

When  I  furvey  the  ruins  of  this  field, 
The  wild  deftru&ion  which  thy  fierce  ambition 
Has  dealt  among  mankind,  (fo  many  widows 
And  helplefs  orphans  has  thy  battle  made, 
That  half  our  eaftern  world  this  day  are  mourners) 
Well  may  I,  in  behalf  of  heav'n  and  earth, 
Demand  from  thee  atonement  for  this  wrong. 

Baj.  Make  thy  demand  to  thofe  that  own  thy  pow'r, 
Know  I  am  ftill  beyond  it ;  and  tho'  Fortune 
(Curfe  on  that  changeling  deity  of  fools  !) 
Has  ftript  me  of  the  train  and  pomp  of  greatnefs, 
That  outfide  of  a  king,  yet  ftill  my  foul, 
Fix'd  high,  and  of  itfelf  alone  dependent, 
Is  ever  free  and  royal,  and  ev'n  now, 
As  at  the  head  of  battle,  does  defy  thee. 

2  I  know 
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I  know  what  povv'r  the  chance  of  war  has  giv'n, 
And  dare  thee   to  the  ufe  on't.     This  vile  fpeeching^ 
This  after-game  of  words,  is  what  moil  irks  me  ; 

Spare  that,  and  for  the  reil  'tis  equal  all 

Be  it  as  it  may. 

Tarn.   Well  was  it  for  the  world, 
When  on  their  borders  neighbouring  princes  met, 
Frequent  in  friendly  parle,  by  cool  debates 
Preventing  wafteful  war  ;   fuch  fhould  our  meeting 
Have  been,  hadft  thou  but  held  injuft  regard 
The  fan&ity  of  leagues  fo  often  fworn  to. 
Canft  thou  believe  thy  prophet,  or,  what's  more, 
That  pow'r  fupreme  which  made  thee  and  thy  prophet, 
Will,  with  impunity,  let  pafs  that  breach 
Of  facred  faith  giv'n  to  the  royal  Greek  ? 

Baj.  Thou  pedant  talker  !  ha  !   art  thou  a  king, 
Poflefs'd  of  facred  pow'r,  Heav'n's  darling  attribute, 
And  doit  thou  prate  of  leagues,  and  oaths,  and  prophets .? 
•J  hate  the  Greek  (perdition  on  his  name  !) 
As  I  do  thee,  and  would  have  met  you  both 
As  death  does  human  nature,  for  deilrudlion. 

Tarn.  Caufelefs  to  hate  is  not  of  human  kind  : 
The  favage  brute  that  haunts  in  woods  remote 
And  defart  wilds,  tears  not  the  fearful  traveller, 
If  hunger,  or  fome  injury,  provoke  not. 

Baj.  Can  a  king  want  a  caufe,  when  empire  bids 
Go  on  ?   What  is  he  born  for,  but  ambition  ? 
It  is  his  hunger,  'tis  his  call  of  nature, 
The  noble  appetite  which  will  be  fatisfy'd, 
And,  like  the  food  of  Gods,  makes  him  immortal. 

Tarn.  Henceforth  I  will  not  wonder  we  were  foes, 
Since  fouls  that  differ  fo  by  nature  hate, 
And  itrong  antipathy  forbids  their  union. 

Baj.  The  noble  fire  that  warms  me,  does  indeed 
Tranfcend  thy  coidnefs.     I  am  pleas'd  we  diffcer, 
Nor  think  alike. 

Tarn.  No — for  I  think  like  Man, 
Thou  like  a  monfter,  from  whofe  baleful  prefence 
Nature  {tarts  back ;  and  tho'  me  fix'd  her  ftamp 
On  thy  rough  mafs,  and  mark'd  thee  for  a  man, 
Now,  con fcious  of  her  error,  (he  difclaims  thee, 

As  form'd  for  her  deftruclion. . 

'Tis  true,  I  am  a  king,  as  thou  haft  been : 

B  Honour 
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Honour  and  glory  too  have  been  my  aim  ; 
iljut  tho'  I  dare  face  death,  and  all  the  dangers 
Which  furious  war  wears  in  its  bloody  front, 
Yet  would  I  choofe  .to  fix  my  name  by  peace, 
By  juilice,  and  by  mercy  ;  and  to  raife 
My  trophies  on  the  bleflings  of  mankind  : 
Nor  would  I  buy  the  empire  of  the  world 
With  ruin  of  the  people  whom  I  fway, 
On  forfeit  of  my  honour.  , 

Baj.  Prophet,  I  thank  thee 

Damnation  !  —  Couldft  thou  rob  me  of  my  glory, 
To  drefs  up  this  tame  king,  this  preaching  dervife  ? 
Unfit  for  war,  thou  fhouldft  have  liv'd  fecure 
In  lazy  peace,  and  with  debating  fenates 
Shar'd  a  precarious  fceptre,  fat  tamely  ftill, 
And  let  bold  factions  canton  out  thy  pow'r, 
And  wrangle  for  the  fpoiis  they  robb'd  thee  of; 
Whilft  I  (curfe  on  the  power  that  flops  my  ardour  !) 
Would,  like  a  tempelt,  ruih  amidil  the  nations, 
Be  greatly  terrible,  and  deal,  like  Alha, 
My  angry  thunder  on  the  frighted  world. 

Tarn.  The  world  ! — 'twould  be  too  little  for  thy  pride  : 
Thou  wouldft  fcale  heav'n 

Baj.  I  would  : — Away!   my  foul 
Difdains  thy  conference. 

Tarn.  Thou  vain,  rafh  thing, 
That,  with  gigantic  infolence,  haft  dar'd 
To  lift  thy  wretched  felf  above  the  ftars, 
And  mate  with  pow'r  almighty :   thou  art  fall'n  ! 
Baj.  'Tis  falie  !  I  am  not  fall'n  from  augiu  I  have 

been  ; 

At  leaft  my  foul  refolves  to  keep  her  ftate, 
And  Icorns  to  take  acquaintance  with  ill  fortune. 
Tarn.   Almoil  beneath  my  pity  art  thou  fall'n  ; 
Since,  while  th'  avenging  hand  of  Heav'n  is  on  thee, 
And  prefles  ta  the  dull  thy  fwelling  foul, 
Fool-hardy,  with  the  ftronger  thou  contendeft. 
To  what  vaft  heights  had  thy  tumultuous  temper 
Been  hurry'd,  if  fuccefs  had  crown'd  thy  wilhes  ! 
Say,  what  had  I  to  expect,  if  thou  had'ft  conquer'd  ? 

Baj.  Oh,  glorious  thought!  by  Heav'n  I  will  enjoy  it, 
Tho'  but  in  fancy  :  imagination  fhall 
Make  room  to  entertain  the  v;ift  idea. 

Ch! 
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Oh  !  had  I  been  the  matter  but  of  yefterday, 

The  world,  the  world  had  felt  me;  and  for  thee,          * 

I  had  us'd  thee  as  thou  art  to  me  — a  dog, 

The  objecl:  of  my  fcorn,  and  mortal  hatred  : 

I  would  have  taught  thy  neck  to  know  my  weight, 

And  mounted  from  that  footftool  to  my  faddle  : 

Then,  when  thy  daily  fervile  tafk  was  done, 

I  would  have  cag'd  thee,  for  the  fcorn  of  flaves, 

'Till  thou  hadlt  begg'd  to  die;  and  ev'n  that  mercy 

I  had  deny'd  thee.     Now  thou  know'ft  my  mind, 

And  queftion  me  no  farther. 

Tarn.  Well  doft  thou  teach  me 
What  juftice  mould  exaft  from  thee.     Mankind, 
With  one  confent,  cry  out  for  vengeance  on  thee  ; 
Loudly  they  call  todit  off  this  league-breaker, 
This  wild  deftroyer  from  the  face  of  earth. 

Baj.  Do  it,  and  rid  thy  making  foul  at  onee 
Of  its  worft  fear. 

Tarn.  Why  flept  the  thunder 
That  mould  have  arm'd  the  idol  deity, 
And  giv'n  thee  power,  ere  yefter  fun  was  fet, 
To  fliake  the  foul  of  Tamerlane.     Hadll  thou  an  arm 
To  make  thee  fear'd,  thou  fhouldft  have  prov'd  it  on  me, 
Amidft  the  fweat  and  blood  of  yonder  field, 
When  thro'  the  tumult  of  the  war  I  fought  thee, 
Fenc'd  in  with  nations. 

Baj.  Curfe  upon  the  ftars, 
That  fated  us  to  different  fcenes  of  flaughter ! 
Oh  !  could  my  fword  have  met  thee 

Tarn.  Thou  hadft  then, 

As  now,  been  in  my  pow'r,  and  held  thy  life 
Dependent  on  my  gift,— Yes,  Bajazet, 
I  bid  thee  live — '  fo  much  my  foul  difdains 
1  That  thou  Ihouldft  think  I  can  fear  aught  but  Heav'n:' 
Nay  more  j  couldfl  thou  forget  thy  brutal  fiercenefs, 
And  form  thyfelf  to  manhood,  I  would  bid  thee 
Live,  and  be  ftill  a  king,  that  thou  may'ft  learn 
What  man  fhould  be  to  man,  in  war  remembering 
The  common  tie  and  brotherhood  of  kind. 
This  royal  tent,  with  fuch  of  thy  domeltics 
As  can  be  found,  mail  wait  upon  thy  fervice ; 
Nor  will  I  ufe  my  fortune  to  demand 

B  2  Hard 
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Hard  terms  of  peace,  but  fuch  as  thou  may'ft  offer 
With 'honour,  I  \vich  honour  may  receive. 

[Tamerraney^-«/  to  an  officer,  <wbo  unbinds  Bajazet. 

Baj.  Ha!  fay'ft  thou — no — our  prophet's  vengeance 

blaft  me, 

If  thou  {halt  buy  my  friendfhip  with  thy  empire. 
Damnation  on  thee  1  thou  fmooth  fawning  talker  ! 
Give  me  again  my  chains,  that  I  may  curie  thee, 
And  gratify  my  rage  :  or,  if  thou  wilt 
Be  a  vain  fool,  and  play  with  thy  perdition, 
Remember  I'm  thy  foe,  and  hate  thee  deadly. 
Thy  folly  on  thy  head  ! 

Tarn.  Be  (till  my  foe. 

Great  minds,  like  Heav'.n,  are  pleas'd  in  doing  good, 
Tho'  the  ungrateful  fubjecls  of  their  favours 
Are  barren  in  return.     '  Thy  ftubborn  pride, 
'  That  fpurns  the  gfntle  office  of  humanity, 
'  Shall  in  my  honour  own,  and  thy  defpite, 
'  I  have  done  as  I  ought.'     Virtue  ftill  does 
With  fcorn  the  mercenary  world  regaid, 
Where  abjeft  fouls  do  good,  and  hope  reward  : 
Above  the  worthlefs  trophies  men  can  raife, 
She  feeks  not  honours,  wealth,  nor  airy  praife, 
But  with  hcrfelf,  herfelf  the  goddefs  pays. 

[Exeunt  Tamerlane,    Axalla,  Prince  cf  Tanais,   Mir- 
van,   Zama,  and  attendants. 

£aj.  Coine,    lead  me  to  my  dungeon  ;  plunge  me 

down 

Deep  from  the  hated  fight  of  man  and  day  ; 
Where,   under  cov-ert  of  the  friendly  darknefs, 
My/oul  may  brood,  at  leifure,  o'er  its  anguifh. 

Om.   Our  royal  matter  wou'd  with  noble  ufage, 
Make  your  misfortunes  light :  he  bids  you  hope • 

Baj.  I  tell  thee,  flave,  I  have  fhook  hands  with  hope. 
And  all  my  thoughts  are  rage,  defpair,  and  horror. 
Ha  !  wherefore  am  1  thus  ! — Perdition  feize  me  ! 
But  my  cold  blood  runs  fhiv'ring  to  my  heart, 
As  «t  fome  phantom,  that  in  dead  of  night, 
With  dreadful  aclion,  ftaiks  around  our  beds. 
The  rage  and  fiercer  paffions  of  my  br«ail 

Are  loft  in  new  confufion. — 

Enter  Haiy.      - 
Arpafia  ! — Haly  ! 

Ha. 
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ffa.  Oh,  emperor  !  for  whofe  hard  fate  our  prophet 
And  all  the  heroes  of  thy  facred  race- 
Are  fad  in  Paradife,  thy  faithful  Haly, 
The  flave  of  all  thy  pkafures,  in  this  ruin, 
This  univer.fal  mipwreck  of  thy  fortunes, 

Enter  Arpafia. 

Has  gather'd  up  this  treafure  for  thy  arms  : 
Nor  ev'n  theviftor,  haughty  Tamerlane, 
(By  whofe  command  once  more  thy  Have  beholds  thee) 
Denies  this  blefling  to  thee,  but  with  honour 
Renders  thee  back  thy  queen,  thy  beauteous  bride. 

Baj.  Oh  !  had  her  eyes  with  pity  feen  my  forrows, 
Had  ihe  the  fondnefs  of  a  tender  bride, 
Heaven  cou'd  not  have  beftow'd  a  greater  bleffing, 
And  love  had  made  amends  for  lois  of  empire. 
But  fee,  what  fury  dwells  upcn  her  charms  ! 
What  lightning  flames  from  her  angry  eyes  ! 
Widi  a  malignant  joy  fhe  views  my  rum  : 
Even  beauteous  in  her  hatred,  fUll  fhe  charms  me. 
And  awes  ray  fierce  tumultuous  foal  to  love. 

Arp.  And  dar'ft  thou  hope,  thou  tyrant,  ravifher! 
That  heav'n  has  any  joy  in  ilore  for  thee  ? 
Look  back  upon  trie  fum  of  thy  pad  life, 
Where  tyranny,  oppreiTson,  and  injuftice, 
Perjury,  murders,  fwell  the  black  account  j 
Where  loll  Arpafia's  wrongs  Hand  bleeding  frelrj, 
Thy  laff  recorded  crime.    But  Heav'n  has  found  thee ; 
At  length  the  tardy  vengeance  has  o'erU'en  tLee. 
My  weary  foul  mall  bear  a  little  longer 
The  pain  of  life,  to  call  for  juflice  on  thee  : 
That  once  complete,  fink  to  the  peaceful  grave, 
And  lofe  the  memory  of  my  wrongs  and  thee. 

Baj,  Thou  rail'ft !  I  thank  thee  for  it — Be  perverfe, 
And  mufter  all  the  woman  in  thy  foul ; 
Goad  me  with  curfes,  bs  a  very  wife, 
That  I  may  fling  off  this  tame  love,  and  hate  thee. 

Enter  Monefes.  [Bajazety?«ma^. 

Ha  !  Keep  thy  temper,  heart ;  nor  take  alarm 
At  a  flave's  prefence. 

Man.  It  is  Aipafia  ! Leave  me,  thou  cold  fear. 

Sweet  as  the  rofy  moi-n  me  breaks  upon  me ; 
And  forrow,  like  the  night's  unwholefome  fhade, 
Gives  way  before  the  golden  dawn  fhe  brings. 

B  3  Baj, 
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Baj.   [Advancing  towards  him.]  Ha,   Chriflian  !  Is  it 

well  that  we  meet  thus  ? 
Is  this  thy  faith  ? 

Man.  Why  does  thy  frowning  brow 
Put  on  this  ftorm  of  fury  ?  Is  it  flrange 
We  fhould  meet  here,  companions  in  misfortune, 
The  captives  of  one  common  chance  of  war? 
Nor  fhouldft  thou  wonder  that  my  fword  has  fail'd 
Before  the  fortune  of  victorious  Tamerlane, 
When  thou,  with  nations  like  the  fandcd  fhore, 
With  half  the  warring  world  upon  thy  fide, 
Couldfl  not  ftand  up  againlt  his  dreadful  battle, 
That  crufh'd  thee  with  its  mock.   Thy  men  can  witnefs, 
Thofe  cowards  that  forfook  me  in  the  combat, 
My  fword  was  not  inactive. 

Baj.  No-: — 'Tis  falfej 

Where  is  my  daughter,  thou  vile  Greek  ?  Thou  haft 
Betray'd  her  to  the  Tartar;  or  even  worfe, 
Pale  with  thy  fear,  didft  lofe  her  like  a  coward  ; 
And,  like  a  coward  now,  wouldft  cafl  the  blame 
On  fortune  and  ill  ftars. 

Man.  Ha !  faidft  thou,  like  a  coward  ? 
What  fan&ity,  what  majefty  divine 
Haft  thou  put  on,  to  guard  thee  from  my  rage, 
That  thus  thou  dar'ft  to  wrong  me  ? 

Baj.  Out,  thou  ilave, 
And  know  me  for  thy  lord  . 

Man.  I  tell  thee,  tyrant, 

When  in  the  pride  of  power  thou  fat'ft  on  high, 
When  like  an  idol  thou  wert  vainly  worlhipp'd 
By  proftrate  wretches,  born  with  flavifh  fouls  ; 
Ev'n  when  thou  wert  a  king,  thou  wert  no  more 
Nor  greater  than  Monefes  :  born  of  a  race 
Royal  and  great  as  thine.    What  art  thou  now  then  ? 
The  fate  of  war  has  fet  thee  with  the  loweft  ; 
And  captives  (like  the  fubje&s  ef  the  grave) 
Lofing  diftindlion,  ferve  one  common  lord. 

Baj.  Brav'd  by  this  dog  !  Now  give  a  loofe  to  rage, 
And  curfe  thyfelf ;  curfe  thy  falfe  cheating  prophet. 
Ha  !  yet  there's  fome  revenge.  Hear  me,  thou  Chriftian  ! 
Thou  left'ft  that  fitter  with  me  : — Thou  importer ! 
Thou  boafter  of  thy  honefty  !  Thou  liar  ! 
But  take  her  to  thee  back. 

Now 
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Now  to  explore  my  prifon If  it  holds 

Another  plague  like  this,  the  reftlefs  damn'd 
(If  mufties  lie  not)  wander  thus  in  hell  ; 
From  {torching  flames  to  chilling  frofts  they  run, 
Then  from  their  frofts  to  fires  return  again, 
And  only  prove  variety  of  pain. 

[Exeunt  Bajazer,  Ha!y,  Omar,  and guardt, 
Arp.  Stay,  Bajazet,  I  charge  thee,  by  my  wrongs, 
Stay  and  unfold  a  tale  of  lo  much  horror, 

As  only  fits  thy  telling. Oh,   Monefes  ! 

'  Man.  Why  dolt  thou  weep  •    Why  this  tempeftuoua 

paffion, 

'  That  flops  thy  fault'ring  tongue  fhort  on  my  name  ? 
'  Oh,  fpeak  !  unveil  this  my  fiery  of  forrow, 
*  And  draw  the  difmal  icene  at  once  to  fight. 

'  Arp.  Thou  art  undone,  loft,  ruin'd,  and  undone ! 
'  Man.  I  will  not  think  'tis  fo,  while  I  have  thee; 
While  thus  'tis  given  to  fold  thee  in  my  arms  ; 
For  while  I  figh  upon  thy  panting  bofom, 
The  fad  remembrance  of  paft  woes  is  loft. 
'  Arp. Forbear  to  footh  thy  foul  with  flatc'ricg  thoughts 
Of  evils  overpaft,  and  joys  to  come  : 
Our  woes  are  like  the  genuine  made  beneath, 
Where  fate  cuts  off  the  very  hopes  of  day, 
And  everlafting  night  and  horror  reign.' 
Men.  By  all  the  tendernefs  and  chafte  endearments 
Of  cuir  pdfc  love,  I  charge  thee,  my  Arpafia, 
To  eafe  my  foul  of  doubts  1  Give  me  to  know, 
At  once,  the  utmoft  malice  of  my  fate  ! 

Arp.  Take  then  thy  wretched  mare  in  all  I  fufFer, 
Still  partner  of  my  heart !  Scarce  hadft  thqu  left 
The  fultau's  camp,  when  the  imperious  tyrant, 
Soft'ning  the -pride  and  fiercenefs  of  his  temper, 
With  gentle  fpeech  made  offer  of  his  love. 
Ama'^'d,  as  at  the  ihock  of  fudden  death, 
I  ftarted.into  tears,  and  often  urg'd 
(Tho*  ftill  in  vain)  the  difference  of  our  faiths. 
Ac  laft,  as  flying  to  the  utmoft  refuge, 
With-lifted  hands  and  ftreaming  eyes,  I  own'd 
The  fraud,  which  when  we  firft  were  made  his  pris'ner?, 
'  Confcious  of  my  unhappy  form,  and  fearing 
'  For  thy  dear  life,'  I  forc'd  thee  to  put  on  ; 
Thy  borrow'd  name  of  brother,  mine  of  fifter ; 

B  4.  Hiding 
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Hiding  between  that  veil  th«  nearer  tie 
Our  mutual  vows  had  made  before  the  prieft. 
Kindling  to  rage  at  hearing  of  my  ftory, 
Then,  b<  it  fo,  he  cry'd  :  Think'ft  th'ou  thy  vows, 
Giv'n  to  a  flave>  jQball  bar  me  from  thy  beauties,  ? 
Then  bade  the  prieft  pronounce  the  marriage  rites  : 
Which  h«  perform'd  ;  whilft,  ihrieking  with  defpair, 
J  call'd,  in  vain,  the  Pow'rs  of  heav'n  to  aid  me. 

Men.  Villain  !  Imperial  villain  !— Oh,  the  coward  \ 
Aw'd  by  his  guilt,  tho'  back'd  by  force  and  power, 
lie  durrl  not,  to  my  face,  aye*  his  purpofe ; 
But,  in  my  abfence,  like  a  lurking  thief, 
Stoic  on  my  treafure,  and  at  once  undid  me. 

Arp.   Had  they  not  kept  me  from  the  means  of  death. 
Forgetting  all  the  rules  of  Chridian  fufFermg, 
I  had  done  a  defp'rate  murder  on  my  foul, 
Ere  the  rude  ilaves,  that  waited  on  kis  will, 
Had  foic'd  me  to  his— — - 

Man.  Stop  thee  there,  Arpafia, 
And  bar  my  fancy  from  the  guilty  fcene  ! 
Let  not  thought  enter,  left  the  bufy  mind 
Should  muiter  fuch  a  train  of  monftrows  images 
As  would  dillracl  me.     Oh  !  I  cannot  bear  it. 
Thou  lovely  hoard  of  fvveets,  where,  all  my  joys 
Were  treafur'd  up,  to  have  thee  rifled  thus  ! 

*  Th,us  torn  nntalled  from  my  eager  vvifhes  !' 
But  I  will  have  thee  from  him.     Tamerlane 
(The  fovereign  judge  of  equity  on  earth) 
Shall  do  me  juftice  on  this  mighty  robber, 
And  render  back  thy  beauties  to  Monefes. 

Arp,  And  who  fhall  render  back  my  peace,  my  honour, 
The  fpotlefs  whitenefs  of  my  virgin  foul? 
Ah!  no,  Monefes— Think  not  I  will  ever 
Bring  a  polluted  love  to  thy  chafle  arms : 
I  am.  the  tyrant's  wife.     Oh,  fatal  title  ! 
And,  in  the  fight  of  all  the  faints,  have  fworn, 
By  honour,  womanhood,  and  blufhing  fhame, 
To  know  no  fecond  bride-bed  but  my  grave. 

'  Man.  I  fwear  it  muft  not  be,  fince  ilill  my  eye 

*  Finds  thee  as  heav'nly  white,  as  angel  pure, 
'   As  in  the  earlieft  hours  of  life  thou  wert : 

Nor  art  thou  his,  but  mine;  thy  firfl:  vow's  mine, 
Thy  foul  is  mine.— — •— • 
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'  Arp.  OJi !   think  net,  that  the  pow'r 
'  Of  moft  perfuaftve  eloquence  can  make  me 
'  Forget  I've  baen  another's,  been  his  wife. 
'  Now,  by  my  bluflies,  by  the  ftrong  confufion 
'  And  anguiih  of  my  heart,  fpare  me,   Monefes, 
'  Nor  urge  my  trembling  virtue  to  the  precipice/ 
Shortly,  Oh !  very  fhortly,  if  my  forrows 
Divine  aright,  and  Heav'n  be  gracious  to  me, 
Death  mail  diffblve  the  fatal  obligation 

*  And  give  me  up  to  peace,  to  that  bleft  place 

*  Where  the  good  reft  from  caie  and  anxious  life. 

'  Man.  Oh,    teach  me,    thou  fair  faint,    like  thee  to 
«  Teach  me,  with  hardy  piety,  to  combat  [fuffer  I 

*  The  prefent  ills  :  inftruft  my  eyes  to  pafs 

'  The  narrow  bounds  of  life,  this  land  of  forrow, 
'  And,  with  bold  hopes,  to  view  the  realms  beyond. 
'  Thofe  diflant  beauties  of  the  future  Hate. 
'  Tell  me,  Arpafia— fay,  what  joys  are  thofe 
'  That  wait  to  crown  the  wretch  who  fuffers  here  ? 
'  Oh  !   tell  me,  and  fuftain  my  failing  faith. 
*  Arp.  Imagine  fomewhat  exquifitely  fine, 
'  Which  fancy  cannot  paint,  which  the  pleas'd  mind 

*  Can  barely  know,  unable  to  defcribe  it  j 

*  Imagine  'tis  a  tract  of  endlefs  joys 
'   Without  fatiety  or  interruption  ; 

'  Imagine,  'tis  to  meet  and  part  no  more. 

'  Man.  Grant,  gentle  Heav'n,  that  fuch  may  be  our 

'  Let. us  be  bleft  together. — Oh,  my  foul  !  [lot! 

'  Build  on  that  hope,  and  let  it  arm  thy  courage 

'  To  ftruggle  with  the  ftorm  that  parts  us  now. 
'  Arp.''  Yes,    my  Monefes  !  now  the  furges  rife, 

The  fwelling  fea  breaks  in  between  our  barks, 

And  drives  us  to  our  fate  on  different  rocks. 

Farewell ! My  foul  lives  with  thee. 

Man.  Death  is  parting, 

'Tis  the  lail  fad  adieu  'twixt  foul  and  body. 

But  this  is  fomewhat  worfe My  joy,  my  comfort, 

All  that  was  left  in  life,  fleets  after  thee  ; 
My  aching  fight  hangs  on  thy  parting  beauties, 
Thy  lovely  eyes,   all  drown'd  in  floods  of  forrow. 
So  finks  the  letting  fun  beneath  the  waves, 
And  leaves  the  traveller  in  pathlefs  woods, 

Benighted  and  forlorn Thus,  with  fad  eves, 

B  5  '«  Well 
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*  WeftWard  he  turns,  to  mark  the  light's  decay,          1 

|  Till  having^loft  the  laft  faint  glimpfe  of  day,  V 

Chcarlefs,  in  darknefs,  he  purfues  his  way.'  \ 

[Exeunt  Monefes  and  Arpaliz 


ACT  III.     SCENE,  the  infide  of  the  royal  tent. 
Enter  Axalla,  Selima,  and  women  attendants. 

*  4x.    ^"lAN  there  be  aught  in  love,    beyond  this 

\^i  proof, 

This  wond'rous  proof,  I  give  thee  of  my  faith  ? 

To  tear  thee  from  my  bleeding  bofom  thus  ! 
'  To  rend  the  firings  of  life,  to  let  thee  free, 
'  And  yield  thee  to  a  cruel  father's  power, 

*  Foe  to  my  hopes  !  What  canft  thou  pay  me  back  ? 

*  What  but  thyfelf,  thou  angel  !  for  this  fondnefs  ? 
'  Sel,  Thou  doft  upbraid  me,  beggar  as  I  am, 

*  And  urge  me  with  my  poverty  of  love. 

'  Perhaps  thou  think'it,  'tis  nothing  for  a  maid 
To  ftruggle  through  the  nicenefs  of  her  fex, 

*  The  blufhes  and  the  fears,  and  own  me  loves  : 
'  Thou  think'ft  'tis  nothing  for  my  artlefs  heart 

'  To  own  my  weaknefs,  and  confefs  thy  triumph. 
'  4x.  Oh  !  yes  I  own  it ;  my  charm'd  ears  ne'er  knew 

*  A  found  of  fo  much  rapture,  fo  much  joy. 

'  Not  voices,  initruments,  not  warbling  birds, 

'  Not  winds,  not  murm'ring  waters  join'd  in  concert, 

'  Not  tuneful  nature,  not  th'  according  fpheres 

*  Utter  fuch  harmony,  as  when  my  Selima, 

'  With  down-call:  looks  and  blufhes,   faid — I  love. — 
'  Sel.  And  yet  thou  fay'tr,  I  am  a  niggard  to  thee. 
'  I  fwear  th£  balance  lhall  be  held  between  us, 

*  And  Love  be  judge,  if  after  all  the  tendernefs, 
f  Tears  and  confufion  of  my  virgin-foul, 

'   Thou  mouldil  complain  of  aught,  unjuft  Axalla !' 
'  Ax.  Why  was  I  ever  bleft  ! — Why  is  remembrance 
Rich  with  a  thoufand  pleafing  images 
Of  p'aft  enjoyments,  fmce  'tis  but  to  plague  me  ? 
When  thou  art  mine  no  more,  what  will  it  eafo-me 
To  think  of  all  the  golden  minutes  paft, 
TO  think  that  thou  wert  kind,  and  I  was  happy  ? 
But  like  an  angel  fall'u  from  blifs,  to  curfe 

My 


TAMERLANE.  35 

My  prefent  flate,  and  mourn  the  heav'n  I've  loft. 
Sel.  Hope  better  for  us  both  ;  nor  let  thy  fears, 
Like  an  unlucky  omen,  crofs  my  way. 
My  father,  rough  and  ilormy  in  his  nature, 
To  me  was  always  gentle,  and,  with  fondnefs 
Paternal,  ever  met  me  with  a  blefling. 
Oft,  when  offence  had  flirr'd  him  to"  fuch  fury, 
That  not  grave  counfeilors  forwifdom  fam'd, 
Nor  hardy  captains  that  had  fought  his  battles, 
Prefum'd  to  1'peak,  buc  flruck  with  aweful  dread 
Were  huih'd  as  death  ;  yet  has  he  fmil'd  on  me, 
Kifs'd  me,  and  bade  me  utter  all  my  purpofe, 
Till  with  my  idle  prattle  I  had  footh'd  him,. 
And  won  him  from  his  anger. 
'  Ax.  Oh  !  I  know 

Thou  hart  a  tongue  to  charm  the  wildeft  temp«rs. 
Herds  would  forget  to  graze,  and  favage  beafts 
Stand  ftill  and  lofe  their  fiercene/s,  but  to  hear  thee, 
As  if  they  had  reflection,  and  by  reafon 
Forfook  a  lefs  enjoyment  for  a  greater. 
But,  Oh  !  when  I  revolve  each  circumilance,.  • 
My  Chriilian  faith,  my  fervice  clofely  bound 
To  Tamerlane,  my  mailer  and  my  friend, 
Tell  me,  my  charmer,  if  my  fears  are  vain  f 
Think  what  remains  for  me,  if  the  fierce  fultan 
Should  doom  thy  beauties  to  another's  bed  !' 
Sel.  'Tis  a  fad  thought;  but  to  appeafe  thy  doubts, 
Here,  ,in  the  aweful  fight  of  Heav'n,  I  vow 
No  pow'r  (hall  e'er  divide  me  from  thy  love, 
Ev'n  duty  (hall  not  force  me  to  be  falfe. 
My  cruel  liars  may  tear  thee  from  my  arms, 
Buc  never  from  my  heart  ;   '  and  when  the  maids 

•  Shall  yearly  come  with  garlands  of  frefh  ilow'rs, 
'  To  rnuurn  with  pious  ofiice  o'er  my  grave, 

'  They  ihall  fit  fadly  down,  and  weeping  tell 

*  How  well  I  lov'd,  how  much  I  fuffer'd  for  thee  ; 

'  And  while  they  grieve  my  fate,  ihall  praiie  my  con- 

'  llancy.' 

Ax.  But  fee,  the  fultan  comes  ! — •  My, beating  heart 
'  Bounds  with  exulting  motion  ;   hope  and  feir 

•  Fight  with  alternate  conqueft  in  my  breaft. 

*  Ok !  can  I  give  her  from  me  ?  Yield  iur  up  ? 

B  6  '  Now 
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•  Now  mourn,  thouGod  of  Love,  fince  Honour  triumphs, 
'  And  crowns  his  cruel  altars  with  thy  fpoits.' 

Enter  Bajazet. 

Baj.  To  have  a  nauleous  courtefy  forc'd  on  me, 
Spite  of  my  will,  by  an  infulting  foe ! 
Ha !  they  would  break  the  fiercencfs  of  my  temper, 
And  make  me  fupple  for  their  flavifh  purpofe. 
Curfe  on  their  fawning  arts !   '  From  Heav'n  itfelf 
'  I  would  not,  on  fuch  terms,  receive  a  benefit, 

•  But  fpurn  it  back  upon  the  giver's  hand.' 

Sel.   My  lord  !  my  royal  father  !    (  Sel.  cones  forward 
Baj.  Ha  !  what  art  thou  ?  )  and  kneels  to  Baj. 

What  heavenly  innocence  !  that  in  a  form 
So  known,  fo  lov'd,  haft  left  thy  paradife, 
For  joylefs  prifon,  for  this  place  of  woe! 
Art  thou  my  Selima  ? 

Sel.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 
Alas,  my  piety  is  then  in  vain  ! 
Your  Selima,  your  daughter  whom  you  lov'd, 
The  fondling  once  of  her  dear  father's  arms, 
Js  come  to  claim  her  fhare  in  his  misfortunes ; 
'  To  wait  and  tend  him  with  obfequious  duty  ; 

•  To  fit  and  weep  for  every  care  he  feels  ;' 
To  help  to  wear  the  tedious  minutes  out, 
To  foften  bondage,  and  the  lofs  of  empire. 

Baj.  Now,  by  our  prophet,  if  my  wounded  mind 
Could  know  a  thought  ot  peace,  it  would  be  now  : 
Ev'n  from  thy  prating  infancy  thou  were 
My  joy,  ray  little  angel :  fmiling  comfort 
Came  with  thee  ftill  to  glad  me.     Now  I'm  curs'd- 
Ev'n  in  thee  too.     Reproach  and  infamy 
Attend  the  Chriftian  dog  t'  whom  thou  wert  trufted. 
To  fee  thee  here — 'twere  better  fee  thee  dead  ! 

jfx.  Thus  Tamerlane,  to  royal  Bajazet, 
With  kingly  greeting,  fends  :  fince  with  the  brave 
(The  bloody  bus'nefs  of  the  fight  once  ended) 
Stern  hate  and  oppofuion  ought  to  ceafe  ; 
Thy  queen  already  to  thy  arms  reftor'd, 
Receive  this  fecond  gift,   thy  beauteous  daughter ; 
Ar.d  if  there  be  aught  farther  in  thy  wiih, 
Demand  with,  honour,  and  obtain  it  freely. 

Baj.  Bear  back  thy  fulfome  greeting  to  thy  mafler  j 
Teil  him,  I'll  none  on'fc;    -Had  he  been  a  God, 

6  Ail 
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All  his  omnipotence  could  not  reftore 

My  fame  diminiuYd,  lofs  of  facred  honour, 

The  radiancy  of  majefty  eclips'd  : 

For  aught  betides,  it  is  not  worth  my  care  ; 

The  giver  and  his  gifts  are  both  beneath  me. 

Ax.  Enough  of  war  the  wounded  earth  has  known  ; 
'  Weary  at  length,  and  wafted  with  deilrudtion, 
'  Sadly  fhe  rears  her  ruin'd  head,  to  fhew 
'  Her  cities  humbled,   and  her  countries  fpoil'd, 
'  And  to  her  mighty  mailers  fues  for  peace.' 
Oh,  fultan  !  by  the  pow'r  divine  I  fwear, 
With  joy  I  wou'd  refign  the  favage  trophies 
In  blood  and  battle  gain'd,  could  I  atone 
The  fatal  breach  'twixt  thee  and  Tamerlane; 
And  think  a  foldier's  glory  well  bellow 'd 
To  buy  mankind  a  peace. 

Baj.   And  what  art  thou, 
That  doft  prefume  to  mediate  'twixt  the  rage 
Of  angry  kings  ? 

Ax.  A  prince,  born  of  the  nobleft, 
And  of  a  foul  that  anfwers  to  that  birth, 
That  dares  not  but  do  well.     Thou  doft  put  on 
A  forc'd  forgetfulnefs,  thus  not  to  know  me, 
A  gueft  fo  lately  to  thy  court,  then  meeting 
On  gentler  terms. 

Sel.  Could  aught  efface  the  merit 
Of  br,ave  Axalla's  name,  yet  when  your  daughter 
Shall  tell  how  well,  how  nobly  fhe  was  us'd, 
How  light  this  gallant  prince  made  all  her  bondage, 
Moft  fure  the  royal  Bajazet  will  own 
That  honour  {lands  indebted  to  fuch  goodnefj, 
Nor  can  a  monarch's  friendfhip  more  than  pay  it. 

JBaJ.  Ha  !    know'it  thou  that,  fond  girl  r — Go— 'tis 

not  well ; 

And  when  thou  could'ft  defcend  to  take  a  benefit 
From  a  vile  Chriftian,  and  thy  father's  foe, 
Thou  didft  an  aft  difhoneft  to  thy  race  : 
Henceforth,  unlefs  thou  mean'it  to  cancel  all 
My  (hare  in  thee,  and  write  thyfelf  a  baltard, 
Die,  ftarve,  know  any  evil,  any  pain, 
Rather  than  talte  a  mercy  from  thefe  dogs. 

SeL  Alas,  Axalla! 

Ax*  Weep  not,  lovely  maid  ! 

I 
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I  fwear,  '  one  pearly  drop  from  thofe  fair  eyes 
'  Would  over-pay  the  fervice  of  my  life  !' 
One  figh  from  thee  has  made  a  large  amends 
For  all  thy  angry  father's  frowns  and  fiercenefs. 

Baj.  Oh,  my  curs'd  fortune  ! — Am  I  fall'n  thus  low  I 
Diflionour'd  to  my  face  !  Thou  earth-born  thing  1 
Thou  clod  !  how  haft  thou  dar'd  to  lift  thy  eyes 
Up  to  the  facred  race  of  mighty  Ottoman, 
Whom  kings,  whom  e'en  our  prophet's  holy  offspring 
At  diftance  have  beheld?  And  what  art  thou  ? 
What  glorious  titles  blazon  out  thy  birth  ? 
Thou  vile  obfcurity  !  ha  ! — fay — thou  bafe  one. 

Ax.  Thus  challeng'd,  Virtue,  modeft  as  me  is, 
Stands  up  to  do  herfelf  a  common  juftice  ; 
To  anfwer,  and  aflert  that  in-born  merit, 
That  worth,  which  confcious  to  herfelf  fhe  feels. 
Were  honour  to  be  fcann'd  by  long  defcent 
From  anceftors  illuftrious,  I  could  vaunt 
A  lineage  of  the  greateft,  and  recount 
Among  my  fathers  names  of  antient  ftory, 
Heroes  and  god-like  patriots,  who  fubdu'd 
The  world  by  arms  and  virtue,  and,   being  Romans, 
Scorn'd  to  be  kings  j  but  that  be  their  own  praife; 
Nor  will  I  borrow  merit  from  the  dead, 
Myfelf  an  undeferver.     I  could  prove 
My  friendmip  fuch  as  thou  might'ft  deign  t'  accept 
With  honour,  when  it  comes  with  friendly  office, 
To  render  back  thy  crown  and  former  greatnefs ; 
'  And  yet  e'en  this,  e'en  all  is  poor,  when  Selima, 
*  With  matchlefs  worth,  weighs  down  the  adverfe  fcale.' 

Baj.  To  give  me  back  what  yellerday  took  from  me,. 
Wou'd  be  to  give  like  Heav'n,  when  having  finiili'd 
This  world  (the  goodly  work  of  his  creation) 
He  bid  his  favourite  man  be  lord  of  all. 
But  this 

Ax.  Nor  is  this  gift  beyond  my  pow'r. 
Oft  has  the  mighty  mafter  of  my  arms 
Urg'd  me,  with  large  ambition,  to  demand 
Crowns  and  dominions  from  his  bounteous  pow'r  : 
'Tis  true,  I  wav'd  the  proifer,  and  have  held  it 
The  worthier  choice  to  wait  upon  his  virtues, 
To  be  the  friend  and  partner  of  his  wars, 
Than  to  be  Afia's  lord.  .  Nor  wonder  then, 

10  If 
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If  in  the  confidence  of  fuch  a  friendship, 
J  promife  boldly,  for  the  royal  giver, 
Thy  crown  and  empire. 

Baj.  For  our  daughter  thus 

Mean'ft  thou  to  barter  ?     Ha  !  I  tell  thee,  Chriftian, 
There  is  but  one,  one  dowry  thou  canft  give, 
And  I  can  afk,  worthy  my  daughter's  love. 

Ax.  Oh  !  name  the  mighty  ranfom  j  tafk  my  pow'r  j 
Let  there  be  danger,  difficulty,  death, 
T'  enhance  the  price. 

Baj.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 
Bring  me  the  Tartar's  head. 
Ax.  Ha! 

Baj.  Tamerlane's  ! 

That  death,  that  deadly  poifon  to  my  glory. 
Ax.  Prodigious  !  Horrid  ! 
Sel.  Loft  !  for  ever  loft  ! 

Baj.  And  could'ft  thou  hope  to  bribe  me  with  aught 
With  a  vile  peace  patch'd  up  on  flavifh  terms  ?     [elfe? 

With  tributary  kingmip  ? No  ! To  merit 

A  recompence  from  me,  fate  my  revenge. 

The  Tartar  is  my  bane,  I  cannot  bear  him  : 

One  heav'n  and  earth  can  never  hold  us  both  ; 

Still  ihall  we  hate,  and  with  defiance  deadly 

Keep  rage  alive,  till  one  be  loft  for  ever  : 

As  if  two  funs  mould  meet  in  the  meridian, 

And  ftrive  in  fiery  combat  for  the  paflage. 

Weep'ft  thou,  fond  girl  ?  Now,   as  thy  king  and  father, 

I  charge  thee,  drive  this  flave  from  thy  remembrance! 

Hate  {hall  be  pious  in  thee.     *  Come  and  join 

To  curfe  thy  father's  foes.      *  [Laying  bold  on  her  hand ^ 

'  Sel.  Undone  for  ever  ! 
'  Now,  tyrant  duty,  art  thou  yet  obeyed  ? 
*  There  is  no  more  to  give  thee.  Oh,   Axalla  !* 

Bajazet  hads  out  Selima,  fie  looking  hack  on  Axalla. 
'  Ax.  'Tis  what  I  fear'd ;  fool  that  I  was  t*  obey  ! 
'  The  coward  Love,  that  could  not  bear  her  frown, 
'  Has  wrought  his  own  undoing.     Perhaps  e'en  now 
'  The  tyrant's  rage  prevails  upon  her  fears  : 
'  Fiercely  he  ftorms ;  me  weeps,  and  fighs,  and  trembles, 
'.But  fv/ears  at  length  to  think  on  me  no  more. 
'  He  bade  me  take  her. — But,  Oh,   gracious  honour  !" 
'  Upon  what  terms  ?  My  foul  yet  fhudders  at  it, 

'  And 
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And  ftands  but  half  recovered  of  her  fright. 
The  head  of  Tamerlane  !  monftrous  impiety  ! 
Bleed,  bleed  to  death,  my  heart,  be  virtue's  martyr, 
Oh,  emperor !  I  own  I  ought  to  give  thee 
Some  nobler  mark,  than  dying,  of  my  faith. 
Then  let  the  pains  I  feel  my  friendfhip  prove, 
'Tis  eafier  far  to  die,  than  ceafe  to  love.'  [£x;VAxalla. 

SCENE,  Tamerlane's  camp. 


*  Enter  federally  Monefes,  and  Prince  ofTanais, 

'  Man.  If  I  not  prefs  untimely  on  his  leifure, 
'  You  would  much  bind  a  ftranger  to  your  fervice, 
'  To  give  me  means  of  audience  from  the  emperor. 

'  Pr.  Moft  willingly  ;  tho'  for  the  prefent  moment 

*  We  muft  intreat  your  ftay  ;  he  holds  him  private- 
'  Men.  His  council,  I  prefume? 

«  Pr.  No,  the  affair 
'  Is  not  of  earth,  but  Heav'n — A  holy  man, 

*  (One  whom  our  prophet's  law  calls  fuch)  a  dervife, 

*  Keeps  him  in  conference. 

*  Men.  Hours  of  religion, 

*  Efpecially  of  princes,  claim  a  reverence, 
'  Nor  will  be  interrupted. 

'  Pr.  What  his  bus'nefs 

'  Imports  we  know  not ;  but  with  earneft  fuit, 
'  This  morn,  he  begg'd  admittance.      Our  great  matter 
'  (Than  whom  none  bows  more  lowly  to  high  Heav'n) 
'  In  reverend  regard  holds  all  that  bear 

*  Relation  to  religion,  and,  on  notice 

'  Of  his  requeft,  receiv'd  him  on  the  inftant. 

*  Man.  We  will  attend  his  pleafure.  [Exeunt.' 

Enter  Tamerlane  and  a  Dervife. 

Tarn.  Thou  bring' ft  me  thy  credentials  from  the  higheft, 
From  Alba  and  our  prophet.     Speak  thy  meffage, 
It  muft  import  the  beft  and  noblefl  ends. 

Der.  Thus  fpeaks  our  holy  Mahomet,  who  has  giv'n 
To  reign  and  conquer  :  111  doft  thou  repay  [thee 

The  bounties  of  his  hand,  unmindful  of 
The  fountain  whence  thy  ftreams  of  greatnefs  flow. 
Thou  haft  forgot  high  Heav'n,  haft  beaten  down 
And  trampled  on  religion's  fanftity. 

ram. 


TAMERLANE.  41 

'Tarn.   Now,  as  I'm  a  foldier  and  a  king, 
(The  greateft  names  of  honour)  do  but  make 
Thy  imputation  out,  and  Tamerlane 
Shall  do  thec  ample  juftice  on  himfelf. 
So  much  the  facred  name  of  Heaven  awes  me, 
Cou'd  I  fufpeft  my  foul  of  harbouring  aught 
To  its  dishonour,  I  would  fearch  it  ftri&ly, 
And  drive  th'  offending  thought  with  fury  forth. 

Der.  Yes,  thou  haft  hurt  our  holy  prophet's  nonour, 
By  foftering  the  pernicious  Chriilian  feel; 
Thofe,  whom  his  fvvord  purfu'd  with  fell  deftru&ion, 
Thou  tak'ft  into  thy  bofom,  to  thy  councils ; 
They  are  thy  only  friends.     The  true  believers 
Mourn  to  behold  thee  favour  this  Axalk. 

Tarn,  I  fear  me,  thou  out-go'il  the  prophet's  order, 
And  bring'ft  his  venerable  name  to  flicker 
A  rudenefs  ill-becoming  thee  to  ufe, 
Or  me  to  fuffer.     When  thou  nam'ft  my  friend, 
Thou  nam'ft  a  man  beyond  a  monk's  difcernlng, 
Virtuous  and  great,  a  warrior  and  a  prince. 

Der.  He  is  a  Chriftian ;  there  our  law  condemns  him, 
Altho'  he  were  ev'n  all  thou  fpeak'ft,  and  more. 

Tarn.  'Tis  falfe  ;  no  law  divine  condemns  the  virtuous, 
For  differing  from  the  rules  your  fchoois  devife. 
Look  round,  how  Providence  beftows  afike 
Sunftiine  and  rain,  to  blefs  the  fruitful  year, 
On  different  nations,  all  of  diff'rent  faiths ; 
And  (tho'  by  feveral  names  and  titles  worfhipp'd) 
Heav'n  takes  the  various  tribute  of  their  praile  ; 
Since  all  agree  to  own,  at  leaft  to  mean, 
One  beft,  one  greateft,  only  Lord  of  all : 

*  Thus  when  he  view'd  the  many  forms  of  nature, 

*  He  found  that  all  was  good,  and  bleft  the  fair  variety.' 
Der.   Moil  impious  and  profane  ! Nay,  frown  not, 

Full  of  the  prophet,  I  defpife  the  danger  [prince; 

Thy  angry  power  may  threaten.     I  command  thee 
To  hear  and  to  obey  ;  fmce  thus  fays  Mahomet : 
Why  have  I  made  thee  dreadful  to  the  nations  ? 
Why  have  I  giv'n  thee  conqueit ;  but  to  fpread 
My  facred  law  ev'n  to  the  utmoft  earth, 
And  make  my  holy  Mecca  the  world's  worfnip  ? 
GQ  on,  and  wherefoe'er  thy  arms  mall  profper, 
Plant  there  the  prophet's  name ;.  with  fword  aod  fire 

Drive 
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Drive  out  all  other  faiths,  and  let  the  world 
Confefs  him  only. 

'Tarn.  Had  he  but  commanded 
My  fword  to  conquer  all,  to  make  the  world 
Know  bnt  one  lord,  the  tafk  were  not  fo  hard? 
'Twere  but  to  do  what  has  been  done  already; 
And  Philip's  fon,  and  Ctefar  did  as  much  ; 
But  to  fubdue  th'  unconquerable  mind, 
To  make  one  reafon  have  the  fame  effect 
Upon  all  apprehenfions ;  to  force  this 
Or  this  man,  juit  to  think  as  thou  and  I  do ; 
Impoffible  !  unlefs  fouls  were  alike 
In  all,  which  differ  now  like  human  faces. 

Der.  Well  might  the  holy  caufe  be  carried  on, 
If  Muffelmen  did  not  make  war  on  Muffelmen. 
Why  hold'ft  thou  captive  a  believing  monarch  ? 
Now,  as  thou  hop'il  to  'fcape  the  prophet's  curfe, 
Releafe  the  royal  Bajazet,  and  join, 
With  force  united,  to  deftroy  the  Chriftians. 

Tarn.  'Tis  well,— I've  found  the  caufe  that  mov'd  thy 
What  mallow  politician  fet  thee  on,  [zeaL 

In  hopes  to  fright  me  this  way  to  compliance  i 

Der.  Our  prophet  only  • 

Tarn.  No— thou  doft  belie  him, 
Thou  maker  of  new  faiths !  that  dar'ft  to  build 
Thy  fond  inventions  on  religion's  name. 
Religion's  luftreis,  by  native  innocence,. 
Divinely  pure,  and  fimple  from  all  arts  j 
You  daub  and  drefs  her  like  a  common  miftrefs, 
The  harlot  of  your  fancies  :  and  by  adding 
Falfe  beauties,  which  me  wants  not,  make  the  world 
Sufpecl  her  angel's  face  is  foul  beneath, 
And  wo'not  bear  all  lights.     Hence !  I  have  found  thee. 

Der.  I  have  but  one  refort.  Now  aid  me,  prophet. {Aftde. 
Yet  I  have  fomewhat  further  to  unfold  ; 
Our  prophet  fpeaks  to  thee  in  thunder — *thus 

f  *Tbe  Dervife  draws  a  conceal '  d  dagger,  and  offers  to 
ftab  Tamerlane. 

Tarn,  No,  villain,  Heay'n  is  watchful  o'er  its  vvor- 
mippers,  \Wrefting  the  dagger  from  bint-. 

And  blafts  the  murderer's  purpofe.  Think,  thou  wretch  ! 
Thinlc  on  the  pains  that  wait  thy  crime,  and  tremble 

When  I  fhall  doom  thee- 

Der,. 
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Der.  'Tis  but  death  at  laft  ; 
And  I  will  fuffer  greatly  for  the  caufe 
That  urg'd  me  firft  to  the  bold  deed. 

Tarn,   Oh,  impious  ! 

Enthufiafm  thus  makes  villain*  martyrs. 
[Paujing.~\  It  mall  be  fo — To  die  !  'twere  a  reward- 
Now  learn  the  difference  'twixt  thy  faith  and  mine : 
Thine  bids  thee  lift  thy  dagger  to  my  throat  ; 
Mine  can  forgive  the  wrong,  and  bid  thee  live. 
Keep  thy  own  wicked  fecret,  and  be  fafe ; 
If  thou  repent'ft,  I  have  gain'd  one  to  virtue, 
And  am,    in  that,  rewarded  for  my  mercy; 
If  thou  continu'ft  ftill  to  be  the  fame, 
'Tis  punifliment  enough  to  be  a  villain. 
Hence  1  from  my  fight — It  (hocks  my  foul  to  think 
That  there  is  fuch  a  monfter  in  my  kind.  [Exit  Dervife. 
Whither  will  man's  impiety  extend? 
Oh,  gracious  Heav'n  !  doit  thou  withhold  thy  thunder, 
When  bold  afl'affins  take  thy  name  upon  'em, 
And  fwear  they  are  the  champions  of  thy  caufe? 
Enter  Monefes. 

Man.  Oh,  Emperor !  before  whofe  awful  throne 
Th'  afflicted  never  kneel  in  vain  for  juftice,     S  Kneeling 
Undone,  arid  ruin'd,  Wafted  in  my  hopes,        £/0  Tarn. 
Here  let  me  fall  before  your  facred  feet, 
And  groan  out  my  misfortunes,  till  your  pity, 
(The  laft  fupport  and  refuge  that  is  left  me) 
Shall  raife  me  from  the  ground,  and  bid  me  Kve. 

¥am.  Rife,  prince,  nor  let  me  reckon  up  thy  worth, 
And  tell  how  boldly  that  might  bid  thee  aflc, 
Left  I  mould  make  a  merit  of  my  juftice, 
The  common  debt  I  owe  to  thee,  to  all, 
Ev'n  to  the  meaneft  of  mankind,  the  charter 
By  which  I  claim  my  crown,  and  Heav'n's  protection, 
Speak,  then,  as  to  a  king,  the  facred  name 
Where  pow'r  is  lodg'd,  for  righteous  ends  alone. 

Moti.  One  only  joy,  one  blelfing,  my  fond  heart 
Had  fix'd  its  wifhes  on,  and  that  is  loft ; 
That  lifter,  for  whofe  fafety  niy  fad  foul 
Endur'd  a  thoufand  fears 

Fam.  I  well  remember, 
When,  ere  the  battle  join'd,  I  faw  thee  firft, 
With  grief  uncommon  to  a  brother's  love, 

Thou 
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Thou  told'ft  a  moving  tale  of  her  misfortunes, 
Such  as  befpoke  my  pity.     Is  there  aught 
Thou  canft  demand  from  friend/hip  ?  Afk  and  have  it. 

Man.  Firft,  Oh!  let  me  intreat  your  royal  gooduefs  ; 
Forgive  the  folly  of  a  lover's  caution, 
That  fbrg'd  a  tale  of  folly  to  deceive  you. 
Said  I,  me  was  my  filler  ?— -Oh  !  'tis  falie; 
She  holds  a  dearer  intereit  in  my  foul, 
'  Such  as  the  clofeft  ties  of  blood  ne'er  knew  j 
'   An  intereft,  fuch  as  power,  wealth  and  honour 
'   Can't  buy,  but  love,  love  only,  tan  beitow  ;' 
She  was  the  miftrefs  of  my  vows,  my  bride, 
By  contradl  mine  ;  and  long  ere  this  the  priejt 
Had  ty'd  the  knot  for  ever,  had  not  Bajazer 

Tarn.  Hal  Bajazet ! — If  yet  his  paw'r  withhold* 
The  caufe  of  all  thy  forrows,  all  thy  fears, 
E'en  gratitude  Tor  once  fliall  gain  upon  hiin> 
Spite  of  his  favage  temper,  to  reftore  her. 
This  morn    a  foldier  brought  a  captive  beauty, 
Sad  tho'  fhe  feem'd,  yet  of  a  form  mo.fl.  rare. 
By  much  the  nobleft  fpoil  of  all  the  field ; 
E'en  Scipio,  or  a  viftor  yet  more  cold, 
Might  have  forgot  his  virtue  at  her  fight. 
Struck  with  a  pleafmg  wonder,  I  beheld  her, 
Till,  by  a  ilave  that  waited  near  her  perfoa,. 
I  learn'd  me  was  the  captive  fultan's  wife: 
Strait  I  forbid  my  eyes  the  dangerous  joy 
Of  gazing  long,  and  fent  her  to  her  lord. 

Man.  There  was  Monefes  loft.     Too  fure  my  heart 
(From  the  firft  meation  of  her  vvond'rous  charms) 
Prefag'd  it  could  be  only  my  Arpafia. 

Tarn.  Arpafia  !  did'ft  thou  fay  ? 

Mon.  Yes,  my  Arpafia. 

Tata.  Sure  I  mifbke,  or  I  fain  would  miltake  thee ; 
I  nam'd  the  queen  of  Bajazet ;  his  wife. 

Mon.  His  queen  !  his  wife !  He  brings  that  holy  title 
To  varniih  o'er  the  monllrous  wrongs  he  has  done  me. 

'Tarn.  Alas  !  I  fear  me,  prince,  thy  griefs  are  juft  ; 
Thou  art,  indeed,  unhappy— 

Man.  Can  you  pity  me, 

And  not  redrefs  ?  *Oh,  royal  Tamerlane  !     \_* Kneeling. 
Thou  fuccour  of  the  wretched,  reach  thy  mercy 
To  fave  me  from  the  grave,,  and  from  oblivion ; 

3; 


TAMERLANE.  45 

"Be  gracious  to  the  hopes  that  wait  my  youth. 
'   Oh  !   let  not  for  row  blaft  me,  left  I  wither, 
'   And  fall  in  vile  difhonour.'     Let  thy  juftice 
Reitore  me  my  Arpafia;  give  her  back, 
Back  to  my  wiihes,  to  my  tranfports  give  her, 
To  my  fond,  reitlefs,  bleeding,  dying  bofom. 
Oh  !  give  her  to  me  yet  while  I  have  life 
To  blefs  thee  for  the  bounty.     Oh,  Arpp.fi  a  ! 

Tarn.   Unhappy,  royal  -youth,  why  doft  thou  aflc 
What  honour  muft  deny?  Ha  !  is  (he  not 
His  wife,  whom  he  has  wedded,  whom  enjoy'd  ? 
And  would 'll  thou  have  my  partial  friendship  break 
That  holy  knot,  which  ty'd  once,  all  mankind 
Agree  to  hold  iacred  and'  undifiblvable  ? 
The  brutal  violence  would  ftain  my  j-uftice, 
And  brand  me  with  a  tyrant's  hated  name 
To  late  poiterhy. 

Man.   Are  then  the  vows, 
The  holy  vows  we  regifter'd  in  Heav'n, 
But  common  air  ? 

Tarn.   Could  thy  fond  love  forget 

The  violation  of  a  firft  enjoyment  f 

But  forrovv  has  difturb'd  anil  hurt  thy  mind. 

Men,   Perhaps  it  has,  and  like  an  idle  maxlman, 
That  wanders  wich   a  train  of  hooting  boys, 
I  do  a  thoufand  things  to  (hame  my  reafon. 
Then  let  me  fly,  and  bear  my  follies  with  me, 
Far,  far  from  the  world's  fight.     Honour  and  fame, 
Arms  and  the  glorious 'war  fhall  be  forgotten  ; 
No  noble  found  of  greatnefs,  or  ambition, 
Shrill  wake  my  drowfy  foul  from  her  dead  fleep, 
Till  the  lail  trump  do  fummon. 

'•Tarn.  Let  thy  virtue 

Stand  up  and  anfwer  to  thefe  warring  paflions, 
That  vex  thy  manly  temper.     From  the  moment 
When  firft  I  f aw  thee,  fomething  wond'rous  noble 
Shone  thro'  thy  form,  and  won  my  friendihip  for  thee^ 
Without  the  tedious  form  of  a  long  acquaintance; 
Nor  will  I  lofe  thee  poorly  for  a  woman. 
Come, .droop  no  more,  thou  malt  with  me  purfue 
True 'greatnefs,  till  we  fife  to  immortality. 
Thou  ihalt  forget  tlvefe  leiler  cares,  Monefcs ; 
Titou  ihalt,  and  help  me  to  reform  the  \vor]d. 

Men. 
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Men.  '  So  the  good  Genius  warns  his  mortal  charge 
*  To  fly  the  evil  fate  that  ftill  purfucs  him, 
'  Till  it  have  wrought  his  ruin.'     Sacred  Tamerlane, 
Thy  words  are  as  the  breath  of  angels  to  me. 
But,  Oh  !  too  deep  the  wounding  grief  is  fix'd, 
For  any  hand  to  heal. 

Tarn.  This  dull  defpair, 
Is  the  foul's  lazinefs.     Roufe  to  the  combat, 
And  thou  art  fure  to  conquer:     War  mall  reftore  thee ; 
The  found  of  arms  mail  wake  thy  martial  ardour, 
And  cure  this  amorous  ficknefs  of  thy  foul, 
Begun  by  lloth,  and  nurs'd  by  too  much  eafe ; 
The  idle  God  of  Love  fupinely  dreams, 
Amidft  inglorious  mades  and  purling  ftreams. 
Jn  rofy  fetters  and  fantaftic  chains, 
He  binds  deluded  maids  and  fimple  fwains  ; 
With  foft  enjoyments  wooes  them  to  forget 
The  hardy  toils  and  labours  of  the  great. 
But  if  the  warlike  trumpet's  loud  alarms 
To  virtuous  afts  excite,  and  manly  arms, 
The  coward  boy  avows  his  abject  fear, 
On  filken  wings  fublime  he  cuts  the  air, 
Scar'd  at  the  noble  noife  and  thunder  of  the  war. 
*  "   The  boy,  fond  Love, 
Is  nurs'd  and  bred  in  Jloth,  and  too  much  eafe  ; 
Near  purling  Jireams ,  in  gloomy  Jhades,  be  lies , 
And  locfely  there,  injirufts  bis  •'votaries , 
Honour  and  a£ii<ve  -"virtue  to  defpife. 
But  if  the  trumpets  echo  from  afar, 
Onjilken  wings  fuilime  he  cuts  the  air, 
Scar'd  at  the  noife  and  clangor  of  the  war" 

\Extunt. 

A  C  T  IV.    SCENE,  Bajazet's  tent. 

Enter  Haly  and  the  Dervife. 
*TpO  'fcape  with  life  from  an  attempt  like  this, 

JL      Demands  my  wonder  juftly. 
Der.  True,  it  may  ; 
But  'tis  a  principle  of  his  new  faith  ; 
'Tis  what  his  Chriftian  favourites  have  infpir'd, 

*  The  lines   in  italics  are  now  fpoken  at  the  Theatre,  inftead  of 
tiioie  between  finale  commas, 

Who 
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Who  fondly  make  a  merit  of  forgivenefs, 
And  give  their  foes  a  fecond  opportunity, 
If  the  firil  blow  mould  mifs. — Failing  to  ferve 
The  fuJtan  to  my  vviih,  and  e'en  defpairing 
Of  further  means  t'  effect  his  liberty, 
A  lucky  accident  retriev'd  my  hopes. 

Ha.  The  prophet  and  our  mafter  will  reward 
Thy  zeal  in  their  behalf;  bat  fpeak  thy  purpofe. 

Dcr.  Juft  ent'ring  here  I  met  the  Tartar  general, 
Fierce  Omar. 

Ha.  He  commands,  if  I  miftake  not, 
This  quarter  of  the  army,  and  our  guards. 

Der.  The  fame.     By  his  ftern  afpeft,  and  the  fires 
That  kindled  in  his  eyes,  I  guefs'd  the  tumult 
Some  wrong  had  rais'cl  in  his  tempcftuous  foul ; 
A  friendfhip  of  old  date  had  giv'n  me  privilege 
To  aflc  of  his  concerns.     In  fliort,  I  learn 'd, 
That  burning  for  the  fultan's  beauteous  daughter, 
He  had  begg'd  her,  as  a  captive  of  the  war, 
From  Tamerlane;  but  meeting  with  denial 
Of  what  he  thought  his  fervices  might  claim, 
Loudly  he  ftorms,  and  curfes  the  Italian, 
As  caufe  of  this  affront.     I  join'd  his  rage, 
And  added  to  his  injuries  the  wrongs 
Our  prophet  daily  meets  with  from  Axalla. 
But  lee,  he  co:nes.     Improve  what  I  fhall  tell, 
And  all  we  wifti  is  ours.   \Tbeyfeem  to  talk  together  af.dt. 
Enter  Omar. 

O//7.  No if  I  forgive  it, 

Dilhonour  blaft  my  name  !  Was  it  for  this 
That  I  directed  his  firft  Heps  to  greatnefs, 
Taught  hirri  to  climb,  and  made  him  what  he  is  ? 
'    When  our  great  Cam  firft  bent  his  eyes  towards  him, 
'   (Then  petty  prince  of  Parthia)  and  by  me 
'  Ferfuaded,  rais'd  him  to  his  daughter's  bed, 
'  CalPd  him  his  fon,  and  fucceffbr  of  empire  ;' 
Was  it  for  this,  that  like  a  rock  I  flood 
And  ilemm'd  a  torrent  of  our  Tartar  lords, 
Who  fcorn'd  his  upitart  fway  ?  When  Calibes, 
In  bold  icbcllion,  drew  e'en  half  the  provinces 
To  his  own  caufe,  I,  like  his  better  angel, 
Stood  by  his  making  throne,  and  fix'd  it  faft ; 
And  am  I  now  fo  loil  to  his  remembrance, 

That, 
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That,  when  I  alk  a  captive,  he  mall  tell  me, 
She  is  Axalla's  right,  his  Chriftian  minion  ? 

Der.   Allow  me,  valiant  Omar,  to  demand, 
Since  injur'd  thus,  why  right  you  not  ycurfelf  ? 
The  prize  you  afk  is  in  your  power. 

Om.  It  is, 

And  I  will  feize  it,  in  defpite  of  Tamerlane 
And  that  Italian  dog. 

Ha.  What  need  of  force, 

When  every  thing  concurs  to  meet  your  wifhes  f 
Our  mighty  mafier  would  not  wifh  a  fon 
Nobler  than  Omar.     From  a  father's  hand 
Receive  that  daughter,  which  ungrateful  Tamerlane 
Has  to  your  worth  deny'd. 

Om.  Now  by  my  arms, 

It  will  be  great  revenge.     What  will  your  fultan 
Give  to  the  man  that  mail  reftore  his  liberty, 
His  crown,  and  give  him  pow'r  to  wreak  his  hatred 
Upon  his  greateft  foe  ? 

Ha.  All  he  can  afk, 
And  far  beyond  his  wifli [Trumpets. 

Om.  Thefe  trumpets  fpeak 
The  emperor's  approach;  he  comes  once  more 
To  offer  terms  of  peace.     Retire  within. 
I  will  no  farther — he  grows  deadly  to  me  j 
And  curfe  me,  prophet,  if  I  not  repay 
His  hate,  with  retribution  full  as  mortal.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  draws,  and difco=vers  Arpafia  lying  on  a  couch. 
SONG. 

To  thee,  Oh,  gentle  fleep,  alone 

Is  owing  all  our  peace ; 
By  thee  our  joys  are  heighten'd  mown, 

By  thee  our  forrows  ceafe. 
The  nymph,  whofe  hand,  by  fraud  or  force, 

Some  tyrant  has  poflefs'd, 
By  thee,  obtaining  a  divorce, 

In  her  own  choice  is  blefs'd. 
Oh,  flay  !   Arpafia  bids  thee  ftay  ; 

The  fadly  weeping  fair 
Conjures  thee,  not  to  lofe  in  day 

The  objeft  of  her  care. 
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To  grafp  whofe  pleafing  form  fhe  fought, 

That  motion  chas'd  her  fleep ; 
Thus  by  ourfelves  are  oft'neft  wrought 

The  griefs  for  which  we  weep. 

Arp.  Oh,  death  !  thou  gentle  end  of  human  forrows, 
Still  muft  my  weary  eye-lids  vainly  wake, 
In  tedious  expe&ation  of  thy  peace  ? 
Why  ftand  thy  thoufand  thoufand  doors  ftill  open, 
To  take  the  wretched  in,  if  ftern  religion 
Guards  every  paffage,  and  forbids  my  entrance  ? — 
Lucrece  could  bleed,  and  Portia  fwallow  fire, 
When  urg'd  with  griefs  beyond  a  mortal  fufferance; 
But  here  it  muft  not  be.     Think  then,  Arpafia, 
Think  on  the  facred  dictates  of  thy  faith, 
And  let  that  arm  thy  virtue  to  perform 
What  Cato's  daughter  durit  not — Live,  Arpafia, 
And  dare  to  be  unhappy. 

Enter  Tamerlane. 

T'am.  When  fortune  fmiles  upon  the  foldier's  arms, 
And  adds  e'en  beauty  to  adorn  his  conqueft, 
Yet  fhe  ordains,  the  fair  mould  know  no  fears, 
'  No  forrows  to  pollute  their  lovely  eyes, 
«  But  fliould  be  us'd  e'en  nobly,  as  herfelf, 
*  The  queen  .and  goddefs  of  the  warrior's  vows.'— 
Such  welcome  as  a  camp  can  give,  fair  fultanefs, 
WTe  hope  you  have  receiv'd  j  it  fliall  be  larger, 
And  better  as  it  may. 

Arp.  Since  1  have  borne 
That  miferable  mark  of  fatal  greatnefs, 
I  have  forgot  all  difference  of  conditions ; 
Scepters  and  fetters  are  grown  equal  to  me, 
And  the  beft  change  my  fate  can  bring  is  death. 

T'am.  '  When  forrow  dwells  in  fuch  an  angel  form, 

Well  may  we  guefs  that  thofe  above  are  mourners  j 

Virtue  is  wrong'd,  and  bleeding  innocence 

Suffers  fome  wond'rous  violation  here, 

To  make  the  faints  look  fad.'     Oh  !   teach  my  power 
To  cure  thofe  ills  which  you  unjuftly  fuffer, 
Left  Heav'n  fhould  wreft  it  from  my  idle  hand, 
If  I  look  on,  and  fee  you  weep  in  vain. 

Arp.  Not  that  my  foul  difdains  the  generous  aid 
TJiy  royal  goodnefs  proffers ;  but,  Oh,  emperor ! 

C  It 
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It  is  not  in  my  fate  to  be  made  happy  ; 

Nor  will  I  lillen  to  the  coz'ner,  hope, 

But  ftand  refolv'd  to  bear  the  beating  ftorm 

That  roars  around  me  ;  fafe  in  this  alone, 

That  I  am  not  immortal. — Tho'  'tis  hard, 

'Tis  wond'rous  hard,  when  I  remember  thee, 

(Dear  native  Greece!)  and  you,  ye  weeping  maids, 

That  were  companions  of  my  virgin  youth  ! 

My  noble  parents  !   Oh,  the  grief  of  heart, 

The  pangs,  that  for  unhappy  me,  bring  down 

Their  reverend  ages  to  the  grave  with  forrovv. 

And  yet  there  is  a  woe  furpaffing  all  : 

Ye  faints  and  angels,  give  me  of  your  conftancy, 

If  you  expect  I  mall  endure  it  long. 

'Tarn.  Why  is  my  pity  all  that  I  can  give 
To  tears  like  yours  ?  And  yet  I  fear  'tis  all ; 
Nor  dare  I  afk  what  mighty  lofs  you  mourn, 
Left  honour  mould  forbid  to  give  it  back. 

Arp.  No,  Tamerlane,  nor  did  I  mean  thou  fhould'ft, 
But  know  (tho*  to  the  weaknefs  of  my  fex 
I  yield  thefe  tears)  my  foul  is  more  than  man. 
Think,  I  am  born  a  Greek,  nor  doubt  my  virtue  ; 
'  A  Greek!  from  whofe  fam'd  anceftors  of  old 
'  Rome  drew  the  patterns  of  her  boafted  heroes.' 
They  muft  be  mighty  evils  that  can  vanquilh 
A  Spartan  courage,  and  a  Chriilian  faith. 
Enter  Bajazet. 

Baj.  To  know  no  thought  of  reft !  to  have  the  mind 
Still  miniftering  frefh  plagues,  as  in  a  circle, 
Where  one  difhonour  treads  upon  another ; 
"What  know  the  fiends  beyond  it? — Ha  !  by  hell, 

[  Seeing  A  rp .  and  T  a  m . 
There  wanted  only  this  to  make  me  mad. 
Comes  he  to  triumph  here ;  to  rob  me  of  my  love, 
And  violate  the  laft  retreat  of  happinefs  ? 

Tarn.  But  that  I  read  upon  thy  frowning  brow, 
That  war  yet  lives,  and  rages  in  thy  breaft; 
Once  more  (in  pity  to  the  fuff'ring  world) 
I  meant  to  offer  peace. 

Baj.  And  mean'ft  thou  too 
To  treat  it  with  our  emprefs ;  and  to  barter 
The  fpoils  which  fortune  gave  thee  for  her  favours  ? 

4rp.  What  would  the  tyrant  ?  .     \_dfide. 

M*j. 
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SaJ.  Seek'ft  thou  thus  our  friendftiip  ? 
Is  this  the  royal  ufage  thou  didft  boaft  ? 

Tarn.  The  boiling  paffion  that  difturbs  thy  foul, 
Spreads  clouds  around,  and  makes  thy  purpofe  dark- 
Unriddle  what  thy  myftic  fury  aims  at. 

Baj.  Is  it  a  riddle  ?  Read  it  there  explain'd  j 
There,  in  myfhame.  Now  judge  me  thou,  Oh,  prophet, 
And  equal  Heav'n,  if  this  demand  not  rage  I 
The  peafant-hind,  begot  and  born  to  ilavery, 
Yet  dares  aflert  a  hufband's  facred  right, 
And  guards  his  homely  couch  from  violation  : 
And  lhall  a  monarch  tamely  bear  the  wrong 
Without  complaining  ? 

Tarn.  If  I  could  have  wrong'd  thee, 
If  confcious  virtue,  and  all-judging  Heav'n, 
Stood  not  between,  to  bar  ungovern'd  appetite, 
What  hinder'd,  but  in  fpite  of  thee,  my  captive, 
I  might  have  us'd  a  victor's  boundlefs  power, 
And  fated  every  wifli  my  foul  could  form  ? 
But,  to  fecure  thy  fears,  know,  Bajazet, 
This  is  among  the  things  I  dare  not  do.  [fent  ? 

Bty>  By  hell,  'tis  falfe!  elfe  wherefore  art  thou  pre- 
What  cam'ft  thou  for,  but  to  undo  my  honour ; 
I  found  thee  holding  amorous  parley  with  her, 
Gazing  and  glotting  on  her  wanton  eyes, 
And  bargaining  for  pleafures  yet  to  come  : 
My  life,  I  know,  is  the  devoted  price 
But  take  it,  I  am  weary  of  the  pain. 

Tarn.  Yet  ere  thou  raftily  urge  my  rage  too  far, 
I  warn  thee  to  take  heed  :  I  am  a  man, 
And  have  the  frailties  common  to  man's  nature  ; 
The  fiery  feeds  of  wrath  are  in  my  temper, 
And  may  be  blown  up  to  fo  fierce  a  blaze 
As  wifdom  cannot  rule.    Know,  thou  haft  touch'd  me 
Ev'n  in  the  niceft,  tend'reft  part,  my  honour; 
My  honour!  which, like pow'r,  difdains  being queftion'd; 
Thy  breath  has  blafted  my  fair  virtue's  fame, 
And  mark'd  me  for  a  villain,  and  a  tyrant. 

Arp,  And  ftand  I  here  an  idle  looker-on, 
To  fee  my  innocence  murder'd  and  mangled 
By  barbarous  hands,  nor  can  revenge  the  wrong  ? 
Art  thou  a  man,  and  dar'it  thou  ufe  me  thus  ?    [To  Baj. 
Haft  thou  not  torn  me  from  my  native  country, 
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From  the  dear  arms  of  my  lamenting  friends, 

From  my  foul's  peace,  and  from  my  injur'd  love  ? 

Haft  thou  not  ruin'd,  blotted  me  for  ever, 

And  driv'n  me  to  the  brink  of  black  defpair  ? 

And  is  it  in  thy  malice  ytr  to  add 

A  wound  more  deep,  to  fully  my  white  name, 

My  virtue  ? 

JSaj.  Yes,  thou  haft  thy  fex's  virtues, 
Their  affectation,  pride,  ill-nature,  noife, 
Pronenefs  to  change,  e'en  from  the  joy  thatpleas'd  'em  ; 
So  gracious  is  your  idol,   dear  variety, 
That  for  another  love  you  would  forego 
An  angel's  form,  to  mingle  with  a  devil's  ; 

*  Thro'  ev'ry  ftate  and  rank  of  men  you  wander, 

*  Till  e'en  your  large  experience  takes  in  all 

'  The  different  nations  of  the  peopled  earth.'       [tribe 
Arp.  Why  fought'ft  thou  not  from  thy  own  impious 
A  wife  like  one  of  thefe  ?  '  For  fuch  thy  race 
'   (If  human  nature  brings  forth  fuch)  affords. 
'  Greece,  for  chafte  virgins  fam'd,  and  pious  matrons, 
'*  Teems  not  with  monfters  like  your  Turkifh  wives, 

*  Whom  guardian  eunuchs,  haggar'd  and  deform'd, 
'  Whom  walls  and  bars  make  honeft  by  conftraint.' 
Know,  I  deteft,  like  hell,  the  crime  thou  mention's  : 
Not  that  I  fear  or  reverence  J hee,  thou  tyrant ; 

But  that  my  foul,  confcious  of  whence  it  fprung, 

Sits  unpolluted  in  its  facred  temple, 

And  fcorns  to  mingle  with  a  thought  fo  mean. 

Tarn.  Oh,  pity  !  that  a  greatnefs  fo  divine 
Should  meet  a  fate  fo  wretched,  fo  unequal 
Thou,  blind  and  wilful  to  the  good  that  courts  thee, 

[To  Bajazet. 

With  open-handed  bounty  Heav'n  purfues  thee, 
And  bids  thee  (undeferving  as  thou  art, 
And  monftrous  in  thy  c'imes)  be  happy  yet ; 
Whillt  thou,  in  fury,  doft  avert  the  blefiing, 
And  art  an  evil  Genius  to  thyfelf. 

JSaj.  No— Thou,  thou  art  mygreateft  curfe  on  earth  ! 
Thou,  who  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  crown  and  glory, 
And  now  purfu'ft  me  to  the  verge  of  life, 
To  Ipoii  me  of  my  honour.     Thou  !  thou  hypocrite  ! 
That  wear'ft  a  pageant  outfide  fhew  of  virtue, 

To 
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To  cover  the  hot  thoughts  that  glow  within  ! 
Thou  rank  adulterer ! 

Tarn.  Oh,  that  thou  were 

The  lord  of  all  thofe  thoufands  that  lie  breathlefs 
On  yonder  field  of  blood,  that  I  again 
Might  hunt  the  face  of  death  and  danger, 
Thro'  the  tumultuous  battle,  and  there  force  thee, 
Vanqiufli'd  and  finking  underneath  my  arm, 
To  own  thou  haft  traduc'd  me  like  a  villain. 

J><7/.  Ha  !  does  it  gall  thee,  Tartar  ?  By  Revenge, 
It  joys  me  much  to  find  thou  feel'ft  my  fury. 
Yes,  I  will  echo  to  thee,  thou  adulterer  ! 
Thou  doll  profane  the  name  of  king  and  foldier, 
And,  like  a  ruffian  bravo,  cam'ft  with  force 
To  violate  the  holy  marriage-bed. 

Tarn.,  Wert  thou  not  melter'd  by  thy  abjeft  Hate, 
The  captive  of  my  fvvord,  by  my  juft  anger, 
My  breath,  like  thunder,  mould  confound  thy  pride, 
And  doom  thee  dead  this  inllani  with  a  word.          [not. 

£aj,  'Tis  falfe  1  my  fate's  above  thcc,  and  thou  dar'ft 

'J am.  Ha!  dare  not !  Thou  haft  rais'd  my  pond'rous 
And  now  it  falls  to  crufli  thee  at  a  blow.  [rage, 

A  guard  there  ! — *  Seize  and  drag  him  to  his  fate  ! 

[*  Enter  a  guard,  they  fei«.e  Bajazet. 
Tyrant,  I'll  do*a  double  juftice  on  thee  j 
At  once  revenge  myfelf,  and  all  mankind. 

Baj.  Well  doft  thou,  ere  thy  violence  and  luft 
Invade  my  bed,  thus  to  begin  with  murder: 
Drown  all  thy  fears  in  blood,  and  fin  fecurely. 

Tarn.  Away  ! 

Arp.  [Kneeling,']  Oh,  flay!  I  charge  thee  by  renown  j 
By  that  bright  glory  thy  great  foul  purfues, 
Call  back  the  doom  of  death  ! 

Tom,   Fair  injur'd  excellence, 

Why  doft  thou  kneel,  and  wafte  fuch  precious  pray'rs, 
'  As  might  e'en  bribe  the  faints  to  partial  juftice,' 
For  one  to  goodnefs  loft  ?  Who  firft  undid  thee, 
Who  ftill  purfues,  and  aggravates  the  wrong. 

Baj.  By  Alha  !  no 1  will  not  wear  a  life 

Bought  with  fuch  vile  diflionour. — Death  fhall  free  me 
At  once  from  infamy,  and  thee,  thou  traitrefs  ! 

Arp.  No  matter,  tho'  the  whittling  winds  grow  loud, 
And  the  rude  tempeft  roars,  'tis  idle  rage  : 
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Oh!  mark  it  not;  but  let  thy  fteady  virtue 
Be  conftant  to  its  temper.     Save  his  life, 
And  fave  Arpafia  from  the  fport  of  talkers. 
Think  how  the  bufy,  meddling  world  will  tofs 
Thy  mighty  name  about,   in  fcurril  mirth ; 
Shall  brand  thy  vengeance,  as  a  foul  defign, 
And  make  fuch  monft'rous  legends  of  our  lives, 
As  late  pofterity  fhall  blufti  in  reading. 

Tarn.  Oh,  matchlefs  virtue  !  Yes,  I  will  obey  ; 
Tho'  laggard  in  the  race,  admiring  yet, 
I  will  purfue  the  mining  path  thou  tread'ft. 
Sultan,  be  fafe  !  Reafon  refumes  her  empire, 

[The  guards  releafe  Bajazet. 

And  I  am  cool  again. Here  break  vre  off, 

Left  farther  fpeech  mould  miniiter  new  rage. 
Wifely  from  dangerous  paffions  I  retreat, 
To  keep  a  conqueft  which  was  hard  to  get : 
And,  Oh  !  'tis  time  I  mould  for  flight  prepare, 
A  war  more  fatal  feems  to  threaten  there, 
And  all  my  rebel-blood  affifts  the  fair: 
One  moment  more,  and  I  too  late  mall  find, 
That  Love's  the  ftrongeft  pow'r  that  lords   it  o'er  the 
mind.     [Exit  Tamerlane,  followed  by  the  guards. 
•  Baj.  To  what  new  fhame,  what  plague  am  I  referv'd  ? 
Why  did  my  ftars  refufe  me  to  die  warm, 
While  yet  my  regal  ftate  ftood  unimpeach'd, 
Nor  knew  the  curfe  of  having  one  above  me  ? 
Then  too  (altho'  by  force  I  grafp'd  the  joy) 
My  love  was  fafe,  nor  felt  the  rack  of  doubt.' 
Why  haft  thou  forc'd  this  naufeous  life  upon  me? 

Is  it  to  triumph  o'er  me  ? But  I  will, 

I  will  be  free ;  I  will  forget  thee  all ; 
The  bitter  and  the  fweet,  the  joy  and  pain, 
Death  mall  expunge  at  once,  and  eafe  my  foul. 
Prophet,  take  notice,  I  difclaim  thy  Paradife, 
Thy  fragrant  bow'rs,  and  everlafting  fhades  ; 
Thou  haft  plac'd  woman  there,    and  all  thy  joys  are 
tainted.  [Exit  Bajazet. 

Arp.  A  little  longer  yet,  be  ftrong,  my  heart ; 
A  little  longer  let  the  bufy  fpirits 
Keep  on  their  chearful  round. — It  wo'not  be  ! 
'  Love,  forrow,  and  the  fting  of  vile  reproach, 
'  Succeeding  one  another  in  their  courfe, 

•  Like 
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*  Like  drops  of  eating  water  on  the  marble, 
'  At  length  have  worn  my  boafted  courage  down  : 
'  I  will  indulge  the  woman  in  my  foul, 
'  And  give  a  loofe  to  tears  and  to  impatience  ;' 
Death  is  at  laft  my  due,  and  I  will  have  it.— — • 
And  fee,  the  poor  Monefes  comes,  to  take 
One  fad  adieu,  and  then  we  part  for  ever, 
Enter  Monefes. 

Man.  Already  am  I  onward  of  my  way, 
Thy  tuneful  voice  comes  like  a  hollow  found 
At  diftance,  to  my  ears.     My  eyes  grow  heavy, 
And  all  the  glorious  lights  of  heav'n  look  dim  ; 
'Tis  the  laft  office  they  mall  ever  do  me, 
To  view  thee  once,  and  then  to  clofe  and  die. 

Arp.  Alas,  how  happy  have  we  been,  Monefes  \ 
Ye  gentle  days,  that  once  were  ours,  what  joys 
Did  every  chearful  morning  bring  along  ! 
No  fears,  no  jealoufies,  no  angry  parents, 
That  for  unequal  births,  or  fortunes,  frown'd  ; 
But  Love,  that  kindly  join'd  our  hearts,  to  blefs  us, 
Made  us  a  bleffing  too  to  all  befidcs. 

Moa.  Oh,  call  not  thy  remembrance  back,  Arpafia  ! 
JTis  grief  unutterable  ;  'tis  diftradion  ! 
'  Bat  let  this  laft  of  hours  be  peaceful  forrow  !' 
Here  let  me  kneel,  and  pay  my  lateft  vows. 
Be  witnefs,  all  ye  faints,  thou  Heav'n  and  Nature, 
Be  witnefe  of  my  truth,  for  you  have  known  it ! 
Be  witnefs,  that  I  never  knew  a  pleafure, 
In  all  the  world  could  offer,  like  Arpafia  ! 
Be  witnefs,  that  I  liv'd  but  in  Arpafia  ! 
And,  Oh,  be  witnefs,  that  her  lofs  has  kill'd  me  ! 

Arp.  While  thou  art  fpeaking,  life  begins  to  fail, 
And  ev'ry  tender  accent  chills  like  death. 
Oh  !   let  me  hafte  then,  yet,  ere  day  declines, 
And  the  long  night  prevail,  once  more  to  tell  thee 
What,  and  how  dear,  Monefes  has  been  to  me. 
What  has  he  not  been  ? — All  the  names  of  love, 
Brothers,  or  fathers,  hufbands,  all  are  poor: 
Monefes  is  myfelf ;  in  my  fond  heart, 
E'en  in  my  vital  blood,  he  lives  and  reigns ; 
The  laft  dear  object  of  my  parting  foul 
Will  be  Monefes  ;  the  laft  breath  that  lingers 
"Within  my  panting  breaft,  mall  figh,  Monefes. 
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Mon.  It  is  enough  !  Now  to  thy  reft,  my  foul, 
The  world  and  thou  have  made  an  end  at  once. 

Arp.  Fain  wou'd  I  ftill  detain  thee,  hold  thee  flilH 
Nor  honour  can  forbid,  that  we  together 
Should  fhare  the  poor  few  minutes  that  remain  : 
I  fwear,  methinks  this  fad  fociety 
Has  fomewhat  pleafing  in  it. — Death's  dark  fhadca 
Seem,  as  we  journey  on,  to  lofe  their  horror; 
At  near  approach  the  monfters,  form'd  by  fear, 
Are'vanifh'd  all,  and  leave  the  profpeft  clear; 
Amidft  the  gloomy  vale,  a  pleafing  fcene, 
With  flow'rs  adorn'd,  and  never-fading  green,  j 

'Inviting  ftands,  to  take  the  wretched  in  :  \ 

No  wars,  no  wrongs,  no  tyrants,  no  defpair,  " 

Difturb  the  quiet  of  a  place  fo  fair, 
But  injur'd  lovers  find  Elyfium  there.  [Exeunt.  }\ 

Enter  Bajazet,  Omar,  Haly,  and  the  Dervife. 
Raj.  Now,  by  the  glorious  tomb  that  flmnes  our  pro- 
By  Mecca's  facred  temple,  here  I  fwear,  [pnet, 

Our  daughter  is  thy  bride  !  and  to  that  gift 
Suet  wealth,  fuch  pow'r,  fuch  honours  will  I  add, 
That  monarchs  fnall  with  envy  view  thy  ftate, 
And  own  thou  art  a  demi-god  to  them. 
Thou  haft  given  me  what  I  wifh'd,  pow'r  of  revenge, 
And  when  a  king  rewards,  'tis  ample  retribution. 
Om.  Twelve  Tartar  lords,  each  potent  in  his  tribe, 

Have  fworn  to  own  mycaufe,  and  draw  their  thoufands^ 

To-morrow,  from  the  ungrateful  Parthian's  fide  : 

The  day  declining,  feems  to  yield  to  night, 

Ere  little  more  than  half  her  courfe  be  ended. 

In  an  aufpicious  hour  prepare  for  flight; 

The  leaders  of  the  troops  thro'  which  we  pafs, 

Rais'd  by  my  pow'r,  devoted  to  my  fervice, 

Shall  make  our  paflage  fecret  and  fecure. 
Der.  Already,  mighty  Sultan,  art  thou  fafe, 

Since,  by  yon  paffing  torches'  light  I  guefs, 

To  his  pavilion  Tamerlane  retires, 

Attended  by  a  train  of  waiting  courtiers. 

All  who  remain  within  thefe  tents  are  thine> 

And  hail  thee  as  their  lord. 

Ha  !  the  Italian  prince, 

With  fad  Monefes,  are  not  yet  gone  forth. 

•«*; 
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Baj.  Ha !  with  our  queen  and  daughter  I 

Om.  They  are  ours: 

I  mark'd  the  flaves  who  waited  on  Axalla  ; 
They,  when  the  emperor  pail  out,  preft  on, 
And  mingled  with  the  crowd,  nor  mifs'd  their  lord: 
He  is  your  pris'ner,  fir  :  I  go  this  moment, 
To  leize,  and  bring  him  to  receive  his  doom. 

[Exit  Omar. 

Baj.  Hafte,  Haly,  follow,  and  fecure  the  Greek : 
Him  too  I  wifh  to  keep  within  my  power.    [Exit  Haly* 

^Der.  If  my  dread  lord  permit  his  Have  to  fpeak, 
I  would  advife  to  fpare  Axalla's  life, 
'Till  we  are  fafe  beyond  the  Parthian's  power : 
Him,  as  our  pledge  of  fafety,  may  we  hold; 
And,  could  you  gain  him  to  affift  your  flight, 
It  might  import  you  much. 

Baj.  Thou  counfell'il  well ; 
And  tho'  I  hate  him  (for  he  is  a  Chriftian, 
And  to  my  mortal  enemy  devoted) 
Yet,  to  fecure  my  liberty  and  vengeance, 
I  wifh  he  now  were  ours. 

Der.  And  fee  !  they  come  ! 

Fortune  repents  ;  again  me  courts  your  fide, 
And,  with  this  firft  fair  offering  of  fuccefs, 
She  wooes  you  to  forget  her  crime  of  yefterday. 

Enter  Omar  with  Axallapri/cner,  Selima  following 
weeping . 

dx.  I  wo'  not  call  thee  villain  ;  'tis  a  name 
Too  holy  for  thy  crime.     To  break  thy  faith, 
And  turn  a  rebel  to  fo  good  a  mailer, 
Is  an  ingratitude  unmatch'd  on  earth. 
The  firft  revolting  angel's  pride  cou'd  only 
Do  more  than  thou  hall  done.     Thou  copy 'ft  well, 
And  keep'ft  the  black  original  in  view. 

Om.  Do  rage,  and  vainly  call  upon  thy  mailer 
To  fave  his  minion.     My  revenge  has  caught  thee, 
And  I  will  make  thee  curfe  that  fond  prefumption 
That  fet  thee  on  to  rival  me  in  aught. 

Baj.  Chriilian,  I  hold  thy  fate  at  my  difpofal! 
One  only  way  remains  to  mercy  open  ; 
Be  partner  of  my  flight,  and  my  revenge, 
And  thou  art  fafe.     Thy  other  choice  is  death. 

Om.  What  means  the  Sultan  ? 
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Der.  I  conjure  you,  hold— — — 

Your  rival  is  devoted  to  deftruftion  :      \Afide  to  Omar. 
Nor  would  the  Sultan  now  defer  his  fate, 
But  for  our  common  fafety. — Liften further.    \Wbifpers. 

Ax.  Then  briefly  thus.   Death  is  the  choice  I  make  ; 
Since  next  to  Heav'n,  my  matter  and  my  friend 
Has  intereft  in  my  life,  and  ftill  mall  claim  it. 

Baj.  Then  take  thy  wifh — Call  in  our  mutes ! 

Sel.  My  father, 

If  yet  you  have  not  fworn  to  ca.fi.  me  off, 
And  turn  me  out,   to  wander  in  misfortune  ; 
If  yet  my  voice  be  gracious  in  your  ears  ; 
If  yet  my  duty  and  my  love  offend  not, 
Oh,  call  your  fentence  back,  and  fave  Axalla. 

Baj.  Rife,  Selima !  The  flave  deferves  to  die, 
Who  durft,  with  fullen  pride,  refufe  my  mercy  : 
Yet,  for  thy  fake,  once  more  I  offer  life. 

Sel.  Some  angel  whifper  to  my  anxious  foul, 

What  fhall  I  do  to  fave  him. «  Oh,  Axalla  ! 

'  Is  it  fo  eafy  to  thee,  to  forfake  me  ? 

'  Canft  thou  refolve,  with  all  this  cold  indifference, 

'  Never  to  fee  me  more  ?  To  leave  me  here 

'  The  miferable  mourner  of  thy  fate, 

'  Condemn'd  to  wafte  my  widow'd  virgin  youth, 

'  My  tedious  days  and  nights,  in  lonely  weeping, 

'  And  never  know  the  voice  of  Comfort  more  ? 

'  Ax.  Search  not  too  deep  the  forrows  of  my  breaft  : 
'  Thou  fay'ft,  I  am  indifferent  and  cold, 
'  Oh  !  is  it  poffible  my  eyes  mould  tell 
'  So  little  of  the  fighting  ftorm  within  ? 
*  Oh,  turn  thee  from  me  ;  fave  me  from  thy  beauties ; 
'  Falfhood  and  ruin  all  look  lovely  there, 

'  TDh!  let  my  lab'ring  foul  yet  ftruggle  thro' 

'  I  will— I  would  refolve  to  die,  and  leave  thee. 

'  Baj.  Then  let  him  die  ! — He  trifles  with  my  favour. 
'  I  have  too  long  attended  his  refolves. 

'  Sel.  Oh!  ftay  a  minute,  yet  a  minute  longer;  [TV  Baj. 
'   A  minute  is  a  little  fpace  in  life. 
'  There  is  a  kind  confenting  in  his  eyes, 
'  And  I  mail  win  him  to  your  royal  will.* 
Oh,  my  Axalla  !  feembut  to  confent — [To  Axalla  ajidc. 
Unkind  and  cruel,  will  you  then  do  nothing  ? 
I  find  I  am  not  worth  thy  leaft  of  cares. 

3  Ax» 
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Ax.  Oh  !  labour  not  to  hang  diihonour  on  me  ! 
I  could  bear  ficknefs,  pain  and  poverty, 
Thofe  mortal  evils,  worfe  than  death,  for  thee. 
But  this — Ic  has  the  force  of  Fate  againft  us, 
And  cannot  be. 

Bel.  See,  fee,  Sir!  he  relents  ;  [To  Bajazet. 

Already  he  inclines  to  own  your  caufe. 
A  little  longer,  and  he  is  all  yours. 

Baj.  Then  mark,  how  far  a  father's  fondnefs  yields. 
'Till  midnight  I  defer  the  death  he  merits, 
And  give  him  up,  'till  then,  to  thy  perfuafion. 
If  by  that  time  he  meets  my  will,  he  lives  ; 
If  not,  thyfelf  mail  own  he  dies  with  juftice. 

Ax.  'Tis  but  to  lengthen  life  upon  the  rack, 
I  am  refolv'd  already. 

Bel.  Oh  !  be  ftill. 
Nor  raflily  urge  a  ruin  on  us  both  ; 
'Tis  but  a  moment  more  I  have  to  fave  thee. 
Be  kind,  aufpicious  Alha,  to  my  pray'r; 
More  for  my  love,   than  for  myfelf,  I  fear; 
Neglect  mankind  a  while,  and  make  him  all  thy  care  ! 
[Exeunt  Axalla  and  Selima; 

Baj.  Monefes is  that  dog  fecur'd  ? 

Om.  He  is. 

Baj.  'Tis  well*— My  foul  perceives  returning  greatnefs, 
As  nature  feels  the  fpring.     Lightly  fhe  bounds, 
And  lhakes  diflionour,  like  a  burthen,  from  her  ; 
Once  more  imperial,  aweful,  and  herfelf. 


So,  when  of  old,  Jove  from  the  Titans  fled,  "J 

Ammon's  rude  front  his  radiant  face  bely'd,  > 

And  all  the  majefty  of  Heav'n  lay  hid.  3 

J 


At  length,  by  fate,  to  pow'r  divine  reftor'd, 
His  thunder  taught  the  world  to  know  its  lord, 
The  God  grew  terrible  again,  and  was  again  ador'd. 

\Exeunt, 
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. 
ACTV.     SCENE    Bajazet's  tent. 

•Arp.   QURE  'tis  a  horror  more  than  darknefs  brings,, 
O  That  fits  upon  the  night  !  Fate  is  abroad  j 

Some  ruling  fiend  hangs  in  the  dufky  air, 

And  fcatters  ruin,  death,  and  wild  diftra&ion, 

O'er  all  the  wretched  race  of  man  below. 

Not  long  ago,  a  troop  of  ghaftly  flaves 

Rufh'd  in,  and  forc'd  Monefes  from  my  fight ; 

Death  hung  fo  heavy  on  his  drooping  fpirits, 

That  fcarcely  could  he  fay — Farewel — for  ever  ! 

And  yet,  methinks,  fome  gentle  fpirit  whifpers, 

Thy  peace  draws  near,  Arpafia,  figh  no  more  1 

And  fee,  the  king  of  terrors  is  at  hand  j 

His  minifter  appears. 

Enter  Bajazet  and  Haly. 
Baj.  {^Aftde  to  Haly.]  The  reft  I  leave 

To  thy  diipatch.     For,  Oh  1  my  faithful  Haly, 

Another  care  has  taken  up  thy  mailer. 

Spite  of  the  high-wrought  tempeft  in  my  foul, 

Spite  of  the  pangs  which  jealoufy  has  colt  me, 

This  haughty  woman  reigns  within  my  breaft  j 
In  vain  I  itrive  to  put  her  from  my  thoughts, 
To  drive  her  out,  with  empire  and  revenge» 
Still  me  comes  back,  like  a  retiring  tide, 
That  ebbs  a  while,  but  ftrait  returns  again, 
And  fwells  above  the  beach.' 
Ha.  Why  wears  my  lord 

An  anxious  thought  for  what  his  pow'r  commands? 

When,  in  an  happy  hour,  you  ihall,  ere  long, 

Have  borne  the  emprefs  from  amidft  your  foes, 

Sh<e  muft  be  yours,  be  only  and  all  yours. 

JBaj.  On  that  depends  my  fear.  Yes,  I  muft  have  her  ; 

i  cwn,  I  will  not,  cannot  go  without  her. 
But  fuch  is  the  condition  of  our  flight, 
That  mould  me  not  confent,  'twould  hazard  all 
To  bear  her  hence  by  force.     Thus  I  refolve  then, 
By  threats  and  pray'rs,  by  every  way,  to  move  her  ; 
Jf  all  prevail  not,   force  is  left  at  laft  ; 
And  I  will  fet  life,  empire  or.  the  venture,  _ 
To  keep  her  mine'— Be  near  to  wait  my  will. 

[SwVHaly, 
When 
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When  laft  we  parted,  'twas  on  angry  terms ; 
Let  the  remembrance  die,  or  kindly  think 
That  jealous  rage  is  but  a  hafty  flame, 
That  blazes  out,  when  love  too  fiercely  burns. 

Arp.  For  thee  to  wrong  me,  and  for  me  to  fufFer, 
Is  the  hard  leflbn  that  my  foul  has  learnt, 
And  now  I  ftand  prepar'd  for  all  to  come : 
Nor  is  it  worth  my  leifare  to  diltinguilh 
If  love  or  jealoufy  commit  the  violence  : 
Each  have  alike  been  fatal  to  my  peace, 
Confirming  me  a  wretch,  and  thee  a  tyrant. 

Baj.  Still  to  deform  thy  gentle  brow  with  frowns, 
And  Hill  to  be  perverfe,  it  is  a  manner 
Abhorrent  from  the  foftnefs  of  thy  fex: 
Women,  like  fummer  ftorms,  a  while  are  cloudy, 
Burft  out  in  thunder,  and  impetuous  fhow'rs  ; 
But  ftrait,  the  fun  of  beauty  dawns  abroad, 
And  all  the  fair  horizon  is  ferene. 

Arp.  Then,  to  retrieve  the  honour  of  my  fexy 
Here  I  difclaim  that  changing  and  inconftancy  : 
To  thee  I  will  be  ever  as  I  am. 

Baj.  Thou  fay'ft  I  am  a  tyrant  ;  think  fo  flill, 
And  let  it  warn  thy  prudence  to  lay  hold 
On  the  good  hour  of  peace,  that  courts  thee  now. 
Souls  form'd  like  mine  brook  being  fcorn'd  but  ill. 
Be  well  advis'd,  and  profit  by  my  patience; 
It  is  a  fhort-liv'd  virtue. 

Arp.  Turn  thy  eyes 

Back  on  the  ftory  of  my  woes,  barbarian  ! 
Thou  that  haft  violated  all  refpefts 
Due  to  my  fex  and  honour  of  my  birth. 
Thou  brutal  ravimer,  *  that  haft  undone  m«, 
'  Ruin'd  my  love  !'     Can  I  have  peace  with  thee  ? 
Impoflible  !  Firft  heav'n  and  hell  ftxall  join  ; 
They  only  differ  more. 

Baj.  I  fee,  'tis  vain 

To  court  thy  ftubborn  temper  with  endearments. 
Refolve,  this  moment,  to  return  my  love, 
And  be  the  willing  partner  of  my  flight, 
Or,  by  the  prophet's  holy  law,  thou  dy'ft. 

Arp.  And  doit  thou  hop'e  to  fright  me  with  the  phantom 
Death  ?  'Tis  the  greateft  mercy  thou  canft  give  ; 
So  frequent  are  the  murders  of  thy  reign, 
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One  day  fcarce  paffing  by  unmark'd  with  blood, 
That  children,  by  long  ufe,  have  learnt  to  fcorn  it,- 
Know,  I  difdain  to  aid  thy  treach'rous  purpofe, 
And  fhould'fl  thou  dare  to  force  me,  with  my  cries 
I  will  call  Heav'n  and  Earth  to  my  affiflance. 

JBaJ.  Confufion  !  deft  thou  brave  me  ?  But  my  wrath 
Shall  find  a  pafTage  to  thy  fwelling  heart, 
And  rack  thce  worfe  than  all  the  pains  of  death. 
That  Grecian  dog,  the  minion  of  thy  wimes, 
Shall  be  dragg'd  forth,  and  butcher'd  in  thy  fight ; 
Thou  fhalt  behold  him  when  his  pangs  are  terrible  ; 
Thenr  when  he  flares  and  gafps,  and  ftruggles  flrongtyv 

*  Ev'n  in  the  bittereft  agony  of  dying ;' 

'Till  thou  fhalt  rend  thy  hair,  tear  out  thy  eyes, 
And  curfe  thy  pride,  while  I  applaud  my  vengeance. 

Arp.  Ohy  fatal  image  !  All  my  pow'rs  give  way, 
And  refolution  fickens  at  the  thought  j 

*  A  flood  of  paflion  rifes  in  my  breaft, 

'  And  labours  fiercely  upward  to  my  eyes.' 
Come,  all  ye  great  examples  of  my  fex, 
Chafte  virgins,  tender  wives,  and  pious  matrons  ; 
'  Ye  holy  martyrs,  who,  with  wond'rous  faith 
'  And  conftancy  unfhaken,  have  fuftain'd 

*  The  rage  of  cruel  men,  and  fiery  perfecution,' 
Come  to- my  aid,  and  teach  me  to  defy 

The  malice  of  this  fiend  !  I  feel,  I  feel 

Your  facred  fpirit  arm  me  to  refiftance. 

Yes,  tyrant,  I  will  ftand  this  fhock  of  fate  ;. 

Will  live  to  triumph  o'er  thce,  for  a  moment, 

Then  die  well  pleas'd,  and  follow  my  Monefes. 

Baj.  Thou  talk'il  it  well.  But  talking  is  thy  privilege;. 

'Tis  all  the  boafted  courage  of  thy  fex  ; 

Tho',  for  thy  foul,  thou  dar'ft  not  meet  the  danger. 
Arp.  By  all  my  hopes  of  happinefs  I  dare  !—•  •  • 
My  foul  is  come  within  her  ken  of  heav'n  ; 
Charm'd  with  the  joys  and  beauties  of  that  place, 
Her  thoughts  and  all  her  cares  (he  fixes  there, 
And  'tis  in  vain  for  thee  to  rage  below  : 
Thus  liars  fhine  bright,  and  keep  their  place  above, 
Tho'  ruffling  winds  deform  this  lower  world.' 
iMaj.  This  moment  is  the  trial. 
Arp.  Let  it  come  ! 

This  moment  then  fliall  {hew  I  am  a  Greek, 

And 
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And  fpeak  my  country's  courage  in  my  fuff'ring. 

Baj .  Here,  mercy,  I  difclaim  thee !   Mark  me,  trai- 
My  love  prepares  a  vidlim  to  thy  pride,  [trefs  ! 

And  when  it  greets  thee  next,  'twill  be  in  blood. 

[Ex.  Baj. 

Arp.  My  heart  beats  higher,  and  my  nimble  fpirits 
Ride  fwiftly  thro*  their  purple  channel's  round. 
'  'Tis  the  laft  blaze  of  life.     Nature  revives, 
'  Like  a  dim  winking  lamp,  that  flatties  brightly 
'  With  parting  light,  and  ftraight  is  dark  for  ever.' 
And  fee,  my  laft  of  forrows  is  at  hand  ; 
Death  and  Monefes  come  together  to  me  ; 
As  if  my  ftars,  that  had  fo  long  been  cruel, 
Grew  kind  at  laft,  and  gave  me  all  I  wifli. 

Enter  Monefes,  guarded  ly  fame  mutes  ;  others  at~ 

tending  with  a  cup  ofpoifon,  and  a  bonu-Jlring. 
Man.  I  charge  ye,  O  ye  minifters  of  fate  ! 
Be  fwift  to  execute  your  mafter's  will  ; 
Bear  me  to  my  Arpafia ;  let  me  tell  her, 
The  tyrant  is  grown  kind.     He  bids  me  go, 
And  die  beneath  her  feet.     '  A  joy  ihoots  thra* 
JMy  drooping  breaft ;'  as  often  when  the  trumpet 
Has  call'd  my  youthful  ardour  forth  to  battle, 
High  in  my  hopes,  and  ravifh'd  with  the  found, 
I  have  ruih'd  eager  on  amidft  the  foremoft, 
TO  purchafe  victory,  or  glorious  death.' 
Arp.  If  it  be  happinefs,   alas  !  to  die, 
To  lie  forgotten  in  the  filent  grave, 
To  love  and  glory  loft,  and  from  among 
The  great  Creator's  works  expung'd  and  blotted, 
Then,  very  (hortly,  (hall  we  both  be  happy. 

Man.  There  is  no  room  for  doubt ;  'tis  certain  blifs» 
The  tyrant's  cruel  violence,  thy  lofs, 
Already  feem  more  light ;  nor  has  my  foul 
One  unrepented  guilt  upon  remembrance, 
To  make  me  dread  the  juftice  of  hereafter  ; 
But  ftanding  now  on  the  laft  verge  of  life, 
Boldly  I  view  the  vaft  abyfs  eternity, 
Eager  to  plunge,  and  leave  my  woes  behind  me. 
Arp.  By  all  the  truth  of  our  paft  loves,  1  vow, 
To  die  appears  a  very  nothing  to  me. 
'   But,  Oh,  Monefes  !    (hould  I  not  allow 
'  Somewhat  to  love,  and  to  my  fex's  tendernefs  ?*' 
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This  very  now  I  could  put  oft"  my  being 
Without  a  groan  ;  but  to  behold  thee  die  !— — • 
Nature  fhrinks  in  me  at  the  dreadful  thought, 
Nor  can  my  conftancy  fuftain  this  blow. 

Man.  Since  thou  art  arm'd  for  all  things  after  death. 
Why  mould  the  pomp  and  preparation  of  it 
Be  frightful  to  thy  eyes  ?  There's  not  a  pain, 
Which  age  or  ficknefs  brings,  the  leait  diforder 
That  vexes  any  part  of  this  fine  frame, 
But's  full  as  grievous.     All  that  the  mind  feels 
Is  much,  much  more. — And  fee,  I  go  to  prove  it. 

Enter  a   mute  ;    he  figns  to  the   reft,  'who  proffer  a 
bow-firing  to  Monefes. 

Arp.  Think,  ere  we  part ! 

Man.   Of  what? 

Arp.  Of  fomething  foft, 

Tender  and  kind,  of  fomething  vvond'rous  fad. 
Oh,  my  full  foul ! 

Mon.  My  tongue  is  at  a  lofs  ; 
Thoughts  crowd  fo  fall,  thy  name  is  all  I've  left, 
My  kindeft,  trueft,  deareft,  beft  Arpafia  ! 

\The  mutes  ft  ruggls  <witb  hint* 

Arp.  I  have  a  thoufand  thoufand  things  to  utter, 
A  thoufand  more  to  hear  yet.  Barbarous  villains  ! 
Give  me  a  minute.  Speak  to  me,  Monefes  ! 

Mon.  Speak  to  thee  i  'Tis  the  bufmefs  of  my  life, 
'Tis  all  the  ufe  I  have  for  vital  air. 
Stand  off,  ye  flaves  !  To  tell  thee  that  my  heart 
Is  full  of  thee ;  that  even,  at  this  dread  moment, 
My  fond  eyes  gaze  with  joy  and  rapture  on  thee; 

Angels,   and  light  itfelf,  are  not  fo  fair 

Enter  Bajazet,  Haly,  and  attendants. 

Baj.  Ha  !  wherefore  lives   this  dog  ?  Be   quick,  ye 
And  rid  me  of  the  pain.  [iiaves ! 

Mon.  For  only  death, 
And  the  laft  night  can  fliut  out  my  Arpafia. 

[The  mutes  ft r angle  Monefea. 

Arp.  Oh,  difmal !  'tis  not  to  be  borne!  Ye  moralifts  1 
Ye  talkers  !  what  are  all  your  precepts  now  ? 
Patience  !  Diitraftion  !  Blaft  the  tyrant,  blaft  him, 
Avenging  lightnings  !   Snatch  him  hence,  ye  fiends ! 
Love  !  Death  !  Monefes  !  '  Nature  can  no  more  ; 
«  Ruin  is  on  her,  and  toe  finks  at  once,  [She  Jinks  down. 
5  .'  *!/ • 
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*  £aj.  Help,  Haly  !  raife  her  up,  and  bear  her  out* 

«  Ha.  Alas  !  Ihe  faints. 

«  Arp.  No,  tyrant,  ';is  in  vain. 

Oh  !  I  am  now  beyond  thy  cruel  pow'r  ; 

The  peaceful  flumber  of  the  grave  is  on  me  : 

Ev'n  all  the  tedious  day  of  life  I've  wander'd, 

Bewilder'd  with  misfortunes: 

At  length  'tis  night,  and  I  have  reached  my  home, 

Forgetting  all  the  toils  and  troubles  pail, 

Weary  I'll  lay  me  down  and  fleep,  till Oh  !' 

[She  diet, 

Baj.  Fly,  ye  flaves, 

And  fetch  me  cordials,     No,  /he  fliall  not  die  ! 
Spite  of  her  fullen  pride,  I'll  hold-in  life, 
And  force  her  to  be  bleit  againfther  will. 

Ha.  Already  'tis  beyond  the  power  of  art ; 
For  fee,  a  deadly  cold  has  froze  the  blood, 
The  pliant  limbs  gjowftiff,  and  lofe  their  ufe» 
And  all  the  animating  fire  is  quench'd  : 
Ev'n  beauty  too  is  dead ;  an  aihy  pale 
Grows  o'er  the  rofes ;  the  red  lips  have  loft 
Their  fragrant  hue,  for  want  of  that  fvveet  breath, 
That  bleft 'em  with  its  odours  as  it  paft, 

Baj.  Can  it  be  poffible  }  Can  rage  and  grief. 
Can  love  and  indignation  be  fo  Eerce, 
So  mortal  in  a  woman's  heart  ?  Confufion  ! 
Is  me  efcap'd  then  f  What  is  royalty, 
If  thofe  that  are  my  flaves,  and  mould  live  for  me, 
Can  die,  and  bid  defiance  to  my  power? 
Enter  the  Dervife. 

Der.  The  valiant  Omar  fends  to  tell  thy  greatnefs 
The  hour  of  flight  is  come,  and  urges  hafle  ; 
Since  he  defcries,  near  Tamerlane's  pavilion, 
Bright  troops  of  crowding  torches,  who  from  thence, 
On  either  hand,  ftretch  far  into  the  night, 
And  feem  to  form  a  fhining  front  of  battle. 
Behold,  ev'n  from  this  place  thou  may 'ft  difcern  them, 

[Looking  out, 

Baj.  By  Alha,  yes  !  they  caft  a  day  around  'em, 
And  the  plain  feems  thick  fet  with  ftars,  as  heav'n, 
Ha  !  or  my  eyes  are  falfe,  they  move  this  way  ; 
JTis  certain  fo.     Fly,  Halv,  to  our  daughter. 

[Sw/Haly. 
Let 
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Let  feme  fecure  the  Chriftian  prince  Axalla: 
We  will  begone  this  minute. 

Enter  Omar. 

Om.  Loft !  undone  ! 

£aj.  What  meim'ft  thou  ? 

Om.  All  our  hopes  of  flight  are  loft. 
Mil  van  and  Zama,  with  the  Parthian  horfe, 
Enclofe  us  round,  they  hold  us  in  a  toil. 

Baj.  Ha  !  whence  this  unexpected  curfe  of  chance  ? 

Om.  Too  late  I  learnt,  that  early  in  the  night 
A  flave  was  fufFer'd,  by  the  princefs'  order, 
To  pafs  the  guard.     I  clove  the  villain  down 
Who  yielded  to  his  flight ;  but  that's  poor  vengeance* 
That  fugitive  has  rais'd  the  camp  upon  us, 
And  unperceiv'd,  by  favour  of  the  night, 
Jn  filence  they  have  march'd  to  intercept  us. 

Baj.  My  daughter !  Oh,  the  traitrel's ! 

Der.  Yet,  we  have 

Axalla  in  our  power,  and  angry  Tamerlane 
Will  buy  his  fav'rite's  life  on  any  terms. 

Om.  With  thofe  few  friends  I  have,  I  for  a  while 
Can  face  their  force :  if  they  refufe  us  peace, 
Revenge  {hall  fweeten  ruin,  '  and  'twill  joy  me, 
'  To  drag  my  foe  down  with  me  in  my  fall.'  [Exit  Om. 
Enter  Haly,  'with  Selima  weeping. 

Baj.  See  where  fhe  comes,  with  well-diffembled  inno- 
With  truth  and  faith  fo  lovely  in  her  face,  [cence; 

As  if  fhe  durft  e'en  difavow  the  falfhood. 

Hop'it  thou  to  make  amends  with  trifling  tears, 
For  my  loft  crown,  and  difappointed  vengeance  ? 
Ungrateful  Selima  !  thy  father's  curfe  ! 
Bring  forth  the  minion  of  her  foolim  heart ;. 
He  dies  this  moment. 

Ha.  Would  I  could  not  fpeak 
The  crime  of  fatal  love  !  The  flave  who  fled, 
By  whom  we  are  undone,  was  that  Axalla. 

Baj.  Ha  !   fay'ft  thou  ? 

Ha.   Hid  beneath  that  vile  appearance, 
The  princefs  found  a  means  for  his  eicape. 

Sel.  I  am  undone!  ev'n  nature  has  difclaim'd  me  ! 
My  father  !  have  I  loft  you  all  ?  My  father ! 

Baj.  Talk'ft  thou  of  nature,  who  haft  broke  her  bands ! 
Thou  art  my  bane,  thou  witch,  thou  infant  parricide ! 

But 
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But  I  will  ftudy  to  be  ftrangely  cruel ; 
I  will  forget  the  folly  of  my  fondnefs  ; 
Drive  all  the  father  from  my  breaft  ;  now  fnatch  thee, 
Tear  thee  to  pieces,  drink  thy  treacherous  blood, 
And  make  thee  anfwer  all  my  great  revenge  ! 
Now,  now,  thou  traitrefs!  [Offers  to  kill  her. 

Sel.  Plunge  the  poignard  deep  !         [She  embraces  him. 
The  life  my  father  gave  mall  hear  his  fummons, 

And  iffue  at  the  wound '  Start  not  to  feel 

'  My  heart's  warm  blood  gufli  out  upon  your  hands ;' 

Since  from  your  fpring  I  drew  the  purple  ftream, 

And  I  muft  pay  it  back  if  you  demand  it.       [weaknefs  ! 

Baj.  Hence,  from  my  thoughts,  thou   foft  relenting 
Haft  thou  not  giv'n  me  up  a  prey  ?  betray'd  me  ? 

Sel.  Oh,  not  for  worlds  !  not  ev  n  for  all  the  joys, 
Love,  or  the  prophet's  paradife  can  give ! 
'   Amidlt  the  fears  and  forrows  of  my  foul,' 
Amidft  the  thoufand  pains  of  anxious  tenaernefs, 
I  made  the  gentle,  kind  Axalla  fwear, 
Your  life,  your  crown,  at»d  honor  mould  be  fafe. 

Baj.  Away  !  my  foul  difdains  the  vile  dependancel 
No,  let  me  rather  die,  die  like  a  king ! 
Shall  I  fall  down  at  the  proud  Tartar's  foot, 
And  fay,  Have  mercy  on  me  ?  Hark  !  they  come  \[S-hout. 
Difgrace  will  overtake  my  ling'ring  hand ; 
Die  then  !  Thy  father's  mame,  and  thine,  die  with  thee. 

[0/ers  to  kill  her.. 

"Sel.  For  Heav'n,  for  pity's  fake  ! 

E(tj.  No  more,  thou  trifler  ! 

[She  catches  hold  of  his  arm* 
Ha!  dar'ft  thou  bar  my  will  ?  Tear  off  her  hold  ! 

Sel.  What,  not  for  life  !  Should  I  not  plead  for  life  ? 
'  When  nature  teaches  ev'n  the  brute  creation 
«  To  hold  faft  that,  her  beft,  her  nobleft  gift.' 
Look  on  my  eyes,  which  you  fo  oft  have  kifs'd, 
And    fwore  they   were    your    beft-lov'd   queen's,    my 
Behold  'em  now,  ftreaming  for  mercy,  mercy  !  [mother's; 
Look  on  me,  and  deny  me,  if  you  can  ! 
'  'Tis  but  for  life  I  beg.     Is  that  a  boon 
'  So  hard  for  me  t'  obtain,  or  you  to  grant  ?' 
Oh,  fpare  me  !  fpare  your  Selima,  my  father  ! 

Baj.  A  lazy  floth  hangs  on  my  refolution : 
It  is  my  Selima !— Ha!  What,  my  child  I 

And 
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And  can  I  murder  her? — Dreadful  imagination  ! 

Again  they  come  !  I  leave  her  to  my  foes  !  [Shout  Ft 

And  fhall  they  triumph  o'er  the  race  of  Bajazet ! 

Die,   Selima  !   Is  that  a  father's  voice  I 

Roufe,  roufe,  my  fury  !  Yes,  me  dies  the  vi&im 

To  my  loft  hopes.     Out,  out,  thou  foolifh  nature ! 

Juftly  (he  mares  the  ruin  (he  has  made. 

Seize  her,  ye  *fiaves  1  and  firangle  her  this  moment ! 

[*To  the  mutet* 

SeL  Oh,  let  me  die  by  yc«  !  Behold  my  breait ! 
I  wo'not  fhrink!   Oh,  fave  me  but  from  thefe ! 

£aj.  DHpatch.  [The  mutes  feize  hsft 

SeL  But  for  a  moment,  while  I  pray 
That  Heav'n  may  guard  my  royal  father. 
&aj.  Dogs  ! 

Sel.  That  you  may  only  blefs  me,  ere  I  die.      [S/?6uf, 
&aj.  Ye  tedious  villains,  then  the  work  is  mine. 
[di  jSaj;i£et  runt  At  Sslima,  with  bit  jhvord,  enter  Ta- 
merlane, Axalla,  &c,  Axalla^/  ki<wtt»  Bjjafcst  *»4 
Selima,  iwhllji  Tamerlane  and  the  nft  drive  Bajaiiet 
and  the  mutes  off  tbi  Jlage,~\ 
Ax,  And  am  I  come  to  fave  thee  ?  Oh,  my  joy  I 
•  Be  this  the  whitell  hour  of  all  my  life;' 
This  one  fuccefs  is  more  than  all  my  wars, 
The  nobleft,  deareft  glory  of  my  fword. 

Sel.  Alas,  Axalla  !  Death  has  been  around  me  $ 
My  coward  foul  ftill  trembles  at  the  fright, 
And  feems  but  half  fecure,  ev'n  in  thy  arms. 

Ax.  Retire,  my  fair,  and  let  me  guard  thee  forth  • 
Blood  and  tumultuous  flaughter  are  about  us, 
«  And  danger  in  her  uglieft  form,  is  herej* 
Nor  will  the  pleafure  of  my  heart  be  full, 
'Till  all  my  fears  are  ended  in  thy  fafety. 

[Exeunt  Axalla  and  Selima. 

Enter ^Tamerlane,  the  prince  of 'Tanais,  Zama,  Mirvan,a«</ 
foldiers  ;  with  Bajazet,  Omar,  and  the  Dervife prifomrs. 
'Tarn.  Mercy  at  length  gives  up  her  peaceful  fceptre. 
And  Juftice  fternly  takes  her  turn  to  govern  ; 
'Tis  a  rank  world,  and  afks  her  keened  fword, 
To  cut  up  villainy  of  monftrous  growth. 
Zama,  take  care,  that  with  the  earlieft  dawn, 
Thofe  traitors  meet  the  fate  their  treafon  merits ! 

[Pointing  to  Omar  and  the  Dirvlfe* 

For 
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Tor  thee,  thou  tyrant !  [To  Baj.]  whofe  oppreffive  violence 

Has  ruin'd  thole  thou  mould'ft  protect  at  home ; 

f  Whofe  wars,  whofe  {laughters,  whofe  aflaffinations, 

'  (That  bafeft  thirft  of  blood  !  that  fin  of  cowards  !) 

'  Whofe  faith  fo  often  giv'n  and  always  violated, 

*  Have  been  th'  offence  of  Heav'n  and  plague  of  earth,' 

What  punifhment  is  equal  to  thy  crimes  i1 

The  doom  thy  rage  defign'd  for  me,  be  thine  : 

Clos'd  in  a  cage,  like  fome  deftruftive  beaft, 

I'll  have  thee  borne  about,  in  public  view, 

A  great  example  of  that  righteous  vengeance 

That  waits  on  cruelty  and  pride  like  thine. 

Baj.  It  is  beneath  me  to  decline  my  fate, 
I  ftand  prepar'd  to  meet  thy  utmoft  hate  : 
Yet  think  not,  I  will  long  thy  triumph  fee  : 
None  want  the  means,  when  the  foul  dares  be  free. 
I'll  curfe  thee  with  my  lalt,  my  parting  breath, 
And  keep  the  courage  of  my  life  in  death  ; 
Then  boldly  venture  on  that  world  unknown  ; 
It  cannot  ufe  me  worfe  than  this  has  done. 

[Exit  Bajazet  guarded. 

Tarn.  Behold  the  vain  effe&s  of  earth-born  pride, 
That  fcorn'd  Heaven's  laws,  and  all  its  pow'r  defy'd, 
That  could  the  hand  which  form'd  it  firft  forget, 
And  fondly  fay,  I  made  myfelf  be  great ! 
But  juftly  .thofe  above  aflert  their  fway,  0 

And  teach  ev'n  Kings  what  homage  they  mould  pay,   > 
Who  then  rule  belt,  when  mindful  to  obey.  } 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 

<TJO  O  luell  <we  fa<vo  luhat  muft  have  been  our  fate,       0 
Wheii  barmtny  luith  beauty  joined,  of  late ,  ^ 

Threatened  the  ruin  of  our  finking  ft  ate  ;  3 

Till  you,  from  'whom  our  being  we  recei-ve, 
In  pity  bid  your  o<wn  creation  live : 
With  moving  founds  you  kindly  drew  the  fair, 
And  fix' d,  once  more,  that  finning  circle  here  : 
The  lyre  you  bring  is  half  Apollo's  praife  ; 
£e  vurs  the  tajk  to  ivin  and  wear  his  bayt. 

T&tn 
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Thin  houfes  were  before  fo  frequent  to  us, 

We  wanted  not  a  prcjett  to  undo  us ; 

We  Jeldom  faw  your  honours,  but  by  chance, 

As  fame  folks  meet  their  friends  of  Spain  and  France  : 

' Twas  verfe  decayed,  or  politics  improv'd, 

That  had  e/trang' d  you  thus  from  what  you  lov'd. 

Time  'was,  when  bufy  faces  'were  ajeft, 

When  wit  and  pleafure  were  in  moft  requeft ; 

When  chearful  theatres  with  crowds  were  grac'd^ 

£ut  thofe  good  days  of  poetry  are  paft  ; 

Now  four  reformers  in  an  empty  pit, 

With  table-books,  as  at  a  leclure  Jit, 

To  take  notes,  and  give  evidence  'gainft  wit. 

Thofe  who  were  once  our  friends ,  employ' d  elfewheret 

Are  bujy  now  in  fettling  peace  and  war  ; 

With  careful  brows,  at  Tom's  and  Will's  they  meet, 

And  ajk  who  did  elections  lofe  or  get 

Our  friend  has  loft  it -Faith  I'm  for  ry  for' t, 

He's  a  good  man,  and  ne'er  was  for  the  court ; 
/&  to  no  government  will  fue  for  grace, 
By  want  of  merit  fafe  again/}  a  place, 
By  fpite  a  patriot  made,  and  fworn  to  oppofe 
All  who  are  upper  moft,  as  England' s  foes  ; 
Let  'whig  or  tory,  any  fide  prevail, 
Still  'tis  his  conftant  privilege  to  rail. 
Another,  that  the  tax  and  war  may  ceafe, 
Talks  of  the  duke  of  Anjeu's  right,  and  peace  : 
And  from  Spain's  wife  example,  is  for  taking 
A  viceroy  of  the  mighty  monarch's  making  ; 
Who  Jhould  all  rights  and  liberties  maintain, 
^WEnglifh  laws  by  learn' d  dragoons  explain. 

Come  leave  thefe  politics,  and  follow  wit ; 
Here,  uncontroll'd  you  may  in  judgment  Jit  ; 
We'll  never  differ  with  a  crowded  pit : 
We'll  take  you  all,  ev'n  on  your  own  conditions, 
Think  you  great  men,  and  wond'rous  politicians  ; 
And  if youjlight  the  offers  which  we  make  you, 
No  Brentford  princes  will  for  Jiatefmen  takejeu. 
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T    O 
Her     GRACE     the 

Duchels  of  MONTAGUE. 

'    MADAM, 

THIS  tragedy,  which  I  do  myfelf  the 
honour  to  dedicate  to  your  Grace,  is 
formed  upon  an  original,  which  paf- 
;.fes  for  the  moft  finifhed  piece,  in  this  kind  of 
writing,  that  has  ever  been  produced  in  the 
French  language.  The  principal  action  and 
main  diftrels  of  the  play  is  of  fuch  a  nature, 
as  feems  more  immediately  to  claim  the  patron- 
age of  a  lady ;  and,  when  I  confider  the  great 
and  mining  characters  of  antiquity,  that  are 
celebrated  in  ,it,  I  am  naturally  directed  to  in- 
fcribe  it  to  a  perfon,  whofe  illuftrious  father 
has,  by  a  long  feries  of  glorious  actions,  (for 
the  fervice  of  his  country,  and  in  defence  of 
the  liberties  of  Europe]  not  only  furpafTed  the 
generals  of  his  own  time,  but  equalled  the 
greateft  heroes  of  former  ages.  The  name  of 
A  2  Heffor 
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Heflor  could  not  be  more  terrible  to  the  Greeks, 
than,  that  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  has 
been  to  the  French. 

The  refined  tafte  you  are  known  to  have  in 
all  entertainments  for  the  diversion  of  the  pub- 
lick,  and  the  peculiar  life  and  ornament  your 
prefence  gives  to  all  aflemblies,  was  no  fmall 
motive  to  determine  me  in  the  choice  of  my 
patronefs.  The  charms  that  mine  out  in  the 
perfon  of  your  Grace,  may  convince  every 
one,  that  there  is  nothing  unnatural  in  the 
power  which  is  afcribed  to  the  beauty  of  An- 
dromache. 

The  ftridl  regard  I  have  had  to  decency 
and  good  manners  throughout  this  work,  is 
the  greateft  merit  I  pretend  to  plead  in  favour 
of  my  prefumption-,  and  is,  I  am  fenfible,  the 
only  argument  that  can  recommend  it  moil 
effectually  to  your  protection. 


I  am,  with  the  greateft  refpe£l, 

MADAM, 

Your  Grace's  mcft  bumble 
And  moft  obedient 
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IN  all  the  works  of  genius  nnd  invention,  whether  in 
verfe  or  profe,  there  are  iu  genefal  but  three  man- 
ners of  ftyle  ;  the  one  fublime,  and  full  of  majelty  j 
the  other  fimple,  natural,  and  eafy ;  and  the  third, 
fwelling,  forced,  and  unnatural.  An  injudicious  af- 
fectation and  fublimity  is  what  Ivis  betrayed  a  great 
many  authors  into  the  latter  ;  not  confidering  that  real 
greatnefs  in  writing,  as  well  as  in  manners,  confiils  in 
an  unaffected  fimplicity.  The  true  fublime  does  not 
lie  in  ftrained  metaphors  and  the  pomp  of  words,  but 
rifes  out  of  noble  fentiments  and  ftrong  images  of  na- 
ture ;  which  will  always  appear  the  more  cqnfpicuous, 
when  the  language  does  not  fwell  to  hide  and  over- 
fhadow  them. 

Thefe  are  the  confiderations  that  have  induced  me  to 
write  this  tragedy  in  a  ftyle  very  different  from  what 
has  been  ufually  praftifed  amongft  us  in  poems  of  this 
nature.  I  have  had  the  advantage  to  copy  after -a  very 
great  matter,  whofe  writings  are  defervedly  admired  in 
all  parts  of  Europe,  and  whofe  excellencies  are  too  well 
known  to  the  men  of  letters  in  this  nation,  to  (land  in 
need  of  any  farther  difcovery  of  them  here.  If  I  have 
been  able  to  keep  up  to  the  beauties  of  Monfieur  Racine 
in  my  attempts,  and  to  do  him  no  prejudice  in  the  li- 
berties I  have  taken  frequently  to  vary  from  fo  great  a. 
poet,  I  mail  have  no  reafon  to  be  diffatisfied  with  the 
labour  it  has  coft  me  to  bring  the  compleateft  of  his 
works  upon  the  Englifo  ilage. 

I  mall  trouble  my  reader  no  farther,  than  to  give 
him  fome  fhort  hints  relating  to  this  play,  from  the  pre- 
face of  the  French  author.  The  following  lines  of 
f7rgv7--mark  out  the  fcene,  the  action,  and  the  four 
principal  actors  in  this  tragedy,  together  with  their 
diflinct  characters ;  excepting  that  of  Hermione,  whofe 
rage  and  jealoufy  is  fufficiently  fainted  in  the  Andro- 
fiajche  of  Eitripidei* 

A  5  Littoraque 
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Litter  aque  Epiri  hgimit.s ,  portuque  fulimus 

Chaonio,  ei  celfam  JButbrcti  afcendimus  urtem*  • 

Soletttfiej  cum  forte,  (tapes,   et  trijlia  dona 

l.ibabat  cineri  Andromache,  manefque  <vocabat 

HecJorev.m  ad  tumulum,  <viridi  quern  ctfpite  inanem, 

&t-gemiaas,  (an/am  latrymis,  facracverat  Arai  " 

Dejecit  vultuittf  et  demijjd  <noce  locuta  eft  : 

Q  felix  una  ante  alias  Priameia  tri^go, 

"I'f.Jtili  m  fid  tumnlum,    Trpjfe  jtib  minibus  nltis 

'Jr'J/'a  ';ici'i  •    qutf-fortitus  non  pertitlit  ullos , 

i\ff  ti'/rforis  heri  tetigit  cafti'va  cublle. 

Acs  pairia  incenfa,   di'vcrja  per  a:qucra  'Vfil/f, 

Stir  pis  jQcbillea;  fajius,  ju<venejnqite  fuperbum, 

Ser\>itio  er.ixte  tulimus,   qui  dcinde  Jecutus 

i,edeeam  Hermionern,  Laced  ft  moiif/fque  Hymentcos——' 

+lft  ilium,  ercpt&  tnc.gno  :>:J!afnrnatiis  amore 

Conjugis,  et  fcehrum  furiis  agitatus  Oreftes 

Excipit  incaututn  patriajque  obtruncat  ad  aras. 

VIRG.  ./EN.  Lib.  iii. 

The  grest  concern  of  Andromache,  in  the  Greek  poet^ 
is  for  the  life  of  MoloJJus,  a  fon  fhe  had  by  Pyrrhus. 
But  it  is  more  conformable  to  the  general  notion  we 
form  of  that  princefs,  at  this  great  diftance  of  time, 
to  reprefent  her  as  the  difconfolate  widow  of  Heflor, 
£nd  to  iuppcfe  her  the  mother  only  of  Jljtyanax.  Con- 
dered  in  this  light,  no  doubt,  me  moves  our  com- 
paflion  much  more  eftedually,  than  fhe  could  be  ima- 
gined to  do  in  any  diftrefs  for  a  fon  by  a  fecond  huf- 
band. 

In  order  to  bring  about  this  beautiful  incident,  fo 
neceflary  to  heighten  in  Andromache  the  character  of  a 
tender  mother,  an  afte&ionate  wife,  and  a  widow  full 
of  veneration  for  the  memory  of  her  deceafed  hufband, 
the  life  of  Aftyanax  is  indeed  a  little  prolonged  beyond 
the  term  fixed  to  it  by  the  general  confent  of  the  an- 
tient  authors.  But  fo  long  as  there  is  nothing  impro- 
bable in  the  fappofition,  a  judicious  critic  will  always 
be  pleafed  when  he  finds  a  matter  of  faft  (efpecially.fo 
far  removed  in  the  dark  and  fabulous  ages)  falfified,  for 
tke  embellishment  of  a  whole  poem. 

PRO- 
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PINCE  fancy  by  it/elf  is  locfe  and  vat*, 

The  wife  by  rules  that  airy  power  rejirain  : 
fbey  think  tbofe  writers  mad,  ivbo  at  their  eafe  • 
Convey  this  houfe  and  audience  where  they  pleaj'e  : 
Who  nature's  ftated  dijtances  confound, 
And  make  this  fpot  all  foils  the  Sun  goes  round" : 
'Tit/  nothing  when.a  fancy' d fcexe's  in  eviecw> 
*ToJkip  from  Covent-Garden  to  Penr. 

But  Shakelpear's  felf  tranfgrefs*  d ;  and  Jhall  each  tlf, 
Each  pigmy  genius,  quote  great  ShakefpearVy^f/ 
What  critick  dares  prefcribe  what' s  juft  and  Jit,  . 
Or  mar k.  out  limits  for  fuch  boundlefs  nuit ! 
Shakefpear  could.tra<vel  thro*  earth^  fea,  and air , 
And  paint  out  all  the  powers  and  ivonders  there* 
In  barren  defer ts  he  makes  nature  /mile, 
And  giii es  usfeafts  in  his  enchanted  ijle. 
Oar  author  does  his  feeble  force  covfefs, 
Nor  dares  pretend  fuch  merit  to  tranfgrefs  ; 
Does  net  fuch  Jhining  gifts  of  genius  Jhare, 
And  therefore  makes  propriety  his  care. 
Tour  treat  ivif/j  Jludied  decency  heferves  ; 
Not  only  rules  of  time  and  place prefer--ues, 
But  ftri--ues  to  keep  his  char  after  intire. 
With  French  correclnefs,  and  with  Britifh_/?>v. 

'This  piece,  prefentid  in  a  foreign  tongue, 
when  France  <wv/j  glorious,  and  her  monarch yotinp3 
An  hundred  times  a  crowded  audience  drew, 
An  hundred  times  repeated,  ftill 'twas  .neiv. 

Pyrrhus  pro-vo^d,  to  no  wild  rants  betrayed,-          "\ 
Refents  his  generous  I'osve  fo  ill  repay' d^  > 

Dan  like  a  man  refent,  a  prince  upbraid,  $• 

His  fcntiments  dijclcfe  a  royal  mind, 
hor  is  he  known  a.  king  from  guards  behind. 

Injur'd  Hermione  demands  relief; 
2!ut  not  from  heavy  narratives  of  grief ': 
In  confcious  majejiy  her  pride  is  Jbewn  ; 
Born  to  avenge  bey  wrongs,    but  not  bemoan. 

Andromache — —If  in  our  author's  Hues,  . 
As  in  the  great  origixc.l  Jhe  Jhines, 
Nothing  but  from  barbarity  jbe  fears  ;  , 
Attend  with  Jilen cVj  you'll  applaud  with  tearr. 
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ACT         I. 

Enter  Oreftes,  Py lades,  and  Attendantt. 

Ore/}.  S~*\'  Pylades  !   what's  life  without  a  friend  t    . 

\J  At  fight  of  thee  my  gloomy  foul  chears  up  ;. 
My  hopes  revive,  and  gladnefs  dawns  within  me. 
After  an  abfence  of  fix  tedious  moons, 
How  could  I  hope  to  find  my  Pylades, 
My  joy,  my  comfort !  on  this  fatal  more  t 
Even  in  the  court  of  Pyrrbus  ?  in  thefe  realms, 
Thefe  hated  realms,  fo  crofs  to  all  my  wifhes  : 
O,  my  brave  friend  !  may  no  blind  ftroke  of  fate 
Divide  us  more,  and  tear  me  from  myfelf. 

PyL  O  prince  !  O  my  Qrejles  !  O  my  friend  !—     . 
Thus  let  me  fpeak  the  welcome  of  my  heart  {Embracing* 
Since  I  have  gain'd  this  unexpected  meeting, 
Bleft  be  the  powers  who  barr'd  my  way  to  Greece, 
And  kept  me  here  !  ever  fin ce  the  unhappy  day 
When  waiting  winds  (Efirus  full  in  view) 
Sunder'd  our  barks  on  the  loud,  ftormy  main. 
Orejl.  It  was,  indeed,  a  morning  full  of  horror  !" 
PyL  A  thoufand  boding  cares  have  rack'd  my  foul' 
In  your  behalf.     Often,  with  tears,  I  mourn'd 
The  fatal  ills,  in  which  your  life's  involv'd  ; 
And  grudg'd  you  dangers  which  I  could  not  mare. 
I  fear'd  to  what  extremities  the  black  defpair 
That  prey'd  upon  your  mind,  might  have  betray 'd  you, 
And  left  the  gods,  in  pity  to  your  woes, 
Should  hear  your  pray'rs,  and   take  the  life  you  loath'd. 
But  now  with  joy  I  fee  you  ! — —The  retinue, 

A  5  And. 
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And  numerous  followers  that  furround  you  here, 

Speak  better  fortunes,  and  a  mind  difpos'd 

To  relifh  life. 

On?/?.  A  Ins!  my  friend,  who  knows 

The  deitiny,  to  which  1  iland  referv'd  ! 

I  come  in  fearch  of  an  inhuman  fair; 

And  live  or  die,  as  Ihe  decrees  mv  fate. 

Pjl.  You  much  furprivce  me,  prince  ! — I   thought  you. 

Of  your  unpiiy'd,  unfuccefsful  paflion.  [curVi 

Why,  in  Ej-irits,  fhould  you  hope  to  find 
Hermione  lefs  cruel,  than  at  Sparta  ? 

4  thought  her  pride,  and  the  difdainful  manner 
In  which  file  treated  all  your  conftant  fu ft'5 rings-, 
Had  broke -your  fetters,  and  aflur'd  your  freedom  : 
Afharn'd  of  your  repulfe,  and  flighted  vows, 
You  hated  her  ;    you  talk'd  of  her  no  more  : 
Prince  you  decei'vd  me. 

Ore/.  I  deceiv'd  myfelf. 

Do  not  upbraid  the  unhappy  man,  that  loves  thee. 
Thou  know'ft,  I  never  hid  my  paffion  from  thee ; 
Thou  favv'ft,  it  in  its  birth,  and  in  its  prcgrefs : 
And  when  at  laft  the  hoary  king,  her  father, 
Great  Menelaus,  gave  away  his  daughter, 
His  lovely  daughter,  to  the  happy  Pjrrbus, 
Th'  avenger  of  his  wrongs ;  thoa  faw'ft  my  grief, 
My  torture,  my  defpair  ;  '  and  ho\v  I  dragg'd, 
'  From  fea  to  iea,  a  heavy  chain  of  woes.' 

0  Pylades  !  my  heart  has  bled  within  me, 
To  fee  thee,  prett  with  forrows  not  thy  ov/n, 
Still  wand'ring  with  me,  like  a  bvanim'd  man  ! 
Watchful,  and  anxious  for  thy  wretched  friend, 
To  temper  the  wild  tranfports  of  thy  mind, 
And  fave  me  from  myfei.f.' 

Pjl.  Why  thus  unkind  ? 
Why  will  you  envy  me  the  pleafmg  tafk 
Of  generous  love,  and  fympathizing  friendmip  ? 

Orejt.  Thou  miracle  of  truth  ;— But  hear  me  on. 
When  in  the  mid-It  of  my  difaftrous  fate, 

1  thought  how  the  divine  Hermione, 

Deaf  to  the  vows,  regardkls  of  my  plaints, 

Gave 
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Gave  up  herfelf,  in  all  her  charms,  to  Pyrrhus$ 
Thou  ma) 'it  remember,  I  abhorr'd  her  name, 
Strove  to  forget  her,   and  repay  her  fcorn. 
I  made  my  friends,  and  even  myfelf,  believe 
My  foul  was  freed.     Alas  !  I  did  not  fee, 
That  all  the  malice  of  my  heart  was  love. 
Triumphing  thusy  and  yet  a  captive  itill, 
Iri  Greece  I  landed :  and  in  Greece  I  found 
The  aflembled  princes  all  alarm'd  with  fears, 
In  which  their  common  fafety  feem'd  conceru'd. 
I  join'd  them  :  for  I  hop'd  that  war  and  glory 
Might  fill  my  mind,  and  take  up  all  my  thoughts : 
And,  that  my  fhatter'd  foul,  impair'd  with  grief, 
Once  more  would  reaflume  its  wonted  vigour, 
And  ev'ry  idle  paffion  quit  my  breaft. 

PyL  The  thought  was  worthy  Agamemnon's,  fon. 

Orrft.  But  fee  the  Itrange  perverfenefs  of  my  ftarsj 
Which  throws  me  on  the  rock  I  drove  to  fhun  ! 
The  jealous  chiefs,  and  all  the  ftates  of  Greece, 
With  one  united  voice  complain  of  Pyrrhus  ; 
That  no\v,  forgetful  of  the  promife  giv'n, 
And  mindlefs  of  his  godlike  father's  fate,   , 
Aftyanax  he  nurfes  in  his  court ; 
Ajlyanax,  the  young,  furviving  hope    • 
Of  ruin'd  Troy  ;  Aftyanax,  defcended 
From  a  long  race  of  kings  ;  great  Hetfcr's  fon. 

PyL  A  name  ftili  dreadful  in  the  ears  of  Grerce  ! 
But,  prince,  you'll  ceafb  to  wonder,  why  the  child-  \ 
Lives  thus  protected  in  the  court  of  Pyrrbus, 
When  you  mall  hear,,the  bright  Andromache, 
His  lovely  captive,  charms  him  from  his  purpofe  : 
The  mother's  beauty  guards  the  helplefs  loir. 

Ore/I..  Your  tale  confirms  what  I  have  heard ;  and  hence 
Spring  all  my  hopes.    Since  my  proud  -rival  wooes 
Another  partner  to  his  throne,  and  bed,  • 
Hermicne  may  itill  be  mine.    Her  father, 
The  injurd  Menelans,  thinks  already 
His  daughter  flighted,  and  th'  intended  nuptials 
Too  long  delay'd.     I  heard  his  loud  complaints 
With  fecret  pleafurc  ;  and  was  glad  to  find 
Th'  ungrateful  maid  negle&cd  in  her  turn, 

And 
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And  all  my  wrongs  aveng'd  in  her  difgrace. 

Pyl.  Oh,  may  you  keep  your  juft  refentrnents  warm  ! 

Orejt.  Refentments  !  O  my  friend,  too  foon  I  found 
They  grew  not  out  of  hatred  ?  I  am  betray 'd  : 
I  praftice  on  myfelf ;  and  fondly  plot 
My  own  undoing.     Goaded  on  by   love, 
I  canvafs'd  all  the  fuffrages  of  Greece; 
And  here  I  come  their  fworn  ambaflador, 
To  fpeak  their  jealoufies,  and  claim  this  boy. 

Pyl.  fyrrhus  will  treat  your  embafTy  with  fcorn, 
Full  of  Achilles,  his  redoubted  fire  ; 
Pyrrbus  is  proud,  impetuous,  headftrong,  fierce  ; 
Made  up  of  paflions  :  will  he  then  be  fway'd, 
And  give  to  death  the  fon  of  her  he  loves  ? 

Oreft^  Oh,  would  he  render  up  Hermiont, 
And  keep  Aftyanax,  I  fhould  be  bleft  ! 
He  muft  ;  he  ihall :  Hermione  is  my  life, 

My  foul,  my  rapture  ! I'll  no  longer  curt* 

The  ftrong  defire,  that  hurries  me  to  madnefs  : 
'11  give  a loofe  to  love  ;  I'll  bear  her  hence; 

I'll  tear  from  his  arms  ;  I'll O,  ye  gods  ! 

Give  me  Hermione,  or  let  me  die  ! — 

But  tell  me,  Pylades;  how  Hand  my  hopes? 

Is  Pyrrhus  ftill  enarnourM  with-  her  charms  ? 

Or  doil  thou  think  he'll  yield  me  up  the  prize, 

The  dear,  dear  prize,  which  he  has  ravifli'd  from  me  * 

PyL  I  dare  not  flatter  your  fond  hopes  fo  far ; 
The  king,  indeed,  cold  to  the  Spartan  princeis, 
Turns  all  his  paflion  to  Andromache, 
Hefior's  afflidled  widow.     But  in  vain, 
With  interwoven  love  and  rage,  he  fues 
The  charming  captive,  obiHnately  cruel. 
Oft  he  alarms  her  for  her  child,  confin'd 
Apart;  and,  when  her  tears  begin  to  flow, 
As  foon  he  flops  them,  and  recalls  his  threats^ 
Hermione  a  thoufand  times  has  feen 
His  ill-requited  vows  return  to  her  f 
And  tak^es  his  indignation  all  for  love. 
What'can  be  gather'd  from  a  man  fo  various  ? 
He  may,  in  the  diforder  of  his  foul, 
Wed  her,  he  hates ;  and  punifli  her,  he  loves. 

Orejf. 
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Ore/}:  But  tell  me,  how  the  wrong?&£{erintQ#t 
Brooks  her  flow  nuptials,  and  dilhonour'd  charms  ? 

Pyl.  Hermioae  would  fain  be  thought  to  fcorn 
Her  wavering  lover,  and  difdain  his  falfhood  ; 
But,  fpite  of" all  her  pride,  and  confcious  beauty, 
She  mourns  in  fecret  her  neglected  channs  j 
And:oft  has  made  me  privy  to  her  tears  : 
Still'threatens  to  be  gone}  yet  ftill  me  flays; 
And  fometimes  fighs,  and  wilhes  for  Ort-Jhs. 

Ore/t.    Ah,    were  thofe    wilhe/  from  her  heart,  my 

friend, 
I'd  fly  in  tranfport {Flourijh  within, 

Pyl,  HearN The  king.approaches 

To  give  you  audience.     Speak  your  embaffy 
Without  refe"rve  :    urge  the  demands  of  Greecf ; 
And  in  the  name  of  all  her  kings  require, 
That  Hetfor's  fon  be  given  into  your  hands. 
Pyrrhus,  inftead  of  granting  what  they  aflc, 
To  fpeed  his  love,  and  win  the  Trojan  dame, 
Will  make  it  merit  to  preferve  her  fon. 
But,  fee  ;  he  comes  ! 

Ore/}.  Meanwhile,  my  Pylades, 
Go,  and  difpofe  Hermione  to  fee 
Her  lover,  who  is  come  thus  far,  to  throw 
Himfelf,  in  all  his  forrows,  at  her  feet.      [£*•//  Pylades,. 

Enter  Pyrrhus,  Phcenix,  and  Attendants. 
Before  I  fpeak  the  meffage  of  the  Greeks, 
Permit  me,  fir,  to  glory  in  the  title 
Of  their  ambafTador  ;  fince  I  behold 
Troy's  vanquifher,   and  great  Achilles'  fon. 
Nor  does  the  fon  rife  Ihort  of  fuch  a  father  : 
If  Hefior  fell  by  him,  Troy  fell  by  you. 
But,  what  your  father  never  would  have  done, 
You  do.     You  cherifli  the  remains  of  Troy  \ 
And,  by  an  ill-tim'd  pity,  keep  alive 
The  dying  embers  of  a  ten-years  war. 
Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  mighty  Heftor  ? 
The  Greeks  remember  his  high  branclifh'd  fword, 
That  fill'd  their  ftates  with  widows  and  with  orphans  ; 
For  which  they  call  for  vengeance  on  his  fon. 
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Who  knows  what  he  may  one  day  prove  ?  Who  knows  - 
But  he  may  brave  us  in  our  ports  ;  and,  fill'd 
With  Hector's  fury,  let  our  fleets  on  blaze  ? 
You  may,  yourfelf,  live  to  repent  your  mercy. 
Comply,  then,  with  the  Grecians  jab  demands  : 
Satiate  their  vengeance,  and  preferve  yourfelf. 

Pyr.  The  Greeks  are  for  my  fafety  more  concern'd  • 
Than  I  defire.     I  thought  your  kings  were  met 
On  more  important  counfel.      When  I  heard 
The  name  of  their  ambafiador,  I  hop'd 
Some  glorious  enterprise  was  taking  birth. 
Is  Agamemnon's  fon  difpatch'd  for  this  ? 
And  do  the  Grecian  chiefs,  renow'cl  in  war, 
A  race  of  heroes  join  in  clofe  debate, 
To  plot  an  infant's  death  ? — What  right  has  Greece 
To  aflt  his  life  ?  Muft,  I,  muft  I  alone, 
Of  all  her  fcepter'd  warriors,  be  deny'd 
To  treat  my  captive  as  I  pleafe?  Know,  prince, 
When  Troy  lay  fmoaking  on  the  ground,  and  each 
Proud  vidtor  mar'd  the  harveft  of  the  war, 
Andromache-,  and  this  her  fon  were  mine  ; 
Were  mine  by  lot  ?    And  who  mall  wreft  them  from  me  > 
U/\fles  bore  away  old  Priam's  queen  ; 
Cajfandra  was. your  own  great  father's  prize  : 
})id  I  concern  myfelf  in  what  they  won  ? 
Did  I  fend  embaffies  to  claim  their  captives  ? 

Ore/},  But,  fir,  we  fear  for  you,  and  for  ourfelves, 
Troy  may  again  revive,  and  a  new  He&or 
Rife  in  Ajiyanax.     Then  think  betimes • 

Pyr.  Let  dallard  fouls  be  timoroufly  wife  : 
But  tell  them,  Pyrrhas  knows  not  how  to  form 
Far  fancy'd  ills,  and  dangers  out  of  fight. 

Oreft.  Sir,  call  to  mind  the  unrivall'd  ftrength  of'TVo;'; 
Her  walls,  her  bulwarks,  and  her  gates  of  brafs  ; 
Her  kings,  her  heroes,  and  embattled  armies ! 

Pyr.  I  call  them  all  to  mind  ;  and  fee  them  all 
Confus'd  in  duft  ;   all  mixt  in  one  wide  ruin  ; 
All  but  a  child,  and  he  in  bondage  held. 
What  vengeance  can  we  fear  from  fuch  a  Troy  ? 
Jf  they  have  fworn  to  extingjiifh-/foffor's  race, 
Why  was  their  vow  for  twelve  long  months  deferr'd  ? 

Whv 
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Why  was  he  not  in  Priam's  bofom  flain  ? 

He  mould  have  fall" n  among  the  flaughter'd  heaps, 

Whelm'd  under  Trvy.     His  death  had  then  been  juft, 

'  When  age  and  infancy,   alike  in  vain, 

*  Pleaded  their  weaknefs ;  when  the  heat  of  conqueft, 

'  And  horrors  of  the  fight,  rou-z'd  all  our  rage, 

'  And  blindly  hurry'd  us  thro'  fcenes  of  death.' 

My  fury  then  was  without  bounds :  but  now, 

My  wrath  appeas'd,  muft  I  be  cruel  ftill  ? 

And,  deaf,  to  all  the  tender  calls  of  pity, 

Like  a  cool  murderer,  bathe  my  hands  in  blood  ? 

An  infant's  blood?— No,  prince— Go,  bid  the  Greeks 

Mark  out  forae  other  viftim  ;  my  revenge 

Has  had  its  fill.     What  has  efcap'd  from  Troy 

Shall  not  be  favM  to  perifh  in  Epirus. 

Qrfft.   I  need  not  tell  you,  fir,   Aftyanax 
Was  doom'd  to  death  in  Troy;  nor  mention  how 
The  crafty  mother  fav'd  her  darling  fon. 
The  Greeks  do  now  but  urge  their  former  fentence  : 
Nor  is't  the  boy,  but  Heclor  they  purfue; 
The  father  draws  their  vengeance  on  the  fon  : 
The  father,   who  fo  oft  \\\  Grecian  blood 
Has  drench'd  his  fword  :  the  father,  whom  the  Greeks 
May  feek  e'en  here. Prevent  them,    ftr,  in  time. 

Pyr.  No !  let  them  come  ;  fmce  I  was  born  to  wage 
Eternal  wars.     Let  them  now  turn  their  arms 
On  him,  who  conquer'd  for  them  :  let  them  come, 
And  in  Epims  feek  another  Troy. 
'Twas  thus  they  recompens'd  my  godlike  fire  ; 
Thus  was  Achilles  thank'd.     But,  prince, 4 remember, 
Their  black  ingratitude  then  coft  them  dear. 

Orf/f,   Shall  Greece  then  find  a  rebel  fon  in  Pyrrhus  ? 

Pyr.  Have  I  then  conquer'd  to  depend  on  Greece  ? 

Oreft.  Hermiwe  will  f.vuy  your  foul  to  peace, 
And  mediate  'twixt  her  father  and  yourfelf : 
Her  beauty  will  enforce  my  embarTy. 

Pyr.  Hermione  may  have  her  charms ;  and  I 
May  love  her  ftill,  tho'  not  her  father's  flave. 
I  may  in  time  give  proofs,  that  I  am  a  lover; 
But  never  muft  forget,  that  I  am  a  king. 
Meanwhile,  fir,  you  may  fee  fair  Helen's  daughter  : 

l  I  know 
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I  know  how  near  in  blood  you  ftand  ally'd. 

That  done,   you  have  my  aniwer,  prince.  The  Greeks, 

No  doubt,  expeft  your  quick  return. 

[Exeunt  Oreibes  and  Attendant. 

Pbcen.   Sir,  do  you  fend  your  rival  to  the  priuc.o  ? 

"Pyr.  I  am  told,  that  he  has  lov'd  her  long. 

Pbcen.  If  fo, 

Have  you  not  caufe  to  fear  the  fmotherd  flame 
May  kindle  at  her  fight,  and  blaze  a-new  ? 
And  fne  be  wrought  to  Hften  to  his  paffion. 

Pyr.-  Ay,  let  them,  Phcenix,  let  them  love  their  fill ! 
Let  them  go  hence  ;  let  them  depart  together  : 
Together  let  them  fail  for  Sparta :  all  my  ports 
Are  open  to  them  both.     From  what  conftraint, 
What  irkfome  thoughts,  mould  I  be  then  reliev'd  1 

Phcen,  But,  Sir 

Pyr.  I  mail  another  time,    good  Phoenix. 

Unbofom  to  thee  all  my  thoughts For,  fee, 

Andromache  appears.  [Exit  Phcenix* 

Enter  Andromache,  and  Cephifa. 
May  I,  madam, 

Flatter  my  hopes  fo  far,  as  to  believe 
You  come  to  feek  me  here  ? 

An  Jr.   This  way,  fir,  leads 
To  thofe  apartments,  where  you  guard  my  fon. 
Since  you  permit  me,  once  a  day,  to  vifit 
All  I  have  left  of  Hetfor  and  of  Trey, 
I  go  to  weep  a  few  fad  moments  with  him. 
I  have  not  yet,  to-day,  embrac'd  my  child  ; 
I  have  not  held  him  in  my  widow'd  arms. 

Pyr.  Ah,  madam  I  mould  the  threats  of  Greece  prevail 
You'll  have  occafion  for  your  tears,  indeed  ! 

AnJr.    Alas !    what    threats !    what    can    alarm  the 

Greeks? 
There  are  no  Trojans  left ! 

Pyr.  Their  hate  to  Hettor 
Can  never  die  :  the  terror  of  his  name 
Still  makes  their  fouls  ;  and  makes  them  dread  his  fon. 

Andr.   A  mighty  honor  for  victorious  Greece 
To  fear  an  infant,  a  poor  friendlefs  child  ! 
Who  {miles  ia  bondage  ;  nor  yet  kuows  hurJelf 
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The  fon  pf  Hetfor,  and  the  flave  of  Pyrrbus. 

Pyr.  Weak  as  he  is,  the  Greeks  demand  his  life; 
And  fend  no  lefs  than  Agamemnon^s  fon, 
To  fetch  him  hence. 

Andr.  And,  fir,  do  you  comply 

With  fuch  demands ! This  blow  is  aim'd  at  me  : 

How  mould  the  child  avenge  his  ilaughter'd  fire  ? 
But,  cruel  men  !  they  will  not  have  him  live 
To  chear  my  heavy  heart,  and  eafe  my  bonds. 
I  promis'd  to  myfelf  in  him  a  fon, 
In  him  a  friend,  a  hufband,  and  a  father. 
But  I  muft  fuffer  forrow  heap'd  on  forrow; 
And  ftill  the  fatal  ftroke  muit  come  from  you. 

Pyr.  Dry  up  thofe  tears :  I  mull:  not  fee  you  weep ; 
And  know,  I  have  rejected  their  demands. 
The  Greeks  already  threaten  me  with  war  : 
But,  mould  they  arm,   as  once  they  did  for  Htkn, 
And  hide  the  Adriatick  with  their  fleets  ; 
Should  they  prepare  a  fecond  ten -years  fiege, 
And  lay  my  towers  and  palaces  in  duftj 
I  am  determin'd  to  defend  your  fon  ; 

And  rather  die  myfelf  than  give  him  up. 

But,  madam,  in  the  midft  of  all  thefe  dangers, 

Will  you  rerufe  me  a  propitious  fmile  ? 

Hated  of  Greece,  and  preil  on  ev'ry  fide, 

Let  me  not,  madam,  while  I  fight  your  caufc, 

Let  me  not  combat  with  your  cruelties  ; 

And  count  Andromache  amongft  my  foes. 

Andr.  Coniider,  fir,  how  this  will  found  in  Greece  ! 

How  can  fo  great  a  foul  betray  fuch  weaknefs  ? 

Let  not  men  fay,  fo  generous  a  defign 

Was  but  the  tranfport  of  a  heart  in  love. 

Pyr.  Your  charms  will  juftify  me  to  the  world. 
Andr.   How  can  Andromache,  a  captive  queen, 

O'erwhelm'd  with  grief,  a  burden  to  herfelf, 

Harbour  a  thought  of  love  ?  Alas !  what  charms 

Have  thefe  unhappy  eyes,  by  you  condemn'd 

To  weep  for  ever? Talk  of  it  no  more.-- 

To  reverence  the  misfortunes  of  a  foe  ; 

To  fuccour  the  diftreft  ;  to  give  the  fon 

To  an  afflicted  mother  ;  to  repel 

Con- 
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(Confederate  nations,  leagu'd  againft  hislifd^ 
Unbrib'd  by  love,  unterrify'd  by  threats, 
To  pity,  to  prated  him  ;  .  thefe  are  cares, 
Thefe  are  exploits  worthy  Achilles'*  fon. 

Pyr,  Will  your  refentments,   then,  -endure  for  ever  J 
Mult  Pjrrhus  never  be  forgiven  ?  —  —  —  'Tis  true,. 
My  fw.ord  has  often  reek'd  in  Phrygian  blood, 
And  carry'  d  havock  through  your  royal  kindred  ;  - 
But  you,  fair  princefs,  amply  have  aveng'd 
Old  Priam's  vanquifh'd  houfe  :  and  all  the  woes 
I.brought  on  them,,  fall  fhort  of  what  I  furler. 
We  boLh  have  fuuTer'd  in  our  turns  :  and  now 
Our  common  foes  mould  teach  us  to  unite. 

Andr.  Where  does  the  captive  not  behold  a  foe  ? 

Pyr.  Forget  the  term  of  hatred  ;  and  behold  . 
A  friend  in  Pyrrhus  !  Give  me  but  to  hope,  . 
I'll  free  your  fon  ;  I'll  be  afather-to  him  : 
Myfelf  will  teach  him  to  avenge  the  '•Trojans. 
I'll  go  in.perfon  to  chaftife  the  Greek*  , 
Both  for  your  wrongs  and  .mine.    Infpir'd  by  you, 
What  wou'd  I,not;atchi€*ner?.  Again-.fhall  Troy 
Rife  from  its  aihes  :  this  right  arm  mail  fix 
Her  feat  of  empire  ;   and  your  fon  mall  reign. 

Andr.  Such   dreams  of  greatnefs  fuit   not  my  con-» 

dition  : 

His  hopes  of  empire  perifii'd  with  his  father. 
No;  thou  imperial  city,  ancient  Troy, 
Thou  pride  of  Ajia>  founded  by  the  gods  ! 
Never,  oh  never!    muft  we  hope  to  -fee 
Thofe  bulwarks  rife,  which  -Heffor  could  not  guard  !-— 
Sir,  all  I  wifh  for,  is  fome  quiet  exile,: 
Where  far  froon  Greece  remov'd,  aud  far  froni  you, 
I  may  conceal  my  fon,  and,  mourn  my  huiband. 
Your  love  creates  me  envy.      Oh,  .return.  1 
Return  to  your  betroth'd  Hcrmiorie. 

Pyr.  Why  do  you  mock  me  thus  I  you  know,  I  cannot. 
You  know  my  heart  is  yours.:  my  loul  hangs  on  you  : 
You  take  up  every  wilh  :   my  waking  thpugiits, 
And  nightly  dreams  are  all  employ'  d  on  you. 
'Tis  true,  Hermwne  was  fent  to  fhare 
My  throne  and  bed  ;  and  would  with  tnuifport  hear. 

The. 
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The  vows,  which  you  negleft. 

Andr.   She  has  no  'Troy, 
No  Hettor  to  lament :  me  has  not  loft 
A  hulband  by- your  conqueils      Such  a  hufband  ! 
(Tormenting  thought!)  whofe  death  alone  has  made 
Your  fire  immortal :  P~yrrhus  and  Achilles, 
Are  both  grown  great  by  my  calamities. 

Pyr,  Madam,:  'tis  well !.  'Tis  very  well !  I  find, 
Your  will  mu ft  beobey'd;  imperious  captive, 
It  mall.     Henceforth  1  blot  you  from  my  mind : 
You  teach  me  to  .forget  your  charms;  to  hate  you:- 
F or  know,  inhuman  beauty,  I  have  lov'd 
Too  well  to  treat  you  with  indifference. 
Think  well  upon  it  ;'-my  diforder'd  foul 
Wavers  between  the  extremes  of  love  and  rage; 
I've  been  too  tame  ;  I  will  awake  to  wngeance  ! 
The  fon  fhall  anfwer  for  the  mother's  fcorn. 
The  Creeks  demand  him  ;   nor  will  I  endanger 
My  realms,  to  pleafure  an  ungrateful  woman. 

And.  Then  he  muft  die!   alas,  my  fon  muft  die  ! 
He  has  no  friend,  no  fticcour  left,  befi  le 
His  mother's  tears,  and  his  own  innocence. 

Pyr.  Go,  madam  j  vifu  this  unhappy  fon. 
The  fight  of  him  may  bend  your  ftubborn  heart; 
And  turn  to  foftnefs  your  unjuft  difdain. 
I  mall  once  more  expeft  your  anfwer.     Go  ; 
And  think,  while  you  embrace  the  captive  boy, 
Think,  that  his  life  depends  on  your  refolves. 

\_Exe.unt  Pyrrhus  and  Attendants, 

Andr.  I'll  go  ;  and  in  the  anguiih  of  my  heart> 
Weep  o'er  my  child — If  he  mult  die,  my  life 
Is  wrapt  in  his;  I  mail  not  long  furvive. 
'Tis  for  his  fake  that  I  have  fuffer'd  life, 
Groan'd  in  captivity,  and  out-liv'd  Heftor. 
Yes,  my  Ajlyanax,  we'll  go  together ! 
Together  to  the  realms  of  night  we'll  go!'  0"- 

There  to  thy  ravifh'd  eyes  thy  fire  I'll  mow, .  V 

And  point  him  out  among  the  lhades  below.  5 

\Exeunt* 

ACT 
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ACT        II, 

Enter  Hermione  and  Cleone. 

Her.  VT7ELL,  I'll  be  rul'd,   Cleone:  I  will  fee  him: 
V  V     I  have  told  Pylades  that  he  may  bring  him  > 
But  tr.ult  me,  were  I  left  to  my  own  thoughts, 
I  Ihould  forbid  him  yet. 

Cleo.  -And  why  forbid  him  ? 
Is  he  not,  madam,  ftill  the  fame  Qrejles? 
Qreftes,  whofe  return  you  oft  have  wifh'd  ? 
The  man  whofe  fafferings  you  fo  oft  lamented, 
And  often  prais'd  his  conftaricy  and  love  ? 

Her.  That  love,  that  conftancy,  fo  ill  requited,. 
Upbraids  me  to  rayfelf !  I  blufh  to  think 
How  I  have  us'd  him ;  and  would  fhun  his  prefence. 
What  will  be  my  confufion,  when  he  fees  me 
Negledled,  and  forfaken,  like  himfelf  ? 
Will  he  no-t  fay,  is  this  the  fcornful  maid  ? 
The  proud  Hermione?  that  tyraniz'd 
In  Sparta's  court,  and  triumph'd  in  her  charms  ? 
Her  infolenceat  laftis  well  repaid. 
I  cannot  bear  the  thought. 

Cleo.  You  wrong  yourfelf 
With  unbecoming  fears.     He  knows  too  well 
Your  beauty  and  your  worth.     Your  lover  comes  not 
To  offer  infults  ;  but  repeat  his  vows, 
And  breathe  his  ardent  paffion  at  your  feet. 
But,  madam,  what's  your  royal  father's  will  ? 
What  orders  do  your  letters  bring  from  Sparta? 

Her.  His  orders  are,  if  Pyrrbui  flill  delay 
The  nuptials,  and  refufe  to  facrifice 
This  Trojan  boy,  I  mould  with  fpeed  embark, 
And  with  their  embafly  return  to  Greece. 

Cleo.  What  would  you  more  ?     Orejtes  comes  in  time- 
To  fave  your  honour.     Pyrrhus  cools  apace  ; 
jPrevent  his  falfhood,  and  forfake  him  firft. 
I  know  you  hate  him ;.  you  have  told  me  fo. 

Her* 
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Her.  Hate  him  !  My  injur'd  honour  bids  me  hate  him. 
The  ungrateful  man,  to  whom  I  fondly  gave 
My  virgin  heart ',  the  man  I  lov'd  fo  dearly ; 
The  man  I  doated  on  !   O,   my  Cleans  ! 
How  is  it  poffible  I  fliould  not  hate  him  ! 

Cleo.  Then  give  him  over,  madam.     Quit  his  court; 
And  with  Orejles — 

Her.  No  !  I  mufl  have  time 
To  work  up  all  my  rage  !  To  meditate 
A  parting  full  of  horror  !  My  revenge 
Will  be  but  too  much  quicken'd  by  the  traitor. 

Cleo.  Do  you  then  wait  new  infults,  new  affront*  ? 
To  draw  you  from  your  father !  Then  to  leave  you  ! 
In  his  own  court  to  leave  you — for  a  captive  ! 
If  Pyrrhus  can  provoke  you,  he  has  done  it. 

Her.  Why  doll  thou  heighten  my  dillrcfs:  I  fear 
To  fearch  out  my  own  thoughts,  and  found  myhearti 
Be  blind  to  what  thou  feeft:  Believe  me  cur'd  : 
Flatter  my  weaknefs  ;  tell  me  I  have  conquer'd; 
Think  that  my  injur'd  foul  is  fetagainrt  him; 
And  do  thy  beft  to  make  me  think  fo  too. 

Cleo.  Why  would  you  loiter  here,  then? 

Her.  Let  us  fly  ! 

Let  us  be  gone !  I  leave  him  to  his  captive : 
Let  him  go  kneel,  and  fupplicate  his  flave. 
Let  us  be  gone  !  — But  what  if  he  repent? 
What,  if  the  perjur'd  prince  again  fubmit, 
And  fue  for  pardon?  What,  if  he  renew 
His  former  vows  ?- — But,  oh  !  the  faithlefs  man! 
He  flights  me!  drives  to  extremities  [—However, 
I'll  flay,  C/eoxc,  to  perplex  their  loves : 
I'll  flay,  till,  by  an  open  breach  of  contract, 
I  make  him  hateful  to  the  Greeks.     Already 
Their  vengeance  have  I  drawn  upon  the  fon  : 
The  fecond  embafly  fhall  claim  the  mother ; 
I  will  redouble  all  my  griefs  upon  her  ! 

Cleo.  Ah,  madam  !  whither  does  your  rage  tranfpon 

you? 

Andromache,   alas  !   is  innocent. 
A  woman  plung'd  in  forrow;  dead  to  love  : 
And,  when  ihe  thinks  of  P^rrbus,  'tis  with  horror. 
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Her.  Would  I  had  done  fo  too! — He  had  not-then 

Betray'd  my  eafy  faith. But  I,  alas ! 

Difcover'd  ail  the  fondnefs  of  my  foul ; 

I  made  no  fecret  of  my  paffion  to  him, 

Nor  thought  it  dangerous  to  be  fincere. 

My  eyes,  my  tongue,  my  actions  fpoke  my  heart. 

'Cleo.  Well  might  you  fpeak,  without  referve,  to  one 
Engag'd  to  you  by  folemn  oaths  and  treaties. 

Her.  His  ardour  too  was  an  excufe  to  mine: 

"With  other  eyes  he  faw  me  then  ! Clecne, 

Thou  may'il  remember,  every  thing  confpir'd 
To  favour  Kim :  my  father's  wrongs  aveng'd ; 
The  Greeks  triumphant;  fleets  of  -Trojan  Ipoils; 
His  mighty  fire's,  his  own  immortal  fame  ; 
His  eager  love; — all,  all  confpir'd  againft  me  ! 
—But  I  have  done : — I'll  think  no  more  of  Pjrrhus. 
Ore/ies  wants  not  merit;  and  he  loves  me. 
My  gratitude,  my  hor.our,  both  plead  for  him,; 
And  if  I've  power  o'er  my  own  heart,  'tis  his. 

Cleo,  Madam,  he  comes 

Her.  Alas!  I  did  not  think 
He  was  fb  near !  I  wifli  I  might  not  fee  him. 

Enter  Oreftes. 

How  amJ  to  interpret,  fir,  this  vifit? 
Is  it  acompliment  of  form,  or  love? 

Orejf.  Madam,  you  know  my  weaknefs.     'Tismy'fate 
To  love  unpity'd :   to  defire  to  fee  you  ; 
And  Hill  to  fwear  each  time  fhall  be  the  laft. 
My  paff'on  breaks  thro'  my  repeated  oaths; 
And  every  time  I  vifit  ycu  I  am  perjur'd. 
Even  now,  I  find  my  wounds  all  bleed  afrelh ; 
I  blufli  to  own  it;  but  I  know  no  cure. 
•I  call  the  gods  to  witnefs,  I  have  try'd 
Whatever  man  could  do,   (but  try'd  in  vain,) 
To  wear  you  from  my  mind.     Thro'  ftormy  feas, 
And  favage  climes,  in  a  whole  year  of  abfence, 
J  courted  dangers,  and  I  long'd  for  death. 

Her.  Why  will  you,  prince,  indulge  this  mournful  tale? 
It  ill  becomes  the  ambaflador  of  Greece 
To  talk  of  dying,  and  of  love.     Remember 
The  kings  you  reprefent:  ihaU  their  revenge 

Be 
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"Be  difappointed  by  your  ill-tim'd  paflion  ? 
Difcharge  your  embafly  :  'tis  not  Orejies 
The  Greeks  defire  Ihould  die. 

Oreft.  My  embafly 
Is  at  en  end  :  for  Pyrrhus  has  refus'd 
To  give  up  ffeflor's  fon.     Some  hidden  power 
Protects  the  boy. 

Her.  Faithlefs,  ungrateful  man  !  [Ajide* 

Or  eft.  I  now  prepare  for  Greece.     But,  e'er  I  go, 

Would  hear  my  final  doom  pronounc'd  by  you • 

What  do  I  fay  ?-— I  do  already  hear  it ! 
My  doom  is  fixt :  I  read  it  in  your  eyes. 

Her.  Will  you  then  ftill  defpair  ?  be  ftill  fufpicious? 
What  have  I  done  ?  Wherein  have  I  been  cruel  ? 
'Tis  true,  you  find  me  in  the  court  of  Pyrrbus^ 
.But  'twas  my  royal  father  fent  me  hither. 
And  who  can  tell,  but  I  have  fhar'd  your  griefs  ? 
Have  I  ne'er  wept  in  fecret?  Never  wiih'd 
To  fee  Oreftes  ! 

Oreft.   Wifh'd  to  fee  Ore/let ! 
O  joy  !   O  ecftacy  !  My  foul's  intranc'd  ? 

0  charming  princefs!  O  tranfcendent  maid  ! 

My  utmoft  with  ! Thus,  thus  let  me  exprefs 

My  boundlefs  thanks  !         I  never  was  unhappy——" 
A«i  I  Orejies? 

Her.   You  are  Oreftes : 

The  fame  unalter'd,  generous,  faithful  lover: 
The  prince  whom  I  efteem  :  whom  I  lament ; 
And  whom  I  fain  would  teach  my  heart  to  love ! 

Oreft.  Ay,  there  it  is !— I  have  but  your  efteem,  - 
While  Pytrhus  has  your  heart ! 

Her.  Believe  me,  prince, 
Were  you  as  Pjrrbus,  I  mould  hate  you  ! 

Oreft.  No! 

1  fhould  be  bleft !  I  fhould  be  lov'd  as  he  is-1— • 
Yet  all  this  while  I  die  by  your  difdain, 

While  he  negledts  your  charms,  and  courts  another. 
Her.  And  who  has  told  you,  prince,  that  I'm  neglected? 

HasPyrrfow  faid (Oh,  I  mall  godiftraded!) 

Has  Pyrrbus  told  you  fo  ? — Or  is  it  you, 

Who  think  thus  meanly  of  me? — Sir,  perhaps, 

All 
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All  do  not  judge  like  you !— — 

Qreft.  Madam,  go  on  ! 
Infult  me  ftill :  I'm  us'd  to  bear  your  fcorn. 

Her>  Why  am  I  told  how  Pyrrbia  loves  or  hates  ? 
— Go,  prince,  and  arm  the  Greeks  againft  the  rebel  j 
Let  them  ky  waite  his  country  ;  raze  his  towns; 
Deitroy  his  fleets;  his  palaces ;— himfelf ! — 
Gb,  prince,  and  tell  me  then  how  much  I  love  him. 

Oreft.  To  haiten  his  deftruclion,  come  yourfelf; 
And  work  your  royal  father  to  his  ruin. 

Her.  Meanwhile  he  weds  Andromache  / 

Ore/L  Ah,  princefs  I 
Whatis'tlhear? 

Her.  What  infamy  for  Greete, 
If  he  mould  wed  a  Phrygian,  and  A  Captive* 

Ore/}.  Is  this  your  hatred,  madam  } — 'Tis  in  vain 
To  hide  your  paflion  ;  ever)'  thing  betrays  it : 
Your  looks,  yourfpeech,  your  anger,  nay,  yourfilenCCj 
Your  love  appears  in  all ;  your  fecret  flame 
Breaks  out  the  more,  the  more  you  would  conceal  it. 

tier.  Your  jealoufy  perverts  my  meaning  ftill, 
And  wreftsedch  circumftance  to  your  difquiet; 
My  very  hate  is  conftru'd  into  fondnefs, 

Oreft.  Impute  my  fears,  if  groundlefs  to,  my  love. 

Her.  Then  hear  me,  prince.     Obedience  to  a  father 
Firft  brought  me  hither;   and  the  fame  obedience 
Detains  irrehere,  till  Pyrrkus  drive  me  hence, 
Or  my  offended  father  ihall  recall  me. 
Tell  this  proud  king,  that  Mexalaus  fcorns 
To  match  his  daughter  with  a  foe  of  Greece: 
Bid  him  reiign  Jlftyanax,  or  me. 
If  he  perfifts  to  guard  the  hoftile  boy, 
Hermiont  embarks  with  you  for  Spurta. 

[Exeunt  Hermione  an 

Oreft.  Then  is  Drejles  bleit !  My  griefs  are  fled ! 
Fled  like  a  dream  ! — Methinks  I  tread  in  air! 
Pyrrbus,  enamocr'd  of  his  captive  queen, 
Will  thank  me,  if  I  take  her  rival  hence: 
He  looks  not  on  the  princefs  with  my  eyes  ! 
Surprizing  happinefs! — Unlook'd  for  joy! 
Never  let  love  defpair !— The  prize  is  mine ! 
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Be  fmooth,  ye  feas,  and  yp,  propitious  winds, 
Breathe  from  F.pirus  to  the  Spartan  coafts  ! 

i  long  to  view  the  fail-s  unfurl'd  ! But,  fee  ! 

Pyrrhus  approaches  in  a  happy  hour. 

Enter  Pyrrhug,  and  Phcenix. 
Pyr.  I  was  in  pain  to  find  you,  prince.     My 
Ungovern'd  temper  would  not  let  me  weigh 
The  importance  of  your  embafTy,  and  hear 

You  argue  for  my  good. 1  was  to  blame. 

I  fmce  have  pois'd  your  reafons  :  and  I  thank 
My  good  allies:  their  care  deferves  my  thanks. 
You  have  convinc'd  me,  that  the  weal  of  Greece, 
My  father's  honour,  and  my  own  repofe, 
Demand  that  ffeffor's  race  fhould  be  deftroy'd. 
I  mail  deliver  up  Aftyavax: 
And  you,  yourfelf,  111  all  bear  the  vic*lim  hence. 
Orejt.   if  you  approve  it,  fir,  and  are  content 
To  fpill  the  blood  of  a  defencelefs  child  ; 
The  offended  Greeks,  no  doubt,  will  be  appeas'd. 

Pyr.  Clofer  to  llrain  the  knot  of  our  alliance, 
1  have  detcrmin'd  to  efpoufe  Hermiane. 
You  come  in  time  to  grace  our  nuptial  rites: 
In  you  the  kings  of  Greece  will  all  be  prefent; 
And  you  have  right  to  perforate  her  father, 
As  his  arnbaflador,  and  brother's  fon. 
Go,  prince,  renewyonrvifit ;  tell  Hcnnione, 
To-morrow  I  receive  her  from  your  hands. 

Oreft.   [JJtde.]    O   change   of  fortune !   Oh,  undone 
Orejtci!  [Exit. 

Pyr.  Well,  Pb*nix  !  Am  I  ftill  a  flave  to  love  ! 
What  think'ft  thou  now  ?  Am  I  myfelf  again  ? 

Phaen.   'Tis  as  it  mould  be ;  this  difcovers  Pyrrhus  ; 
Shews  all  the  hero  :   now  you  are  yourfelf! 
The  fon  !  the  rival  of  the  great  Achilles  ! 
Greece  will  applaud  you  ;  and  the  world  confefs, 
Pyrrhus  has  conquer'd  Troy  a  fecond  time  ! 

Pyr.  Nay,  Phcenix,  now  I  but  begin  to  triumph : 
I  never  was  a  conqueror  'till  now ! 
Believe  me,  a  whole  hoft,  a  war  of  foes, 
May  foonerbe  fubdu'd.  than  love.      O  Phoenix! 
What  ruin  have  I  ihun'd  ?     The  Greeks  enrag'd, 

B  Hung 
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Hung  o'er  me,  like  a  gathering  ftorm,  and  Toon 
Had  burft  in  thunder  on  my  head;  while  I 
Abandon'd  duty,  empire,  honour,  all, 

To  pleafe  a  than  kiefs  woman  ! One  kind  look 

Had  quite  undone  me  ! 

Phczn.  O,  my  royal  matter! 
The  gods,  in  favour  to  you,   made  her  cruel. 

Pyr.  Thou  faw'lt  with  how  much  fcorn  me  treated  me  \ 
Vvhcn  1  permitted  her  to  fee  her  fon, 
I  hop'd  it  might  have  work'd  her  to  my  wifhes. 
I  went  to  fee  the  mournful  interview, 
And  found  her  bath'd  in  tears,  and  loft  in.pafiion. 
Wild  with  dillrefs,    a  thoufand  times  me  call'd 
On  Bettor's,  name  :   and  when  I  fpoke  in  comfort, 
And  promis'd  my  proieflion  to  her  fon, 
S/ie  kifs'd  the  boy  ;  and  call'd  again  on  Heftor  : 
f  Then  flrain'd  him  in  her  arms ;  and  cry'd,  'tis  he  ! 
*  ;Tis  he  himfeif  i  his  eyes,  his  every  feature  ! 
'  His  very  frown,  and  his  ftern  look  already  ! 
'  'Tis  he:  'tis  my  lov'd  lord,  whom  I  embrace  !' 
Does  me  then  think,  that  I  preferve  the  boy, 
To  footh  and  keep  alive  her  flame  for  He  8  or  ? 

Pbcen.  No  doubt,  me  does ;  and  thinks  you  favour'd 

in  it ; 
Cut  let  her  go,  for  an  ungrateful  woman  ! 

Pyr.   I    kiiow  the    thoughts   of  her  proud,  flubborn 

heart  : 

Vain  of  her  charms,  and  infolent  in  beaut-/, 
She  mocks  my  r.:ge  ;  and  when  it  threatens  loudeft, 
Expedls  'twill  foon  be  humbled  into  love. 
But  we  mail  change  cur  parts  ;  and  fae  mall  find, 
1  can  be  deaf  like  her  ;  and  fteel  my  hearc  ! 
She  is  Hetftrs  widow  ;  I  Achilles''  fon  ! 
Pyrrhus  is  born  to  hate  Andromache. 

Phan.   My  royal  m alter,   talk  of  her  no  more  ; 
I  do  not  like  this  anger.      Your  Hermione 
Should  now  engrofs  your  thoughts.   'Tis  time  to  fee  her ; 
'Tis  time  you  ihould  prepare  the  nuptial  rites  ; 
And  not  rely  upon  a  rival's  care  : 
It  may  be  dangerous. 

fyr.  But  tell  me,  Pbeenix, 

Doft 
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Doft  thou  not  think,  the  proud  Andromache 
Will  be  enrag'd,  when  I  fhall  wed  the  princefs  ? 

Phcsn.  Why  does  Andromache  ftill  haunt  your  thoughts. 
What  is't  to  you,  be  (he  enrag'd  or  pleas'd  ? 
Let  her  name  perifh  :  think  of  her  no  more  ! 

Pyr.   No,  Pheenix  ! — I  have  been  too  gentle  with  her. 
I  have  check'd  my  wrath,  and  (lifted  my  refentment: 
She  knows  not  yet  to*  what  degree  I  hate  her. 

Let  us  return  : I'll  brave  her  to  her  face  : 

I'll  give  my  anger  its  free  courfe  againft  her. 
Thou  (halt  fee,  Ph/znix,  how  I'll  break  her  pride  ! 

Phezn.   Oh,  go  not,  fir  !-— There's  ruin  in  her  eyes  ! 
You  do  not  know  your  ftrength  :  you'll  fall  before  her, 
Adore  her  beauty,   and  revive  her  fcorn. 

Pyr.  That  were  indeed  a  moft  unmanly  weaknefs  ! 
Thou  doft  not  know  me,  Phoenix! 

Phaen.  Ah,  my  prince  ! 
You  are  ftill  ftruggling  in  the  toils  of  love. 

Pyr.  Canft  thou  then  think,  I  love  this  woman  ftill  ? 
One  who  repays  my  paflion  with  difdain  ! 
A  ftranger,  captive,  friendlefs  and  forlorn  ; 
She  and  her  darling  fon  within  my  power  ; 
His  life  a  forfeit  to-  the  Greeks  :  yet  I 
Preferve  her  fon  ;  would  take  her  to  my  throne  ; 
Would  fight  her  battles,  and  avenge  her  wrongs ; 
And  all  this  while  me  treats  me  as  her  foe  ! 

Phaen.   You  have  it  in  your  power  to  be  reveng'd. 

Pyr.  Yes;-— and  I'll  (hew  my  power!  I'll  givehercaufe 

To  hate  me !  her  Aftyanax  (hall  die 

What  tears  will  then  be  fried  !  Hew  will  me  then 
In  bitternefs  of  heart  reproach  my  name  ! 
Then,  to  compleat  her  woes,  will  I  efpoufe 
Hermione: 'Twill  ftab  her  to  the  heart ! 

Phcen.   Alas,  you  threaten,    like  a  lover  ftill  ! 

Pyr.   Phoenix,  excufe  this  ftruggle  of  my  foul : 
'Tis  the  laft  effort  of  expiring  love. 

Phcen.  Then  haften,  fir,  to  fee  the  Spartan  princefs ; 
And  turn  the  bent  of  your  deftres  on  her. 

Pyr.   Oh  !  'tis  a  heavy  tafk  to  conquer  love, 
And  wean  the  foul  from  her  accuftom'd  fondnefs. 
But,  come  — —  A  long  farewell  to  Bettor's  widow. 

B  2  'Tis 
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'Tis  with  a  fecret  pleafure  I  look  back,- 
And  fee  the  many  dangers  I  have  pafs'd. 
The  merchant  thus,  in  dreadful  tempefts  toft, 
Thrown  by  the  waves  on  fome  unlook'd  for  coaft, 
Oft  turns,  and  fees,  with  a  delighted  eye, 
Midft  rocks  and  Ihelves  the  broken  billows  fly  ! 
And,  while  the  outrageous  winds  the  deep  deform, 
Smiles  on  the  tumult,  and  enjoys  the  ftorm. 

\Exeune. 


ACT  III. 

Enter  Pylades  and  Oreftes. 

Pyl.  T^OR  heavVs  fake,  fir,compofe  your  ruffled  mind, 
\j     And  moderate  your  rage.! 

Ore/.  No,  Pylades! 
This  is  no  time  for  counfel.— I  am  deaf. 
Talk  not  of  reafon  !  I  have  been  too  patient. 
Life  is  not  worth  my  care.     My  foul  grows  defperate. 
I'll  bear  her  off,  or  perifh  in  the  attempt. 
I'll  force  her  from  his  arms : By  heav'n  I  will ! 

Pyl.  Well,  'tis  agreed,  my  friend  : — We'll  force  her 

hence, 

But  ftill  confider,  we  are  in  Epirus. 
The  court,  the  guards,  Hermlone  herfelf, 
The  very  air  we  breathe,  belongs  to  Pyrrlmi. 
Good  gods  !  what  tempted  you  to  feek  her  here  ? 

Ore/.  Loft  to  myfelf,  I  know  not  what  I  did! 
My  purpofes  were  wild.     Perhaps  I  came 
To  menace  Pyrrhus,  and  upbraid  the  woman. 

Pyl.  This  violence  of  temper  may  prove  fatal. 

Orefl.  It  muft  be  more  than  man  to  bear  theie  ihocks, 
Thefe  outrages  of  fate,  with  temper ! 
He  tells  me,  that  he  weds  Hermlone; 
And  will  to-morrow  take  her  from  my  hand  !      > 
My  hand  mall  fooner  tear  the  tyrant's  heart. 

Pyl.   Your  paffion  blinds  you,  fir  ;  he's  not  to  blame. 
Could  you  but  look  into  the  foul  of  Pyrrhus  t 

Per- 
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Perhaps  you'd  find  it  tortur'd,  like  your  own. 

O>ejt,  No,  Pylade s  .'  "Fis  all  deiign. His  pride, 

To  triumph  over  me,  has  chang'd  his  love. 
The  fair  Hermioae,  before  I  came, 
In  all  her  bloom  of  beauty,  was  neglefted. 
Ah,  cruel  gods  !  I  thought  her  all  my  own  !' 
She  was  confenting  to, return  to  Sparta: 
Her  heart,  divided  betwixt  rage  and  love, 
Was  on  the  wing  to  take  its  leave  of  Pyrrhus. 
She  heard  iny  fighs ;  me  pitied  my  complaints ; 
She  prais'd  my  con-ftancy. — The  lealt  indifference 
From  this  proud  king,  had  made  Orcjhs  happy  1 

PyL   So  your  fond  heart  believes  ! • 

COrefl.   Did  I  not  fee 
'  Her  hate,  her  rage,  her  indignation  rife 
'  Againft  the  ungrateful  man  ? 

'  PyL  Believe  me,  prince, 

*  'Twas  then  fhe  lov'd  him  moft  !  Had  Pyrrhus  left  her, 
'  She  would  have  fornrd  fome  new  pretext  to  ftay.' 

Take  my  advice  :. Think  not  to  force  her  hence ;. 

But  fly  yourfelf  from  her  deftruftive  charms. 

Her  foul  is  link'd  to  Pyrrhus  ;  '  Were  ihe  yours, 
'  She  would  reproach  you  ftill,  and  Hill  regret 
'  Her  difappointed  nuptials.' 

Ore/}.  Talk  no  more  ! 

I  cannot  bear  the  thought !  fhe  muft  be  mine  ! 
Did  Pyrrhus  carry  thunder  in  his  hand, 
I'd  ftand  the  bolt,  and  challenge  all  his  fury, 

Ere  I  refign'dffermicne. By  force 

I'll  fnatch  her  hence,  and  bear  her  to  my  fhips  j 
Have  we  forgot  her  mother  Helen's  rape  ? 

PyL   Will  then  Orejles  turn  a  ravijber  ! 
And  blot  his  embaiTy  ? 

Ore/}.   O  Pylades'! 

My  grief  weighs  heavy  on  me  : — 'Twill  diftracl  me  \ 
*fO  leave  me  to  myfelf ! Let  not  thy  friendfliip 

*  Involve  thee  in  my  woes.     Too  long  already, 

'  Too  long  halt  thou  been  punifh'd  for  my  crimes. 

'  It  is  enough,  my  friend  ! It  is  enough  ! 

'  Let  not  thy  generous  love  betray  thee  farther.' 
The  gods  have  fet  me  as  their  mark,  to  empty 

B  3  Their 
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Their  quivers  on  me.         Leave  me  to  myfelf. 

Mine  be  the  danger,  mine  the  enterprize. 

All  I  requeft  of  thee  is,  to  return. 

And  in  my  place  convey  Aftyanax 

(As  Pyrrhus  has  confented)  into  Greece. 

Go,  Pylades 

Pyl.  Lead  on,  my  friend,  lead  on  ! 
Let  us  bear  off  Hermione  !  no  toil, 

No  danger  can  deter  a  friend: Lead  on  ! 

Draw  up  the  Greeks  ;  fummon  your  nurn'rous  train  ; 
The  fhtps  are  ready,  and  the  wind  fits  fair  : 
There  eastward  lies  the  fea  ;  the  rolling  waves 
Break  on  thofe  palace-ilairs.     I  know  each  pafs, 
Each  avenue  and  outlet  of  the  court. 
This  very  night  we'll  carry  her  on  board. 

Ore/}.  Thou  art    tqo  good! 1  trefpafs  on  thy 

friendihip  : 

B-ut,  oh  !  excufe  a  wretch,  whom  no  man  pities, 
Except  thyielf :  one,  juil  about  to  lofe 
The  treafure  of  his  foul :  '  whom  ail  mankind 
'  Conlpire  to  hatf,  and  one  who  hates  himfeif.' 
When  will  my  friendfhip  be  of  ufe  to  thee  ? 

P\l.  The  queftion  is  unkind.— But  now  remember 
To  keep  your  counfels  clofe,  and  hide  your  thoughts  ; 

L:t  not  Hermione  fufpect No  mere 

1  fee  her  coming,  fir 

Ore/r.  Away,    my  friend ; 
I  am  advis'd  ;  my  all  depends  upon  it.     [Exif  Pylades. 

Enter  Hermione  and  Cleone. 
Madam,  your  orders  are  obey'd  ;  I  have  feen 
I'vrrhus,  my  rival ;  and  have  gain'd  him  for  you. 
The  king  refolves  to  wed  you. 

Her.  So  I  am  told  ; 

And  farther,  I  am  inform'd,  that  you,   Qreftes, 
Are  to  difpofe  me  for  the  intended  marriage, 

Oreft.   And  are  you,  madam,  willing  to  comply  ? 
1     *  Her.  Could  I  imagine  Pyrrhus  lov'd  me  Hill  ? 
'  After  ib  long  delays,  who  would  have  thought 
«  His  hidden  flames  would  mew  themfelves  at  lait, 
«  And  kindle  in  his  breaft,  when  mine  expir'd  ? 
*  I  can  fuppofe,  with  you,  he  fears  the  Greek s ; 

'  That 
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c  That  it  is  imereit,  and  not  love,  diredls  him  ; 
'  And,   th:.t  my  eves  had  greater  power  o'er  you. 

'  Qrejl.  No,  princefs,  no !  it  is  too  plain  he  loves  you  : 
'  Your  eyes  do  what  they  will,  and  cannot  fail 
'  To  gain  a  conqueA,    where  you  with  they  fliould,' 

Her.   What  can  I  do,  ^alas  !  my  faith  is  promis'd  : 
Can  I  refufe  what  is  not  mine  to  give  ? 
A  princefs  is  not  at  her  choice  to  love  ; 
All  we  have  left  us  is  :i  blind  obedience  : 
And  yet,  you  fee,  how  far  I  had  comply'd, 
And  made  my  duty  yield  to  your  intreaties. 

Orefi.  Ah,  cruel  maid  !    you  know— but  I  have  done. 
All  have  a  right  topleafe  themfelves  in  love  : 

1  blame  you  not.     'Tis  true,  I  hop'd  ; but  you 

Are  miflrefs  of  your  heart,  and  I'm  content. 

'Tis  fortune  is  my  enemy,  not  you. 

But,  madaia,  I  fliall  fpare  you  farther  pain 

On  this  uneafy  theme,  and  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Her.   Client,  could'it  thpu  think  he'd  be  fo  calm  ! 

Cleo.  Madam,  his  filent  grief  iits  heavy  on  him. 
He  is  to  be  pitied.     His  too  eager  love 
Has  made  him  bufy  to  his  own  deilrudion. 
His    threats   have   wrought  this   change    of  mind  in 
Pyrrhus. 

Her.  Doit  thou  think  Pyrrkus  capable  of  fear? 
Whom  mould  the  intrepid  Pyrrhus  fear  ?  The  Greeks  ? 
I)id  he  plot  lead  their  harrafs'd  troops  to  conqueft 
When  they  defpair'd,  when  they  retir'd  from  Troy, 
And  fought  for  melter  in  their  burning  fleets? 
Did  he  not  then  fupply  his  father's  place  r 
No,   my  Cleone,  he  is  above  conitraint ; 
He  afts  unforc'd  ;  and  wnere  he  weds  he  loves. 

Cleo.  Oh,  that  Creftes  had  remain'd  in  Greece  ! 
I  fear  to-morrow  will  prove  fatal  to  him. 

Her.   Wilt  thou  difcourfe  of  nothing  but  Orejles  ? 

Pyrrhus  is  mine  again  ! Is  mine  for  ever  ! 

O  my   Cleone  !  I  am  wild  with  joy  ! 

Pyrrhus,  the  bold  !  the  brave  !  the  godlike  Pyrrhus  ! 

Oh,    I  could  tell  thee  numberleis  exploits, 

And  tire  thee  with  his  battles  ! O  Chone • 

Cleo.  Madam,  conceal  your  joy — I  fee  Andromac be  : 
B  4  She 
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She  weeps,    and  comes  to  fpeak  her  forrows  to  you'. 

Her.  I  would  indulge  the  gLidnefs  of  my  heart ! 
Let  us  retire  :  her  grief  is  out  of  feafon. 

Enter  Andromache,    and  Cephifa. 

Andr.   Ah,  madam  !  whither,  whither  do  you  fly  >  ' 
Where  can  your  eyes  behold  a  fight  more  pleafing 
Than  Heftcr's  widow  fuppliaat  and  in  tears  ? 
I  come  not  an  alarm'd,  a  jealous  foe, 
To  envy  you  the  heart  your  charms  have  won  : 
The  only  man  I  fought  to  pleafe,  is  gone  ; 
Kill'd  in  my  fight,  by  an  inhuman  hand. 
Heflor  firft  taught  me  love ;  which  my  fond  heart 
Shall  ever  cherifh,   till  we  meet  in  death. 
But,    oh,  1  have  a  fon  ! — And  you,  one  day, 
Will  be  no  ftranger  to  a  mother's  fondnefs  : 
But  Heav'n  ffrbid,  that  you  mould  ever  know 
\  mother's  forrow  for  an  only  fon. 
Her  joy,  her  blifs,  her  laft  furviving  comfort ! 
When  every  hour  me  trembles  for  his  life  ! 
Your  power  o'er  Pyrrhus  may  relieve  my  fears. 
Alas,  what  danger  is  there  in  a  child, 
Sav'd  from  the  wreck  of  a  whole  ruin'd  empire  ? 
Let  me  go  hide  him  in  fome  defert  ifle  : 
You  may  rely  upon  my  tender  care 
To  keep  him  far  from  perils  of  ambition  : 
All  he  can  learn  of  me,  will  be  to  weep  ! 

Her.  Madam,  'tis  eafy  to  conceive  your  grief : 
But,  it  would  ill  become  me,  to  folicit 
In  contradiction  to  my  father's  will  : 
'Tis  he  who  urges  to  deitroy  your  fon. 
Madam,    if  Pyrrbus  muft  be  wrought  to  pity, 
No  woman  does  it  better  than  yourfelf ; 
If  you  gain  him,  I  fhall  comply  of  courfe. 

{Exeunt  Hermione  and  Cleone. 

Andr.  Didft   thou  not  mind,  with  what  difdain  fhe 

fpoke ;  s 

Youth  and  profperity  have  made  her  vain  ; 
She  has  not  feen  the  fickle  turns  of  life. 

Ceph.  Madam,  were  I  as  you,  I'd  take  her  counfel  ; 
I'd  fpeak  my  own  diltrefs :  one  look  from  you 
Will  vanquifh  Pyrrhus,  and  confound  the  Greeks 

See, 
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See,  where  he  comes Lay  hold  on  this  occasion. 

Enter  Pyrrhus  and  Phoenix. 

Pyr.  Where   is  the  princefs  ? Did  you  not  in- 
form me 

Hermione  was  here  ?  •  [To  Phoenix. 

Phan.  I  thought  fo,  fir. 

Arfdr.  Thou  fecit,  what  mighty  power  my  eyes  have 
on  him  !  [To  Cephifa. 

Pyr.   What  fays  me,  Pha-nix  ? 
Andr.  I  have  no  hope  left ! 

Pbtxn.  Let  us  be  gone  : Hermione  expe&s  you. 

Ceph.  For  Heav'n's  fake,   madam,  break  this  fallen 

filence. 

An  Jr.  My  child's  already  promis'd  '. 
Ceph.  But  not  given. 
Andr.  No  !  no  ! — my  tears    are    vain !  his   doom  is 

fixt! 

Pyr.  See,  if  Ihe  deigns  to  call  one  look  upon  us ! 
Proud  woman ! 

Andr.  1  provoke  him  by  my  prefence. 
Let  us  retire. 

Pyr.   Come,   let  us  fatisfy 
The  Greeks  ;  and  give  them  up  this  Phrygian  boy. 

Andr.  Ah,  fir,  recall  thofe  words What  have 

you  faid  ! 

If  you  give  up  my  fon,  oh.  give  up  me  !•  • 
You,  who  fo  many  times  have  fworn  me  friendlhip  : 
O  Heav'ns  !— — — will  you  not  look  with  pity  on  me? 
Is  there  no  hope  ?  Is  there  no  room  for  pardon  ? 
Pyr.  Phoenix  will   anfvver  you  :  My  word  is  paft. 
Andr.  You,  who  would  brave  fo  many  dangers  for  me. 
Pyr.  I  was  your  lover  then  : — I  now  am  free. 
To  favour  you,  I  might  have  fpar'd  his  life  : 
But  you  would  ne'er  vouchfafe  to  alk  it  of  me. 
Now  'tis  too  late. 

Andr.   '  Ah,  fir,  you  underftood 
'  My  tears,  my  wimes,  which  I  durft  not  utter, 
'  Afraid  of  a  repulfe.'     O     fir,  excufe 
The  pride  of  royal  blood,  that  checks  my  foul, 
And  knows  not  how  to  be  importunate. 
You  know,  alas  I  I  was  not  born  to  kneel, 

B  5  To 
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To  fue  for  pity,  and  to  own  a  matter. 

fyr-  No  !  in  your  heart  you  curfe  me  !  you  difdain 
My  generous  flame,  and  fcorn'd  to  be  oblig'd  ! 

This  very  fen,  this  darling  of  your  foul, 
'  Would  be  lefs  dear,  did  I  preferve  him  for  you. 
*  Your  anger,  >our  averfion  fall  on  me  ; 
'  You  hate  ire  more  than  the  whole  league  of  Greece  :' 
But  I  mall  leave  you  to  your  great  refentments. 
Let  us  go,   Pbeenix,  and  appeafe  the  Greeks. 

Andr.  Then  let  me  die  !  and  let  me  go  to  Heftor. 

Ceph.  But  madam- 

AnJr,  What  can  I  do  more  ?  the  tyrant 
Sees  my  detraction,  and  infults  my  tears.         [To  Ceph. 
"       — Behold  how  low  you  have  reduc'd  a  queen  ! 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen  my  country  laid  in  afties ; 
My  kindred  fall  in  war;  my  father  {lain  ; 
My  husband  dragg'd  in  his  own  blood ;  my  fon 
Condemn'd  to  bondage,  and  myfeif  a  flave  ; 
Yet,  in  the  midft  of  thefe  unheard  of  woes, 
'Twas  fome  relief  to  find  myfeif  your  captive  ; 
And  that  my  fon,  deriv'd  from  ancient  kings, 
Since  he  miift  ferve,  had  Pyrrhus  for  his  mailer. 
When  Priam  kneel'd,  the  great  Achilles  wept : 
J  hop'd  I  ihould  not  find  his  fon  lefs  noble: 
I  thought  the  brave  were  ftill  the  mcft  compaffionate. 
Oh,  do  not,  fir,  divide  me  from  my  child ! — 
If  he  muil  die    

Pyr.  Phoenix,  withdraw  a  while.          [Exit  Phoenix- 
Rife,  madam — Yet  you  may  preferve  your  fon. 
I  find,  whenever  I  provoke  your  tears, 
1  furntfh  you  with  arms  againfl  myfeif. 
1  thought  my  hatred  fixt,  before  1  faw  you. 
Oh,  turn  your  eyes  upon  me,  while  1  fpeak  ! 
And  fee,  if  you  difcover  in  my  looks 
An  angry  judge,  or  an  obdurate  foe. 
Why  will  you  force  me  to  defert  your  caufe  ? 
In  your  fon's  name  I  beg  we  mav  be  friends  ; 
'  Let  me  entreat  you  to  iecure  his  life  ! 
'  Muft  I  turn  fuppliant  for  him  ':'  Think,  oh  think, 
'Tis  the  laft  time,  you  both  may  yet  be  happy  ! 
I  know  the  ties  I  break  ;  the  foes  I  arm  : 

I  wrong 
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I  wrong  Hermione  ;  I  fend  her  hence  ; 
And  with  her  diadem  I  bind  your  brows. 
Confider  well ;   for  'tis  of  moment  to  you  ! 
Choofe  to  be  wretched,  -madam,   or  a  queen. 
My  foul,    confum'd  with  a  whole  year's  defpair, 
Can  bear  no  longer  thefe  perplexing  doubts  ; 
Enough  of  fighs,  and  tears,  and  threats  I've  try'd  ; 
I  know,  if  I'm  depriv'd  of  you,  I  die: 
But  oh,  I  die,  if  I  wait  longer  for  you'  !' 
I  leave  you  to  your  thoughts.     When  I  return, 
We'll  to  temple  :    there  you'll  find  your  fon  ; 
And  there  be  crown'd,  or  give  him  up  for  ever.   [Exit. 

Cepb.  I  told  you,  madam,  that,  in  ipite  of  Greece, 
You  would  o'er-rule  the  malice  of  your  fortune.  • 

Andr.   Alas !  Cephifa,   what  have  I  obtain'd  ! 
Only  a  poor,  fhort  refpite  for  my  fon. 

Cepb.  You  have  enough  approv'd  your  faith  to  Heftor  j 
To  be  reluctant  ftill  would  be  a  crime. 
He  would  himfelf  perfuade  you  to  comply. 

Andr.   How  ! wouldft  thou  give  me  Pyrrbus  for  a 

hufband? 
Cepb.  Think  you  'twill  pleafe  the  ghofl  of  your  dead 

hufband, 

That  you  lliould  facrifice  his  fon  ?  confidcr, 
Pyrrbus  once  more  invites  you  to  a  throne  ; 
Turns  all  his  power  againft  the  foes  of  Troy  ; 
Remembers  not  Achilles  was  his  father  ; 
Retraces  his  conqueft,  and  forgets  his  hatred, 

Andr.   But  how  can  I  forget  it !  how  can  I 
Forget  my  Heffor  treated  with  dishonour; 
Depriv'd  of  funeral  rites  ;   and  vilely  dragg'd, 
A  bloody  corfe,  about  the  walls  of  Troy  ! 
Can  I  forget  the  good  old  king  his  father, 
Slain  in  my  prefence  ;  at  the  altar  flain  ! 
Which  vainly,  for  protection,  he  embrac'd. 
Kail  thou  forgot  that  dreadful  night,   Cephifa, 
When  a  whole  people  fell !  methinks  I  lee 
Pyrrbus  enrag'd,  and  breathing  vengeance,  enter 
Amidft  the  glare  of  burning  palaces  : 
I  fee  him  hew  his  paflage  through  my  brothers ; 
And,  bath'd  in  blood,  lay  all  rny  kindred  wafte. 

Think, 
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Think,  in  this  fcene  of  horror,  what  I  fufFer'd  \ 
This  is  the  courtfhip  I  receiv'd  from  Pyrrhiis  ; 
And  this  the  hufband  thou  would'ft  give  me!  no,. 
We  both  will  periih  firft  !  I'll  ne'er  confent. 

Ceph.  Since  you  refolve  Aftyanax  fliall  die, 
Halle  to  the  temple,  bid  your  fon  farewell. 
Why  do  you  tremble,  madam  ? 

Andr.  O  Cefblfa  ! 

Thou  haft  awaken'd  all  the  mother  in  me. 
How  can  I  bid  farewell  to  the  dear  child, 
The  pledge,  the  image  of  my  much-lov'd  lord  ! 

*  Alas,  I  call  to  mind  the  fatal  day, 

'  When  his  too  forward  courage  led  him  forth 
'  To  feek  Achilles. 

'  Ceph.  O,  the  unhappy  hour  ! 

*  'Twas  then  Troy  fell,  and  all  her  gods  forfook  her. 

'  Andr.  That  morn,  Cepbifa,  that  ill-fated  morn, 
'  My  hufband  bid  thee  bring  Aftyanax  ; 
'  He  took  him  in  his  arms ;  and,  as  I  wept, 
'  My  wife,  my  dear  Andromache,  faid  he, 
'  (Heaving  with  ftifled  fighs  to  fee  me  weep) 
'  What  fortune  may  attend  my  arms,  the  gods 

*  Alone  can  tell.     To  thee  I  give  the  boy  ; 

*  Preferve  him  as  the  token  of  our  loves  j 

*  If  I  fhould  fall,  let  him  not  mifs  his  iire 

'  While  thou  furviv'ft ;  but  by  thy  tender  care 
'  Let  the  fon  fee,  that  thou  did  ft  love  his  father. 

1  Ceph.  And  will  you  throw  away  a  life  fo  precious  f 
'  At  once  extirpate  all  the  Trojan  line  ? 

'  Andr.  Inhuman  king  !   What  has  he  done  to  fuffer  -? 
'  If  I  neglect  your  vows,   is  he  to  blame  ? 
'  Has  he  reproach'd  you  with  his  flaughter'd  kindred  ! 
'  Can  he  refent  thcfe  ills  he  does  not  know  ?' 
Cut,  oh  !    while  I  deliberate  he  dies. 
No,  no,  thou  muft  not  die,  while  I  can  f:ive  thee: 
Oh  !  let  me  find  out  Pjrrhus—O  Cephifa  ! 
Do  thcu  go  find  him. 

Ceph.  What  muft  I  fay  to  him  ? 

Andr.  Tell  him  I  love  my  fun  to  fuch  excefs— 
But  doft  thou  think  he  means  the  child  fliall  die  ? 
Can  love  rejefted  turn  to  »3  much  rage  ? 

I  CePh< 
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Cepb.  Madam,  he'll  foon   be  here Refolve  on 

fomething. 

Andr.  Well  then,  affure  him — 

Cepb.  Madam,  of  your  love  ? 

Andr.  Alas,  thou  know'lt  that  is  not  in  my  power. 
O  my  dead  lord  !   O  Priata's  royal  houfe ! 
O  my  Aftyanax  !  at  what  price 
Thy  mother  buys  thee  ! — Let  us  go. 

Cepb.  But  whither  ? 
And  what  does  your  un fettled  heart  refolve  ? 

Andr.  Come,  my  Cepbifa,  let  us  go  together, 
To  the  fad  monument,   which  I  have  rais'd 
To  Heflor's  made  ;  where  in  their  facred  urn 
The  aflies  of  my  hero  lie  inclos'd, 
The  dear  remains,   which  I  have  fav'd  from  Troy  ; 
There  let  me  weep,  there  fummon  to  mv  aid, 
With  pious  rite?,  my  Hecior\  awful  fliade  ; 
Let  him  be  witnefs  to  my  doubts,  my  fears  : 
My  agonizing  heart,   my  flowing  tears  : 
Oh  !  may  he  rife  in  pity  from  his  tomb, 
And  fix  his  wretched  Ion's  uncertain  doom.        [Exeunt. 


ACT        IV. 

*  Enter  Andromache  and  Cephifa. 

•  Cepb.  T}  LEST  be  the  tomb  of  Heflor,  that  infpires 

JU>  '  Thefe  pious  thoughts :  oris  it  HeffoSs  felf, 

*  That  prompts  you  to  preferve  your  fon  !   'Tis  he 

•  Who  Hill  prefides  o'er  ruin'd  7roy  ;    'tis  he 

*  Who  urges  Pyrrbus  to  reftore  Aftyanax. 

«  Andr.  Pyrrbus  has  faid  he  will ;  and  thou  haft  heard 

'  him 
'  JuH:  now  renew  the  oft-repeated  promife. 

'  Ctfb.  Already,  in  the  tranfports  of  his  heart, 
'  He  gives  you  up  his  kingdom,  his  allies, 
'  And  thinks  iiiii.felf  o'erpaid  for  all  in  you. 
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'  Andr.  I  think  I  may  rely  upon  his  promife  : 
'  And  yet  my  heart  is  over-charg'd  with  grief. 

c  Ceph.  Why  mould  you  grieve!  You  fee  he  bids  defiance 
«  To  all  the  Greeks  ;  and,  to  proteft  your  fon 

*  Againft  their  rage,  has  plac'd  his  guards  about  him  ; 

*  Leaving  himfelf  defencelefs  for  his  fake  : 

'  But,  madam,  think,  the  coronation  pomp 

*  Will  foon  demand  your  prefence  in  the  temple  : 
'  'Tis  time  you  lay  aiide  thefe  mourning  weeds. 

*  Andr.  I  will  be  there;   but  firft  would  fee  my  fon. 

'  Ceph,  Madam,  you  need  not  now  be  anxious  for  him, 
'  He  will  be  always  with  you,  all  your  own. 
'  To  lavifh  the  whole  mother's  fondnefs  on  him. 
'  What  a  delight  to  train  beneath  your  eye, 
«  A  fon,  who  grows  no  longer  up  in  bondage : 
'  A  fon,  in  whom  a  race  of  kings  revives : 
'  But,  madam,  you  are  fad,  and  wrapt  in  thought, 
«  As  if  you  relifh'd  not  your  happinels. 

'  Andr.  Oh,  I  muft  fee  my  foil  once  more,  Cephlfa  ! 

*  Ceph.  Madam,  he  now  will  be  no  more  a  captive  ; 
'  Your  vifits  may  be  frequent  as  you  pleafe. 

*  To-morrow  you  may  pafs  the  live-long  day — 

'  Andr.  To-morrow  !    O,  Cephifa — But,  no  more  !- 
'  Cephifa,  I  have  always  found  thee  faithful : 
'  A  load  of  care  weighs  down  my  drooping  heart. 

'  Ceph.  Oh  !  that  'twere  poffible  for  me  to  eafe  you. 

'  Andr.  I  foon  mail  exercife  thy  long  try'd  faith. — 
'  Mean  while  I  do  conjure  thee,  my  Cephifa, 
'  Thou  take  no  notice  of  my  prefent  trouble  : 
'  And,  when  I  ihall  dif:lofe  rny  fecret  purpofe, 
'  That  thou  be  punctual  to  perform  my  will. 

'  Cepb.  Madam,  I  have  no  will  but  yours.    My  life 
'  Is  nothing,  balanc'd  with  my  love  to  you. 

'  Andr.  I  thank  thee,  good  Cephifa,  my  Aftyanax 
'  Will  recompenfe  thy  friendfhip  to  his  mother. 
'  But,  come  ;  my  heart's  at  eafe  :  affifi  me  now 
'  To  change  this  fable  habit. — Yonder  comes 
'  Hermione  ;  I  would  not  meet  her  rage.  [Exeunt.* 

Enter  Hermione  and  Cleone. 

Cleo.  This  unexpected  filence,  this  referve, 
This  outward  calm,  this  fettled  frame  of  mind, 

After 
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After  fuch  wrongs  and  infults,  much  furprize  me ! 
You,  \vhobefore  could  not  command  your  rage, 
When  Pjrrbas  look'd  but  kindly  on  his  captive  ; 
How  can  you  bear  unmov'd,  thac  he  fhould  wed  her, 
And  Teat  her  on  a  throne'  which  you  fhould  fill  ? 
I  fear  this  dreadful  itillnefs  in  your  foul ! 
'Twere  better,  madam — 

Her.  Have  you  call'd  Orejies  ?' 

Cleo.  Madam,  I  have,  his  love  is  too  impatient 
Not  to  obey  with  fpeed  the  welcome  fummons. 
His  love-fi  k  heart  o'erlooks  his  unkind  ufagc  : 

His  ardour's  ftill  the  fame Madam,  he's  here. 

Enter  Oreites. 

OreJ}.  Ah,  madam,  is  it  true  ?  does,  then,  Orejles 
At  length  attend  you  by  your  own  commands  ? 
What  can  I  dc — 

Her.  Orejhs,  do  you  love  me  ? 

Orejl.  What  means  that  queflion,  princefs  ?  Do  I  love 

you  ? 

My  oaths,  my  perjuries,  my  hopes,  my  fears, 
My  farewell,  my  return,  all  fpeak  my  love. 

Her.  Avenge  my  wrongs,  and  I  believe  them  all. 

OreJ}.  It  (hall  be  done — my  foul  has  catch'd  the  alarm, 
We'll  fpi-it  up  the  Greeks — I'll  lead  them  on  : 
Your  caufe  fhall  animate  our  fleets  and  armies, 
Let  us  return  :  let  us  not  lofe  a  moment, 
But  urge  the  fate  of  this  devoted  land  : 
Let  us  depart. 

Her.  No,  prince,  let  us  flay  here ! 
I  will  have  vengeance  here — I  will  not  carry 
This  load  of  infamy  to  Greece,  nor  truft 
7'he  chance  of  war  to  vindicate  my  wrongs. 
Ere  I  depart  I'll  make  Epirus  mourn. 
If  you  avenge  me,  let  it  be  this  inftant; 
My  rage  brooks  no  delay — hafte  to  the  temple, 
Hafte,  prince,  and  facrilice  him. 

Ore/f.  Whom  ! 

Her.  Why  Pyrrhus. 

Cre/I,  Pjrrbus  !  Did  you  H:y,  Pyrrbi.i  ! 

Her.  You  demur  ! 
Oh  fly,  be  gone  !  give  me  not  time  to  think  ! 
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Talk  not  of  laws — he  tramples  on  all  laws — 
Let  me  not  hear  him  juftify'd — away. 

Oreft.  You  cannot  think  I'll  juflify  my  rival. 
Madam,  your  love  has  made  him  criminal. 
You  (hall  have  vengeance  ;  I'll  have  vengeance  too  : 
But  let  our  hatred  be  profeft  and  open  : 
Let  us  alarm  all  Greece,  denounce  a  war  ; 
Let  us  attack  him  in  his  ftrength,  and  hunt  him  down 
By  conqueft  :  mould  I  turn  bafe  aflaflin, 
'Twould  fully  all  the  kings  I  reprefent. 

Her.  Have  not  I  been  dimonour'd  !  fet  at  nought  ? 
Expos'd  to  public  fcorn  ? — And  will  you  fuffcr 
The  tyrant,  who  dares  ufe  me  thus,  to  live  ? 
Know,  prince,  I  hate  him  more  than  once  I  lov'd  him, 
The  gods  alone  can  tell  how  once  I  lov'd  him  ; 
Yes,  the  falfeperjur'd  man,  I  once  did  love  him ; 
And  fpite  of  all  his  crimes  and  broken  vows, 
If  he  mould  live,  I  may  relapfe — who  knows 
But  I  to-morrow  may  forgive  his  wrongs  ? 

OreJ}.  Firft  let  me  tear  him  piece-meal—he  mall  die. 
But,  madam,  give  me  leifure  to  contrive 
The  place,  the  time,  the  manner  of  his  death  ; 
Yet  I'm  a  flranger  in  the  court  of  Pyrrbus ; 
Scarce  have  I  fet  my  foot  within  Epirus, 
When  you  enjoin  me  to  deftroy  the  prince. 
It  (hall  be  done  this  very  night. 

Her.  But  now, 

This  very  hour  he  weds  Andromache ; 
The  temple  (hines  with  pomp  ;  the  golden  throne 
Is  now  prepar'd  ;  the  joyful  rites  begin  ; 
My  fhame  is  public — Oh  be  fpeedy,  prince  ! 
My  wrath's  impatient — Pyrrbus  lives  too  long  ! 
Intent  on  love,  and  heedlefs  of  his  perfon, 
He  covers  with  his  guards  the  Trojan  boy. 
Now  is  the  time ;  afiemble  all  your  Greeks  ; 
Mine  (hall  affift  them  ;  let  their  fury  loofe  : 
Already  they  regard  him  as  a  foe. 
Begone,  Orejles — kill  the  faithlefs  tyrant  : 
My  love  (hall  recompence  the  glorious  deed. 

Oreji.  Confider,  madam — 

Her.  You  but  mock  my  rage  ! 

I  was 
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I  was  contriving  how  to  make  yon  happy. 

Think  you  to  merit  by  your  idle  fighs, 

And  not  atteft  your  love  by  one  brave  aclion  ? 

Go,  with  your  boafted  conftancy  !  and  leave 

Hermione  to  execute  her  own  revenge  ! 

I  blufh  to  think  how  my  too  eafy  faith 

Has  twice  been  baffled  in  one  fhameful  hour ! 

Qreji.  Hear  me   but  fpeak  1 — you   know  I'll  die  to 
ferve  you  ! 

Her.  I'll  go  myfelf :  I'll  ftab  him  at  the  altar  ; 
Then  drive  the  poniard,  reeking  with  his  blood, 
Through  my  own  heart.     In  death  we  fliall  unite  : 
Better  to  die  with  him,  than  live  with  you  ! 

Oreft.   That  were  to  make  him  bleft  ;  and  me  more 
wretched  : 

Madam,  he  dies  by  me : Have  you  a  foe, 

And  {hall  I  let  him  live?  my  rival,  too  ? 
Ere  yon  meridian  fun  declines,  he  dies  : 
And  you  fhall  fay,  that  I  deferve  your  love, 

Her.  Go,  prince;  ftrike  home !  and  leave  the  reft  to  me  j 
Let  all  your  mips  Hand  ready  for  our  flight.  [Exit  Oreftes* 

C/eo.' Madam,  you'll  perifh  in  this  bold  attempt. 

Her.  Give  me  my  vengeance,  I'm  content  to  pcrifh. 
I  was  to  blame  to  truft  ii  with  another : 
In  my  own  hands  it  had  been  more  fecure. 
Oreftes  hates  not  Pyrrhus,  as  I  hate  him  : 
'  I  mould  have   thruft  the  dagger  home  ;  have  feen 
*  The  tyrant  curfe  me  with  his  parting  breath, 
'  And  roll  about  his  dying  eyes,  in  vain, 
'  To  find  Andromache,  whom  I  would  hide,' 
Oh,  would  Oreftes,  when  he  gives  the  blow, 
Tell  him  he  dies  my  vidtim  !  —  Hafte,   Clcone  ; 
Charge  him  to  fay,  //  /-moine's  Refentments, 
Not  thofeof  Greece,  have  fentenc'd  him  to  Death. 
Hafte,  my  Chant !  My  Revenge  is  loft, 
\fPyrrbus  knows  not  that  he  dies  by  me  ! 

Cleo.  I  ihall  obey  your  orders But  1  fee 

The  king  approach  ! — Who  could  expedl  him  here. 

Her.  O  fly  !   Cleone,  fly  !   and  bid  Qreftes 
Not  to  proceed  a  ftep  before  I  fee  him        [Exit  Cleore. 

Inter 
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Enter  Pyrrhus. 

Pyr.   Madam,  I  ought  to  iliun  an  injur'd  princefs: 
Your  diftant  looks  reproach  me:  and  I  come 
Not  to  defend,  but  to  avow  my  guilt. 
Pyrrhus  will  ne'er  approve  his  own  injuftice  ; 
Ncr  form  excufes,  while  his  heart  condemns  him. 

I  might  perhaps  alledge,  our  warlike  lives, 

Unknown  to  us,  engag'd  us  to  each  other, 

And  join'd  cur  hearts  by  contract,  not  by  love  ; 

But  I  deleft  fuch  cobweb  arts,  I  own 

My  father's  treaty,  and  allow  its  force. 

I  fent  ambafladors  to  call  you  hither ; 

Receiv'd  you  as  my  queen  ;  and  hop'd  my  oaths 

So  oft  renew'd  might  ripen  into  love. 

The  gods  can  witnefs,  madam,  how  I  fought 

Againft  Andromache's  too  fatal  charms  ! 

And  Hill  I  wifh  I  had  the  power  to  leave 

This  Trojan  beauty,  and  bejuft  to  you.' 
Difcharge  your  anger  on  this  perjur'd  man  ! 
For  I  abhor  my  crime  !  and  mould  be  pleas'd 
To  hear  you  fpeak  your  wrongs  aloud:  no  terms, 
No  bicternefs  of  wrath,  nor  keen  reproach, 
Will  equal  half  the  upbraidings  of  my  heart. 

Her.  I  find,  fir,  you  can  be  fincere  :  you  fcorn 
To  act  your  crimes  with  fear,  like  other  men. 
A  herce  Ihould  be  hold ;  above  all  laws ; 
Be  bravely  falfe;  and  laugh  at  folemn  ties. 
To  be  perfidious  mews  a  daring  mind! 
And  you  have  nobly  triumph'd  o'er  a  maid  ! 
To  court  me;  to  rejedl  me ;  to  return  j 
Then  to  forfake  me  for  a  Phrygian  flave : 
To  lay  proud  Troy  in  aihes  ;  then  to  raife 
The  fon  of  Heftcr,  and  renounce  the  Greeks, 
Are  adtions  worthy  the  great  foul  of  Pyrrhus. 

Pyr.  Madam,  go  on  :  give  your  refer  tments  birth  ; 
And  pour  forth  all  your  inclination  on  me. 

Her.  'Twould  pleafe  your  queen,  Ihould  I  upbraid 

your  fallhood ; 

Call  you  perfidious,  traitor,  all  the  names 
That  injur'd  virgins  lavilh  on  your  fex  ; 
I  mould  o'erflow  with  tears,  and  die  with  grief, 

And 
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And  furnifh  out  a  tale  to  footbe  her  pride; 

But,  fir,  I  would  not  over-charge  her  joys. 

If  you  would  chirm  Andromache,  recount 

Your  bloody  battles,  your  exploits,  your  {laughters, 

Your  great  achievements  in  her  father's  palace. 

She  needs  mult  love  the  man,  who  fought  fo  bravely, 

And  in  her  fight  flow  half  her  royal  kindred. 

Pj>-.   With  horror  I  look  back  on  my  pall  deeds ! 
I  puaiih'd  Hi'kiis  wrongs  too  far;  I  med 
Too  much  of  blood:  but,  madam,  He/en's  daughter 
Should  not  objecl  thofeills  the  mother  caus'd. 
However,  I  a:n  pleas'd  to  find  you  hate  me  : 
i  was  too  forward  to  accufe  myfelf: 
The  man  who  ne'er  was  lov'd,  can  ne'er  be  falfe. 
Obedience  to  a  father  brought  you  hither : 
And  I  flood  bound  by  promife  to  receive  you: 
But'our  defires  were  different  ways  inclin'd  ; 
And  you,  I  own,  were  not  oblig'd  to  love  me. 

Her.  Havel  not  Icv'd  you,  then!  perfidious  man  ! 
For  you  I  flighted  all  the  Grecian  princes  ; 
Forfook  my  father's  houfe;  conceal'd  my  wrongs, 
When  moftprovok'd:  would  not  return  to  Sparta, 
In  hopes  that^ time  might  fix  your  wavering  heart. 
I  lov'd  you  when  inconitant :  and  even  now, 
Inhuman  king,  that  you  pronounce  my  death, 
My  heart  flill  doubts,  if  I  fhould  love,  or  hate  you ; 
Eat,  oh,  fince  you refolve  to  wed  another, 
Defer  your  cruel  purpofe  till  to-morrow  ! 
That  I  may  not  be  here  to  grace  her  triumph ! 
This  is  the  laft  requeft  I  e'er  fhall  make  you — 
See  if  the  barbarous  prince  vouchfafes  an  anfwer  ! 
Go,  then,   to  the  lov'd  Phrygian;  hence!   begone! 
And  bear  to  her  thofe  vows,  that  once  were  mine  : 
Go,  in  defiance  to  the  avenging  gods  ! 
Be  gone  !  the  prieft  expecls  you  at  the  altar — 
B'ut,  tyrant,  have  a  care  I  come  not  thither.          [Exit. 
Enter  Phoenix. 

Pbaen.   Sir,  did  you  mind  her  threats  ?    your  life's  in 

danger: 

There  is  no  trifling  with  a  woman's  rage. 
The  Gmr£r  that  fwarm  about  the  court,  all  hate  vou ; 

'     Will 
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Will  treat  you  as  their  country's  enemy, 
And  join  in  her  revenge:  befides,  Orejles 
Still  loves  her  to  diltra&ion :  fir,  I  beg- 


Pyr*  How  Pkcenix?  fhculd  I  fear  a  woman's  threats.^ 
A  nobler  palTion  takes  up  all  my  thought: 
I  muft  prepare  to  meet  Andromache. 
Do  thouj)lace  all  my  guards  nbout  her  fon  : 
If  he  be  fafe,  Pyrrbus  is  free  from  fear.  \Exit.- 

Phcen.  O  Pyrrhus  !  oh  what. pity 'tis,  the  gods, 
Whofill'd  thy  foul  with  every  kingly  virtue, 
Form'd  thee  for  empire  and  confummate  greatnefs. 
Should  leave  thee  fo  expos'd  to  wild  delires, 
That  hurry  thee  beyoad  the  bounds  of  reafon  ! 

{A  flourish  of  trumpet  i. 

Such  was  Achilles-,  generous,-  fierce,  and  brave; 

Open,  and  undefigning  :  but  impatient, 

Undifciplin'd,  and  not  to  be  controuPd: 
I  fear  this  whirl  of  paffion,  this  career, 
That  over-bears  reflection  and  cool  thought ; 
I  tremble  for.  the  event !' — But  fse,  the  queen, 
Magnificent  in  royal  pride,  appears. 
I  muft  obey,  and  guard  her  fon  from  danger.          \Exit, 
Enter  Andromache  and  Cephifa. 

Cepb.  Madam,  once  more  you  look  and  move  a  queen ! 
Your  forrows  are  difpers'd,  your  charms  revive, 
And  every  faded  beauty  blooms  anew. 

Andr.   Yet  all  is  not  as  I  could  wifh,   Cephifa, 

Ceph.  You  fee  the  king  is  watchful  o'er  your  fon  ; 
Decks  him  with  princely  robes,  with  guards  furroundt 

him. 
Aftyanax  begins  to  reign  already. 

Andr.  Pyrrhus  is  nobly  minded :  and  I  fain 
Would  live  to  thank  him  for  Afyanax  :• 
'Tis  a  vain  thought — However,  fmce  my  child 
Has  fuch  a  friend,  I  ought  not  to  repine, 

Ceph.  '  Thefe  dark  unfoldings  of  your  foul  perplex  me» 
'  What  meant  thofe  floods  of  tears,  thofe  warm  embraces, 
*-  As  if  you  bid  your  fon  adieu  for  ever:' 
For  Heaven's  fake,  madam,  let  me  know  your  griefo! 
If  you  diftruft  my  faith 

Andr.  That  were  to  wrong  thee. 
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O  my  Cepbifa  !  This  gay,  borrow'd  air, 
This  blaze  of  jewels,  and  this  bridal  drefs, 
Are  but  mock-trappings  to  conceal  my  woe : 
My  heart  ftill  mourns ;  I  Hill  am  Hedor's  widow. 

'Ceph.  Will  you  then  break  the  promife  giv'n  to  Pyrrhus; 
Blow  up  his  rage  afrefh,  and  blalt  your  hopes  ? 

Andr.  I  thought  Cephifa,  thoa  hadft  known  thv  miflrefs. 
Cou'dfi.  thou  believe  I  would  be  falfe  toHetlor? 
Fall  off  from  .fuch  a  huihand!  Break  his  reit, 
And  call  him  to  this  hated  light  agiin, 
To  fee  Andromache  in  Pyrrhui  arms  ! 
'  Would  Hcfior,  were  he  living,  and  I  dead, 
'  Forget  Andromache,  and  wed  her  foe  ?' 

Ceph.  I  cannot  guefs  what  drift  your  thoughts  purfue; 
But,  oh,  I  fearthere's  fomething dreadful  in  it! 
Muft  then  Aftyanax  be  doom'd  to  die ; 
Andwou  to  linger  out  a  life  in  bondage  ? 

'  Andr.  Nor  this,  nor  that,  Cephrfa,  will  I  beer; 
•'  My  word  is  paft  to  Pyrrhus,  his  to  me ; 
•'  And  I  rely  upon  his  promis'd  faith. 
'  Unequal  as  he  is,  I  kno\v  him  well : 
'  Pyrrhus  is  violent,   bathe's  fmcere, 
'  And  will  perform  beyond  what  he  has  fworn. 
«  The  Greeks  will  but  incenfe  him  more  ;  their  rage 

*  Wili  make  him  cherifh  //over's  fo:i. 

'  Ceph.   Ah,   mauam! 
•'  Exria.a.th-ji'e  riddles  to  my  boding  heart ! 

'  -jlndr.   TLiou  mayil  remember,  for  thou  oft  haft  heard 
'  Relate  the  dreadful  vifion.  which  I  faw,  [me 

'  When  firit  I  landed  captive  in  Epirus. 
'  That  very  night,  as  in  a  dream  I  lay, 
'  A  ghaftiv  figure,  fall  of  gapin'g  wounds, 
•'  Hrseyes'aglaie,  his  hair  all  ft  iff  with  blood, 
'  Full  in  my  li^ht  thrice  iliook  his  head  and  groan'd. 
•*  1  foon  difcern'd  my  llaughter'd  Heeler's  lhade ; 
'But,  oh,  howchang'd!   Yegods,  how  much  unlike 
'  The  living/fc<5!cr!/ — Loud  he  bid  me  fly! 

*  Fly  from  Achilles'  fon  !  then  fternly  frown'd, 

•'  Aad  difippear'd  :  ftruck  with  the  dreadful  found, 
•*  I  itarted,  and  awak'd. 

•«  Cept. 
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'  Cepb.  But  did  he  bid  you 
«  Deftroy  AJlyanax? 

'  Andr.  Cephifa,  I'll  prelerve  him ; 
*  With  my  own  life,  CepbiJ'a,  I'll  preferve  him. 

'  Cepb.  What  may  thefe  words,  fo  full  of  horror  mean  ?' 
Andr.  Know  then  the  fecret  purpofe  of  my  foul ; 
Andromache  will  not  be  falfe  to  Pyrrhus, 
Nor  violate  her  facred  love  to  Heftor. 
This  hour  I'll  meet  the  king;  the  holy  prieft 
Shall  join  us,  and  confirm  our  mutual  vows : 
This  will  fecure  a  father  to  my  child : 
.That  done,  I  have  no  farther  ufe  for  life  : 
This  pointed  dagger,  this  determin'd  hand, 
Shall  fave  my  virtue,  and  conclude  my  woes. 

'  Ceph.  Ah,  madam!  recollecl  your  fcatter'd  reafon  j 
'  This  fell  defpair  ill  fuits  your  prefent  fortunes. 

'  Andr.  No  other  ftratagem  can  ferve  my  purpofe: 
'This  is  the  fole  expedient,  to  be  juft 
'  To  Hefior,   to  AJlyanax,  to  Pyrrhus. 
'  I  foon  fhall  vifit  Heeler,  and  the  fliades 

'  Of  my  great  an ceilors.' Cepkifa,  thou 

Wilt  lend  a  hand  to  clofe  thy  miftrefs'  eyes. 

Ceph.  Oh,  never  think  that  I  will  rtay  behind  you  ! 

Andr.  No,  my  Cefhifa;  I  muft  have  thee  live  : 
'  Remember,  thou  didit  promife  to  obey, 
'  And  to  be  fecret:  wilt  thou 'now  betray  me? 
'  After  thy  long,  thy  faithful  fervice,  wilt  thou 
'  Refufe  my  lalt  commands,  my  dying  wifh  ? 
'  Once  more,  I  do  conjure  thee,  live  for  me  ! 

'  Cepb.  Life  is  not  worth  my  care  when  you  are  gone. 

'  Andr.'  I  muft  commit  into  thy  faithful  hands, 
All  that  is  dear  and  precious  to  my  foul : 
Live,  and  fupply  my  abfence  to  my  child. 
All  that  remains  of  Troy ;  a  future  progeny 
Of  heroes ;  and  a  diftant  line  of  kings, 
In  him,  is  all  intrufted  to  thy  care. 

'  Cepb.  But,  madam,  what  will  be  the  rage  tfPyrrbus, 
*  Defrauded  of  his  promis'd  happinefs? 

'  Andr.  That  will  require  thy  utmoft  (kill :  obferve 
'  The  firft  impetuous  onfets  of  his  grief: 
'  Ufe  every  artifice  to  keep  him  ftedfaft. 

'  Some- 
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'  Sometimes  with  tears  thou  mayft  difcourfe  of  me  : 
'  Speak  of  our  marriage  :  let  him  think  I  lov'd  him : 
'  Tell  him  my  foul  repos'd  itfelf  on  him, 
*  When  I  refign'd  my  fon  to  his  protection.' 
Ceph.   O  for  a  fpirit  to  fupport  my  grief! 
Is  there  ought  more  before  you  go  for  ever  ? 
Andr.  O  myCcphifa!  my  fwoln  heart  is  full! 

I  have  a  thoufand  farewells  to  my  fon  : • 

But  tears  break  in  !—  Grief  interrupts  my  fpeech  I—- 
My foul  o'er  flows  in  fondnefs  ! — Let  him  know 

I  dy'd  to  five  him: '  And  would  die  again.' 

Seafon  his  mind  with  early  hints  of  glory: 
Make  him  acquainted  with  his  ancestors; 
Trace  out  their  mining  ftoiy  in  his  thoughts : 
Dwell  on  the  exploits  of  his  immortal  father : 
And  fometimes  let  him  hear  his  mother's  name. 
'  Let  hinr  reflect  upon  his  royal  birth 
.'  With  modeit  pride:  Pyrrhus  will  prove  a  friend: 
'  But  let  him  know,  he  has  a  conqueror's  right.' 
He  muit  be  taught  to  ilifle  his  refentments, 
And  facdfice  his  vengeance  to  his  fafetyj 
Should  he  prove  headitrong,  rafli,  or  unadvis'd, 
He  then  will  fi  uitrate  all  his  mother's  virtue, 
Provoke  his  fate,  and  I  mail  die  in  vain. 
Cepb.  Alas,  I  fear  I  never  fhall  outlive  you  ! 
Andr.  No  more : — Thy  tears,  Cepbifa,  will  betray  me  : 

Afiume  a  chearful  look:   but  Itill  remember 

{Flourijk  ivithin* 

JTark,  how  the  trumpet,  with  its  fpnghtly  notes, 
Proclaims  the  appointed  hour,  an.l  calls  us  hence  : 
jietfcr,  I  com^,  once  more  a  queen,   to  join  thee  ! 
Thus  the  gay  victim,  with  f  elh  garlands  crown'd, 
Pleas'd  with  the  facred  nfe's  enliv'ning  found, 
Through  guzing  crowds,  in  folemn  ftate,  proceeds; 
And,  drcit  in  fatal  pomp,  magnificently  bleeds. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT        V. 

Hermione  alam. 

WHAT  have  I  done?  Where  am  I?  Where  is 
Pyrrhus ? 
Ye  gods!  what  mean  thefe  horrors? — I'm  undone! 

My  foul  is  on  the  rack ! 1  cannot  bear  it! 

Why  do  1  wander  like  fome  guilty  ghoft? 

What  brought  me  to  this  place?  What  keeps  me  here? 

The  court  of  Pyrrbin  has  no  room  for  me ! 

Do  I  ftill  doubc  if  I  mould  love  or  hate  him  ! 

Hard-hearted  man  !   how  anconceru'd  he  left  me.! 

Did  he  once  <£gh  ?   bellow  one  pitying  look  ? 

Once  fiied  a  tear?  or  fpeak  one  foft  kind  word  ? 

Did  he  fo  much  as  feign  one  moment's  forrow, 

To  cdm-my  griefs,  and  mitigate  his  falfhood  ? 

Why  am  I  ilill  thus  anxious  for  his  life  ? 

Why  do  I  ftart  at  his  impending  fate  ? 

•Shall  he  ihen  live?  Shall  the  bafe  traitor  live 

To  laugh  at  my  diftrefs?  No,  let  him  periih  ! 

Be  quick,   Orsftes  ! Execute  my  orders ! 

Alas!  my  orders  !   Oh,  prepofterous  guilt ! 

Can  I  decree  the  death  of  him  I  love  ? 

Was  it  for  this  my  foul  delighted  in  him? 

Was  it  for  this  I  left  my  father's  court? 

Have  I  then  crofs'd  fo  many  realms  and  feas 

To  murder  Pyrrhus?    [Enter  Clcone.]     O    Cltone,  help 

What  have  I  done  ?  Is  Pyrrhus  yet  alive  ?  [m^  ! 

What  fay 'ft  thou  ? — Anfwer  me :  where  is  the  king  r 

Cleo.   Madam,  I  faw  the  cruel  prince  fet  forward, 
Triumphant  in  his  looks,  and  full  of  joy. 
Still  as  he  wiTk'd  his  ravilh'd  eyes  were  fixt 
On  the  fair  captive;  while  through  fhouting  crouds 
She  pafs'd  along  with  a  dejedled  air, 
And  feem'dto  mourn  her  Heftor  to  the  laft. 

Her.  Infulting  tyrant!  I  fiiall  burllwith  rage ! 
But  fay,  'Cleone,  didlt  thou  mark  him  well? 

Was 
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Was  his  brow  fmooth  ?  Say,  did  there  not  appear 
Some  lhade  of  grief?  Some  little  cloud  of  forrow? 
Did  he  not  itop  ?  Did  he  not  once  look  back? 
Didft  ihou  approach  him  ?  Was  he  not  confounded  ? 
Did  he  not Oh,  be  quick,  and  tell  me  all ! 

C/eo.  Madam,  the  tumult  of  his  joy  admits 
No  thought,  but  love.     Unguarded  he  march'd  on, 
'Midft  a  promifcuoas  throng  of  friends  and  foes. 
His  cares  all  turn  upon  Jlftyanax, 
Whom  he  has  lodg'd  within  the  citadel, 
Defended  by  the  ftrength  of  all  his  guards. 

Her.  Enough! — He  dies! — The  traitor! Where's 

Oreftes  ? 

Cleo.  He's  in  the  temple,  with  his  whole  retinue. 

Her.  Is  he  ftill  refolute  ?  Is  he  ftill  determin'd  ? 

Cleo.   Madam,  I  fear 

Her.  How !— Is  Qreftes  falfe  ? 
Does  he  betray  me,  too  ? 

Cleo.  A  thoufand  doubts 

Perplex  his  foul,  and  wound  him  with  rcmorfel 
His  virtue  and  his  love  prevail  by  turns. 
He  told  me  Pjrrbus  mould  not  fall  ignobly; 
Pyrrkus,  the  warlike  fon  of  great  Achilles. 
He  dreads  the  cenfure  of  the  Grecian  ftates ; 
Of  all  mankind;  and  fears  to  Itain  his  honour. 

Her.  Poor,  tim'rous  wretch !  'tis  falfe  !  he  bafely  fears 
To  cope  with  dangers,  and  encounter  death  : 
'Tis  that  he  fears. — Am  I  bright  Helens  daughter  ? 
To  vindicate  her  wrongs  all  Greece  confpir'd ; 
For  her  confederate  nations  fought,    and  kings   >vere 

flain; 

^roy  was  o'erthrown,  and  a  whole  empire  fell. 
My  eyes  want  force  to  raife  a  lover's  arm 
Againll  a  tyrant  that  has  dar'd  to  wrong  me! 

Cleo.  Madam,  like  Heien,  truft  your  caufe  to  Greece. 

Her.  No  ;  I'll  avenge  myfelf,  I'll  to  the  temple  ; 
I'll  overturn  the  altar,  Itab  the  prieft  : 
I'll  hurl  deftruflion.  like  a  whirlwind,  round  me ! 
They  muft  not  wed !  they  mud  not  live  !   they  mall  not  J 
Let  me  be  gone !  I  have  no  time  to  lofe  ! 
Standoff!  hold  me  not!  I  am  all  diflradion! 

c  o  py. 
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0  Pyrrkus  !  tyrant  !  traitor  !  them  fhalt  bleed. 

Enter  Oreftes. 

Ore/?.  Madam,  'tis  done  :  Your  orders  are  obey'd  : 
The  tyrant  lies  expiring  at  the  altar. 

Her.  Is  Pjrrhus  (lain  ? — 

Qreft.  Even  now  he  gafps  in  death. 
Our  Greeks,  all  undiftinguim'd  in  the  crowd, 
Flock'd  to  the  temple,   and  difpers'd  themfelves 
Orr  every  fide  the  altar :  I  was  there  : 
Pyrrbus  obferv'd  me,   \vith  a  haughty  eye, 
And  proud  to  triumph  ever  Greece  in  me, 
From  his  own  brows  he  took  the  diadem, 
And  bound  it  on  the  temples  of  his  captive. 
Receive,  faid  he,  my  crown  ;  receive  my  faith, 
Mine  and  my  people's  fovereign  reign  forever, 
From  this  bleft  hour,  a  father  to  your  fon  ; 
I'll  fcourge  his  foes:  henceforward  be  he  ityl'd 
The  'Trojan  king  :  '  I  fwear  it  ?.t  the  alt;ir, 
'  And  call  the  gods  to  ratify  my  vows.' 
His  fubjefts  with  loud  reclamations  ftiook 
The  fpacious  dome  !   oar  Greeks,  enrag'd,  cry'd  out 
Revenge  !  revenge  !  broke  thro'  the  thronging  preis, 
And  ruih'd  turriultuous  en  the  unguarded  king"' 
«  Their  eager  fury  left  no  work  for  me./ 
Pyrrhus  a  while  oppos'd  their  clafhing  fwords, 
And  dealt  his  fatal  blows  on  ev'ry  fide, 
With  manly  fiercenefs ;  till  oppreft-by  numbers, 
Streaming  with  blood,  ali  over-gafiVd  with  wounds, 
He  reel'd,  he  groan'd,  and  at  the  altar  fell. — 
Hafte,.  madam  :  let  us  fiy  !  hafte  to  our  mips  \- 
They  lie  unmoor'd  :   Our  friends  attend  us  there. 

Her.  What  have  they  done  ! 

Greft.  Madam,  forgive  their  rnge. 

1  own  your  vengeance  had  been  more  compleat, 
Had  Pyrrhui  fall'n  by  me  ;  and  had  he  known, 
Hffmions  chaftis'd  him  by  my  arm. 

Her.  Peace,  monfter,  peace  ! — Go      !I  thy  horrid  tale 
To  favages,   and  howl  it  out  in  the  deferts. 
Would'll  thou  impute  to  me  thy  barh'rous  guilt  ? 
Me  would'ft  thou  make  th'  accomplice  of  thy  crimes ! 
Hence,  to  thy  Greeks  !  and  boalt  thy  foul  exploit* ! 

My 
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My  foul  abhors  them  !  1  difclaim  the  deed  ! 

Be  gone  !  I  know  thee  not  !  Thou  fell  barbarian  ! 

What  had,  he  done  ?  What  could  provoke  thy  madac-uv 

To  ail'afiinate  fo  great,  fo  brave  a  man  ? 

Who  fet  thee  on  r 

Orejl.  Oh,  grant  me  patience,  Heaven  ! 
With  your  own  lips  did  you  not  curfe  the  tyrant, 
Pronounce  his  death,  and  urge  me  to  deilroy  him  > 

Her.  What  if,  tranfported  by  my  boundlefs  pr.fficn,, 
I  could  not  bear  to  fee  him  wed  another  ? 
Were  you  to  obey  a  jealous  woman's  phrenzy  ? 
You  mould  have  div'd  into  my  inmoft  thoughts : 
My  heart,  tho'  full  of  rage,  was  free  from  malice  ; 
And  all  my  anger  was  excefs  of  love. 
Why  did  you  take  me  at  my  word  ?  You  faw 
The  ftruggles  of  my  foul  ;  you  heard  me  rave  ; 
You  mould  have  queition'd  me  a  thoufand  times  ;       - 
Yet  ftill  have  doubted,  and  ftill  queition'd  on, 
Before  you  ventur'd  on  a  life  fo  precious. 

Qrejt.  Hear  me  but  fpeak  : — Heaven  knows,  againft 
my  will— — 

Her.  Why  did  you  not  return  ?  Why  not  confult  me 
A  fecond  time  ?  and  undetermin'd  ftill, 
Again  return,  and  ftill  find  new  delays  ? 
What  had  your  ram  officious  Greeks,  dire  blood-hounds  1 
To  do  with  my  revenge  ?  What  drew  you  hither  ? 
To  bring  on  me  the  vengeful  woes  that  haunt  you  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fruits  of  your  detefted  love  ? 
Your  fatal  embafly,  your  hateful  prefence 
Drove  Pyrrhus  to  my  rival :  and  deftroys 
Both  him  and  me. — He  might  have  lov'd  me  ftill, 
'  Had  you  ne'er  interpos'd. — Avaunt !  begone  I 
And  leave  me  in  Epirus. — I  renounce 
My  friends,  my  country,  Greece,  and  all  mankind  : 
But  chiefly  I  renounce  thee  !  monfter,  thee  !          [Exit. 

Oreft.  Am  I  awake  !   Where  am  I !  Soft,  my  foul  : 

•  Be  not  too  ram. Was  that  Hermion:,  ? 

Why  fliould  her  anger  thunder  againlt  me  ? 
Was  not  this  blood  ihed  all  by  her  command  ?— « 
I  am  indeed  a  moil  outrageous  monfter  ! 
A  rufiian,  murderer>  a  bafe  afi.iflin  ! 

C  2  And 
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And  all  topleafe  a  falfe  ungrateful  woman. 

Henceforward  let  the  laws  of  nations  ceafe; 

And  let  the  pale,  that  fevers  right  and  wrong, 

Things  facred  and  profane,  be  broken  down  ; 

Gods  in  their  temples,  kings  upon  their  thrones, 

/ire  not  in  fafety,  while  Ore/tes  lives. 

Oh,  never  more  (hall  my  torn  mind  be  heal'd, 

Nor  tarfle  the  gentle  comforts  of  repofe  ! 

A  dreadful  band  of  gloomy  cares  furround  me, 

And  lay  ftrong  fiege  to  my  diitracled  foul. 

Eater  Pylades,  attended  by  Greeks. 

Pyl.  Hafte  prince;  let  us  be  gone  :  'tis  death-  to  ftay. 
Aidromache  reigns  queen  :   Ihe  gives  the  alarm, 
.•\nd  vows  revenge  upon  the  foes  of  Pyrrhus. 
The  people  arm  and  mufterin  the  ftreets  : 
Our  Gree&s  will  not  be  able  long  to  guard 
The  palace  gates,  and  to  fecure  our  flight. 
We  mult  be  fpeedy,  fir. 

Orejt.  You  may  depart, 
My  friends — Hermione  and  I  remain.-    •    • 
Her  cruelty  has  quite  undone  me  !—  '  Go, 
4  And  leave  m«  to  myfelf — I'll  find  her  out.' 

Pyl.  Alas,  unhappy  princefs  ! — She's  no  more; 
*  Forget  her,  fir,  and  fave  yourfelf  with  us.' 

Ore/}.  Hermione  no  more  ! — O,  all  ye  powers  ! 

Pyl.  Full  of  diforder,  wildnefs  in  her  looks, 
With  hands  expanded,  and  difhevell'd  hair, 
Breathlefs  and  pale,  with  fhrieks  fhe  fought  the  temple  ; 
In  the  mid-way  fhe  met  the  corps  of  Pyrrhus  ; 
She  ftartled  at  the  fight ;  then,  iHff  with  horror, 
Gaz'd  frighjtfutV  Waken'd  from  the  dire  amaze, 
She  rais'd  her  eyes  to  heaw'n  with  fiich  a  look 
As  fpoke  her  forrbws,  and  reproach'd'  the  gods  : 
Then  plung'd  a  poniard  deep  within  her  breafl^ 
And  fell  on  Pyrrhus,  grafping  him  in  death. 

Ore/}.  I  thank  you,  gods — I  never  could  expeft 
To  be  fo  wretched*!— You  have  been  induilrious 
To  finifh  your  decrees  ;  to  make  Orefles 
A  dreadful  inftance  of  your  power  to  puniih  ; 
I'm  iingled  out  to  bear  the  wrath  of  Heaven. 

Pjl.  You  hazard  yOur  retreat  by  thefe  delays. 

Th 
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The  guards  will  foon  befet  us.     Your  complaints 
Are  vain,  and  may  be  fatal. 

Oreft.  True,  my  friend  : 

And  therefore  'twas  I  thank'd  the  bounteous  gods, 
My  fate's  accomplifh'd. — I  mall  die  content. 
Oh  bear  me  hence  ; — Blow,  winds  ! 

Pyl.  Let  us  be  .gone.  [call  !, 

Qreft.    The  murder'd    lovers   wait  me— Hark,  they 
Nay,  if  your  blood  ftill  reeks,  I'll  mingle  mine  ; 
One  tomb  will  hold  us  all. 

Pyl  Alas!  I  fear 
His  raving  will  return  with  his  misfortunes. 

Qreft.  I  am  diz/y  ! — Clouds ! — Qui.e  loft  in  utter 

darkness ! 

Guide  me,  fome  friendly  pilot,  through  the  ftorm. 
1  fhiver  !  Oh,  I  freeze  !— So  :—  Light  returns  ; 

'Tis  the  grey  dawn See,  Pylades  \  behold  !      ••« 

I  am  encompafs'd  with  a  fea  of  blood  ! 

The  crimfon  billows  ! — Oh  !  my  brain's  on  iire  ! 

Pyl.  How  is  it,  fir? — Repofc  yourfelf  on  me. 

Qreft.  Pyrrbus,  itand  off !— What  would'ft  thou  ?— 
How  he  glares  ! 

What  envious  hand  has  clos'd  thy  wounds  ? Have 

at  thee. 

It  is  Hcrmione  that  ftrikes  — Confufion  ! 
She  catches  Pyrrbus  in  her  arms. — Oh,  fave  me  ! 
How  terrible  ihe  looks !— She  knits  her  brow  ! 
She  frowns  me  dead  :   She  frights  me  into  madnefs ! 
Where  am  I  ? — Who  are  you  ? 

Pyl.  Alas,  poor  prince  ! 
*  Help  to  fupport  him.— How  he  pants  for  breath  ! 

Orejt.   This-  is  moll  kind,  .my  Pylada— Oh,  wJiy, 
Why  was  I.  born  to  give  thee  endlcfs  trouble  ? 

Pyl.  All  will  go  well  :  He  fettles  into  reafbn. 

Qreft.  Who  talks  of  reafon  ?  Better  to  have  none,^ 
Than  not  enough.— Run,  fome  one,  ^tell  my  Greeks, 
I  will  not  have  them  touch  the  .king  -^-Now— no-.v  !        (-. 
I  blaze  again  !— See  there — Look  where'they  come  ; 
A  meal  of  furies— How  they  f.vann  about  ir.e  ! 
My  terror  !— Hide  me  !  —  Oh,  their  fnaky  locks 
Hark,  how  they  hifs !— See,  fee  their  flamir.g  Brands 
C  3  '    Now 
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Now  they  let  drive  full  at  me  \ How  they  grin, 

And  fhake  their  iron  whips! — My  ears!  what  yelling'! 

And  fee,  Hermione  ! me  fets  them  on 

Thrufrnot  your  fcorpions  thus  into  my  bofom  ! 
Oh  ! — I  am  flung  to  death  ! — Difpatch  me  foon  ! 
There — take  my  heart,  Hermione! — Tear  it  out ! 
Disjoint  me  ! — kill  me  !— Oh,  my  tortur'd  foal !—  • 

Pjf/.  Kind  Heaveit  reflore  him  to  his  wonted  calm ! 
Oft  have  I  feen  him  rave  :  but  never  thus  :  — 
Quite  fpent  ! — Affift  me,  friends,  to  bear  him  off. 
Our  time  is  ihort :  mould  his  ftrong  rage  return, 
'Two aid  be  beyond  our  power  to  force  him  hence. 
Away,  my  friends !-— I  hear  the  portal  op«n.     [Ex 
Enter  Phoenix,  attended  by  guardt. 

Pham.   Alt,  all  are  fled  ! Orefte*  is  not  here  !  •  •   K 

Triumphant  villains  1 — The  bafe,  giddy  rabble, 
Whofe  hands  mould*  all  have  been  employed  with  fire, 
To  wafte  the  fleet,  flock'd  round  the  dying  princefs  : 
And,  while  they  ftand  agaze,  the  Greeks  embark.          J 

Oh,  'tis  too  plain! This  facrilegeous  murder 

Was  authoriz'd. Th'  AmbafTador's  efcap« 

Declares  his  guilt. Moft  bloody  embafly  ! 

Moft  unexampled  deed  ! — Where,   where,  ye  god5,       ; 
Is  majefty  fecure,  if  in  your  temples 

You  give  it  no  protection  ! See  the  queen. 

[Afaurijb  of  trumpets. 
Enter  Andromache  aWCephifa,  •utifk  attendants* 

Andr.  Yes,  ye  inhuman  Greeks  !  the  time  will  come 
When  you  fhall  dearly  pay  your  bloody  deeds  ! 
How  mould  the  Trojans  hope  for  mercy  from  you, 
When  th-ire  you  turn  your  impious  rage  on  Pyrrbuf ; 
Pyrrhui,  the  braveft  man  in  all  your  league  ; 
The  man,   whofe  fingle  valour  made  you  triumph. 

[A  dead  march  lekind* 
Is  my  child  there  ? 

Cepb.  It  is  the  corps  of  Pyrrhits ; 
The  weeping  foldiers  bear  him  on  their  fhields. 

dndr.  ^Ill-fated  prince  !    too  negligent  of  life  ! 
And  too  unwary  of  the  faithlefs  Greeks  ! 
Cut  off  in  the  frelh,   rip'ning  prime  of  manhood, 
Even,  in  the  pride  of  life  j  thy  triumphs  n«w, 

And; 
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And  all  thy  glories  in  full  bio/Tom  round  thee  ! 
The  very  Troj'atu  would  bewail  thy  fate. 

Ceph.  Alas,  then,  will  your  furrows  never  end ! 

Andr.  Oh,  never,  never ! — While  I  live,   my  tears 

Will  never  ceafe  ;  for  I  was  born  to  grieve. * 

Ciive  prefent  orders  for  the  furr'ral  pomp:     [fo  Phoen. 

Let  him  be  rob'd  in  all  Are  regal1  ftate ; 

Place  round  him  ev'ry  mining  marFc  of  honour  ; 

And  let  the  pile,  that  con  ferrates  his  afhes, 

Rife  like  his  fame,  and  blaze  above  the  clouds. 

[Exit  Phcenix,  a  flourish  of  trumpets. 

Cepb.  The  found  proclaims  th'  arrival  of  the  prince, 
The  guards  con^nft  him  from  the  citadel. 

Andr.  With  open  arms  I'll  meet  him  !— O,  CeftrifaJ 
A  fpriitgwig  joy,  mixf  with  a  foft  concern, 
A  pleafure,  which  no  language  can  exprefs, 
An  ecftafy,  that  mothers  only  feel, 
Plays  round  my  heart,   and  brightens  up  my  forrow, 
Like  gleams  of  fun  mine  in  a  lowring  Iky. 

Though  plunged  in  ills,  and  exercis'd  in  care, 
Yet  never  let  thfc  noble  mind  defpair. 
When  preft  by  dangers,  and  befet  with  foes, 
The  gods  their  tirnery  fuccour  interpofe  ;. 
And,   when  oar  virtue  finks,  o*erwhelm*d  with  grief, 
By  unforeseen  expedients  brings  relief. 

\Exeunt  omn<t» 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  ly   ANDROMACHE. 

T  Hope  you'll  own,  that  nuith  becoming  art, 
•*-    Vve  play  V  my  game,  and  topfd  the  widow's  part. 
My  fpoufe,  poor  man,  could  not  live  out  the  play , 
But  dy*d  commodioufty  on  wedding-day , 
While  I,  his  relift,  made  at  one  bold  fling. 
My/elf a  princefs,  and  young  Sty  a  king. 

You,  ladies,  whoprotrafta  lover's  pain, 
And  bear  your  fervants  Jigh  iv 'hole  years  in  vfiin\ 
Which  of  you  all  would  not  on  marriage  T  6  it  tire, 
M.ight  Jhe  fo  foon  upon  her  jointure  enters' 

'Twas  a  Jl  range  fcape  !  had  Pyrrhus  liv'd  till  ncivf 
1  had  been  Jinely  hampered  in  my  vow. 
To  die  by  one's  own  hand,  andfy  the  charms 
Of  love  and  life  in  ayoung  monarch's  arms  ! 

'Twere  an  hard  fate ere  I  had  undergone  it, 

1  might  have  took  one  night to  think  upon  it. 

Sut  why,  you'll  fay ,   was  all  this  grief  xtp  reft 
For  afirjt  hi'Jland,  laid  long  fence  at  reft? 
Why  fo  much  coldnefs  to  my  kind  proteSor? 
— Ah,  ladies!  had  you  known  the  good  man  He£ior ! 
Homer  ivill  tell  you,  (or  Tm  mijinform^d) 
That,  vchen  enraged,  the  Grecian  camp  he  ftorm'd: 
To  break  the  ten'-fold  barriers  of  the  gate, 
He  threiu  a  ft 'one  of fuch  prodigious  tveight 
As  no  tivo  men  could  lift,  not  even  of  thofe,  •« 

Who  in  that  age  of  thundring  mortals  rofe  :  L 

••       //  would  have  fprain  d  a  dozen  modern  beaux.  J 

At  length,  hovje'er,  I  laid  my  weeds  ajide, 
And  funk  the  <vjida<w  in  the  nvcll-drefs''  d  bride. 
In  you  it  ft  ill  remains  to  grace  the  playt 
Arid  blefs  ivith  joy  my  coronation  day  ; 
Take,  then,  ye  circles  of  the  brave  and fair ', 
The  fatherlefs  and  vjidovj  to  your  care. 
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